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THE 

Scene  in  SICILY  and  STAPLES. 

! Dramatis  Perfona. 

FAcertes,  late  Prince , now  King  of  Sicily  (by  his  Fathers 
late  death  in  Battel ) taken  P r if  oner  by  the  Romans. 
Lucius,  (under  the  name  of  Cilius)  Brother  to  Facertes. 
Virgilius,  Son  to  Julius  Csefar. 

Minetes,  his  Servant. 

Nigro,  Fofter-  father  to  Facertes. 

Viceroy  of  Sicily/<?r  Facertes. 

Bragadine,  Son  to  the  Governour  of  Naples. 

Terrefius,  a Sicilian  Commander,  turn  d Pirate. 

Lieutenant,  his  A foci  ate. 

Tullius,  an  humorous  Companion  of  theirs. 

Crabb,  a Souldier  of  theirs. 

Other  Souldier  s of  their  Gang: 

Roman  Souldier s . 

Prif oners. 

P imp  and  Baud  of  Naples  ( Baud's  name  Olympia.) 
Bravo’/. 

Servants. 

Sophia,  Sifter  to  Virgilius. 

Cicilia , Sifter  to  Facertes  and  Lucius. 

Paulina,  a Neapolitan  Lady. 
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THE 


PRINCESSE: 


O  R, 


Love  at  firft  Sight. 


ACT.  I.  SCEN.  I. 

"Enter  two  Soukliers  retiring , beaten  in  by  three  others , with 
them ) the  Lieutenant , holding  Sophia  in  his  hand. 

Lieu*  ^ you  have  her  ? you  have  your  Throat? 

fhav’d  with  a (hort  fword. 

1 Sould.  By  what  title  is  {he  yours  ? We 
fought  for  her. 

2 Sould.  And  by  our  Laws  you  ought  to 
If  and  to  your  Lot. 

Lieu.  By  what  Laws  ? By  the  Roman 
Law,  you  Rafcals  ? broad-fword-law  , befides  fhe  looks  as  if  (he 
were  fweet  and  found,  which  are  things  you’l  fcarce  bring  a Prefi- 
dent,  to  prove  your  intereft  by. 

i Souldi  We  will  hot  quit  our  fhares  for  words  j We  have 
fwords. 

Lieu.  And  no  money  $ Go  ye  Rafcals : do  you  {hew  your  teeth  ? 
Go,  trufs,  be  gone,  to  the  next  woods  fide,  there  fpeed  with  your 
Ploughs  $ do  you  threaten  me  with  your  cold  Iron  ? 

1 Sould.  Your  odds  makes  you  prefume,  but  if  we  meet  you 
alone,  o’th’  Guard. 

Lieu.  Then  1 11  cut  thy  Throat. 

2 Sould.  No,  we’ll  fpare  you  that  labour,  and  have  yours  cut. 
Lieu.  Yes,  yes,  I know  thou  art  good  at  killing,  by  Attorney. 

1 Sould.  S death,  come  away,  follow.  We  {hall  a have  time* 

[ Exeunt  the  two  Souldiersi 
j Lieut* 
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She  lies 
down 


Here  they  put 
up  their 
[words. 


The  Princefs  : 

Lieut . And  that’s  all,  but  a wheel  and  a croud,  that  thy  end  can 
claim,  — — 

How  now  > weeping  ? come, dry, dry  5 I'll  be  a Father  to  thee.  Art 
honeft  ? 

Sophia.  Dare  not  you  be  honeft  too  ? 

Lieut.  Honeft?  Faith,  pretty  one,  he  that;  dares  fight  is  as  ho- 
neft a Souldier  as  needs  to  be. 

Sophia.  O!  ye  Gods. 

Lieut . They  are  the  prettieft  kind  of  commodities,  thefe  wo- 
men, that  a man  can  deal  in,  there  is  nothing  like  ’em,  but  ready 
money. 


He  lies  down 
and  [he  rifes. 


He  lays 
hands  on  her. 


He  [ill  puls 
her. 


He  lets  her 
go  an'd  looks 
on  her. 


Sould.  Pray,  Sir,  le^yejtalking,  and  fall  to,,  that  we  may  have 
your  leavmgsv  ' * \ 

® Lieu.  T^>t  p.  bit, ; go  home  v to  your  and '‘fall  to  your  coH 

meatD  trienas. 

sould.  Hang  her,  fhe’s  old.  ' O 

Lieut.  Speak  reverently  of  her  Age,  the  Jade  brought  great 
loads  to  put  pleafure^in  Jer  youth,  and  muft  notjbe  forgottfti. 

Sould.  O butthisy  Sir,  has  fuch  In  excellent  face. 

Lietit.  Away,  you  Rogues,  old  chins,  and  naked  chins,  Boys  of 
the  firft  beard,  and  find  diftinftion  ? muft  your  weak  ftomacks 
have  face-fiiuce,  before  you  can  fall  to  ? the  fex  (you  Varlets)  was 
enough,  when  I was  young  5 and  I confefs  they  have  been  fad  days 
with  me,  fince  the  Face  and  Peticoat  came  in  efteem ; look  where 
(he  lies,  (what  ? weeping,  pretty  one  ? now  if  I fhould  dote  in  my 
latter  days,  and  draw  in  at  my  eyes  a punifhment,  they  fay  the 
Gods  are  juft,  and  may,  through  my  doublet,  punifli  the  fins  of  my 
youth  — Hum,  111  think  no  more  on’t  $ — Faith  I muft  kifs  thee. 

Sophia.  O Sir,  be  not  fo  barbarous  as  to  bring  thofe  dangers 
you  have  beaten  hence  $ why  do  you  lay  fuch  rude  hands  on  me  ? 
Think  you,  the  innocence  of  Maid  and  Virgin  have  no  power  to 
guard  me  ? 

Lieut.  A Maid  ! by  my  faith,  its  ftrange,  I fhould  ha’jugded 
you  at  the  fecond  age,  when  women  fall  5 have  you  no  witnefs  of 
what  you  lay  ? 1 have  no  faithc  your  witnefs,  or  Tkifs. 

Sophia.  Away,  unhand  me,  and  force  me  not  to  call  down  a 
Plague  to  guard  me,  fcornnot  my  words,  if  thou  doft  this  wicked- 
nefs,  thou  wilt  find  the  curfe  of  an  injur’d  Maid  ftrike  as  fure,  as 
lightning, and  as  fatal*,  nor  can  all  thy  skill  and  courage  defend  thee, 
but  defpairs  will  find  thee,  and  inhabit  in  thee,  till  thou  art  diflolv’d 
in  the  horrors  of  thy  fear.  But  if  this  calm,  which  feems  to  allay 
thy  troubled  blood,  be  real,  upon  my  knees,  I’ll  fall,  and  to  the 
Gods  fend  my  Prayers  for  thee,  and  they’l  prove  as  great  a guard, 
and  thou  fhalt  find  this  good  aft  interpofe  between  thee  and  thy 
greateft  dangers. 

Lieut.  By  this  light  (lie  talks  unhappily,  (hould  I keep  her  com- 
pany, I muft  beg } no  more  of  this  difeourfe,  pray. 

Sophia.  Let  me  be  fafe  in  my  Honour,  and  I’ll  be  filent,  and  be- 
fide  the  reward  that  heaven  will  pay  you,  my  Ranfom  fhall  be  what 
you’l  name.  , 


Lieut. 


or y Love  at  the  firjl  fight.  y 

Lieu.  You  have  prevail’d  , and  (hall  be  free  from  force  3 but 
take  heed  of  talking  of  Heaven  before  thefe  3 to  tempt  them  with 
ftich  promifes,  is  bidding  them  to  their  lofs  $ for  what  can  fuch 
fellows  hope  for  there,  but  to  become  fome  odd  Saints  without 
Holy-daies? 

Sonld.  Lieutenant,  you  are  fomewhat  free  in  your  Opinion 
of  us. 

Lieu . Why, doll:  thou  fweet  heart,hope  for  better?look  upon  him 
has  he  not  a promifing  face  ? lie  prophecy,  Crabb,  continue  in  thy 
calling,  and  thou  art  fafe  , for  thou  haft  endeavoured  long,  and  I 
fear  not , but  haft  made  good  friends  below,  and  mayft  be  of  a 
good  rank  in  hell. 

Sould.  Faith,  Lieutenant,  me  thinks,  you  fpurr’d  fairly  for- 
wards, and,  upon  my  Confcience,  will  be  richly  damn’d. 

Lieu.  Who  I ? Faith  and  troth  I think  I (hall,  and  yet , while  Shakes  bis 
this  lafts,  I have  good  hopes  $ for  I am  of  Opinion  , no  Man  is 
damn’d  that  has  money  in  his  purfe  5 nor  do  I fee  how  poor  folks 
Can  be  faved  5 What  noife  is  that  ? 

Sould.  I hear  our  Captains  voice. 

Lieu.  Away,  take  hdr  to  my  quarter,  and,  upon  your  lives,  no 
Infolence  3 pray  ftep  off  with  them,  till  I fee  what  occalions  this 
noife. 

Sophia.  I will  go,  But  if  this  be  Treachery 
Know,  though  ’tis  eafie  to  abufe  the  Gods, 

Yet  it  is  heavy  for  to  bear  their  rods. 

Lieu.  Away,  you  are  fafe.  [ Exeunt  omnes  hut  the  Lieut . 


A C T.  I.  S C E N.  1 1. 

Enter  Captain  and  Souldiers , with  the  Romans  bounds 
that  weretakpn  with  Sophia. 

Sould.  OI R,  thefe  are  fome  poor  Rogues. 

O Captain.  Flang’em  then  for  being  poor. 

1 . Roman.  Cannot  our  praiers  find  thy  Mercy  ? 

Capt.  A pox  upon  your  prayers,  they  could  not  protect  thee  3 
hang  ’em  I fay. 

Lieu.  Hold  Sir,  miftake  not  thefe  Men,  for,  if  I guefs  right,they 
are  no  beggars. 

Capt.  Bring  the  Torture  then. 

Lieu.  I believe,!  know  a way  to  gain  the  Truth  without  a Rack  : 

There  is  a Wench 

Capt.  1 5 What  became  of  her  ? 

Lieu.  She’s  in  my  power,  and  talks  not  like  a beggar  3 by  this 
day,  fhe  threatned  me,  and  frighted  me  from  my  pleafure,fhe  prof- 
er’d  a Ranlome  too,  things  that  beggars  never  dream  on. 

Capt.  Where  is  fhe  ? We  will  load  her  with  chains,  till  they 
confefs. 

Lieu.  Patience  a little,  and  lie  inftruft  you  3 do  but  threaten 

to 


s 


the  Frinccfs: 

to  kifs  her,  (you  underftand  me)  and,  upon  my  life,  (he’l  tell  all. 

Capt.  To  the  Dungeon  then  with  thefe,  and  fetch  her  3 but  doft 
thou  hear.  Lieutenant,  is  (he  likely?  is  it  a handfome  Wench  ? 
doft  thou  fee  ready  money  in  her  face  ? [ Exeunt  Sould.  and  Prifon. 

Lieu.  O,  ’tis  a proper  Wench,  and  bravely  built,  fuch  Eyes,  fo 
black,  fo  great,  of  a Beauty  that  is  currant  every  where,  Then  her 
Cheeks,  and  fuch  Lipps  3 ha  ! by  this  hand  I could  ha  dwelt  for 
ever  there. 

Capt.  She  came  luckily  for  this  Mart  3 what  became  o’th  Boyes 
we  took  a fwimming  in  Baio  ? 

Lieu.  They  are  fafe,  and  will  be  ready  for  the  fame  fraight. 

Capt.  And  all  will  fcarce  quit  coft. 

Lieu.  Faith  Captain,  we  have  no  luck  of  late,  our  old  Souldiers 
are  immortal  too,they  will  not  die,  there  comes  no  profit  that  way 
of  late  3 When  the  Moor  was  Captain,  in  his  year's  there  fell  as 
many  of  thofe  rotten  plums,  as  were  worth  ten  thoufand  Drachms. 

Capt.  And  fince  my  reign , I cannot  count  a thoufand.  The 
young  Cicilian , the  bold  Cilius , is  returned  too,  and  now  I have  no 
hope  to  continue  another  year. 

Lieu.  Which  ? he  that  was  thePrifoner? 

Capt.  Yes,  the  fame,  his  hopes  ftand  fair  for  the  next  Eleftion, 
nor  (hall  I envy  him  if  he  gain  it,  for  it’s  a gallant  Fellow,  and  in- 
deed ought  to  command  here. 

Lieu.  Faith  Captain,  a competent  ill  nature  (I  thank  the  Cods) 

I have  gain'd  in  the  fervice,  and  to  me  ’tis  indifferent  who  is  Cap- 
tain, for  I muft  be  Lieutenant  ftill,  till  my  lot  falls,  and  yet  I have 
fo  much  gratitude  as  to  be  angry  with  old  ‘Tullius. 

Capt.  Why  doft  thou  blame  a Man  for  defiring  to  live  ? 

Lieu. By  my  Faith, when  a Man  defires  it  fo  unreafonably,I  do3he 
knows  he  cannot  live , and  yet  he  has  not  lb  much  good  nature  as 
to  die  3 what  if  he  may  linger  out  this  moneth  ? he5!  die  the  next, 
and  then  your  reign  expires. 

Capt.  Marry,  and  the  Villain  is  rich,  and  ’twere  not  amifstobe 
his  Heir. 

Lieu.  If  he  die  in  time  3 but  if  he  live  he  will  not  be  worth  one 
Drachma  3 for  fince  they  told  him  he  could  not  efcape , The  (lave 
that  grudg’d  himfelf  Bread  before  eats  Gold  now,  and  confider- 
ing  you  are  his  Heir,  it  is  your  Gold  he  eats  3 would  I had  fuch 
Title  to  his  Eftate,  by  this  light,  I’dechoak  him,  flave. 

Cap.  Thou  art  in  the  right,  if  he  die  this  moneth,  I am  his  Heir, 
by  the  Laws  of  our  Band,  if  next,  he  that  fucceeds  3 and  I am  cer- 
tain, he  made  his  Fortune  under  me. 

Lieu.  Why  I,  there’s  the  point.  Faith  Captain,  if  you  pleafo, 
lie  go  {peak  with  him,  and  try  what  good  nature  will  do,  it  may 
be  he’le  hear  reafon,  lie  urge  how  much  he  is  bound  to  you. 

Capt.  Thou  mayftgo,  but  I’me  afraid  it  will  be  loft  labour. 

\Exixit  Lieut. 


Enter 
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or,  Love  at  firfl  Sight. 

Enter  Cilius,  and  a Souldier. 

Cilius.  A party  of  Romans  taken,  where  ? guide  my  hate,  that 
with  fatal  wounds  I may  empty  their  proud  veins. 

Capt.  How  now  Cilius , what  Rage  is  this  ? 

Cilius.  O Terefius , can  you  be  content,  becauie  our  perfons  lie 
hid,  to  let  our  (hames  continue  vifible,and  thus  (leep  out  the  fufter- 
ings  of  our  Country  ? I pad  or’eher  bofom  in  my  Journey,  Oh  ! 
had  you,  with  me,  feen  the  general  calamities  fhe  groans  under, 
ruin’d  even  to  a Chaos,  and  the  wretched  people,  grown  fo  dege- 
nerate in  their  fufferings,  that  they  begin,  with  joy,  to  obey  the  in- 
fulting  Conquerour. 

Capt.  It  is  wifdom  now  to  obey. 

Cilius.  Wifdom?  Is  Terefius  grown  fo  tame,  to  think  fo?  let  the 
Dogs,  not  Cilius ^ pra&ifeit. 

Capt.  Why  thus  impatient  ? 

Cilius. Our  Countrey  and  our  miferies  call  for  our  fwords  to  pra- 
ted her,  and  to  lee  you  thus  tame  makes  me  fo. 

Capt.  This  rage  ferves  her  as  little And  ’tis  now  in  vain  to 

attempt  their  ruine,  whofe  Conqued  has  taken  fuch  firm  root. 

Cilius.  Thofe  that  bled  in  the  laffc  battle  thought  not  lo. 

Capt.  To  what  rafh  attempts  would  your  rage  guide  you  ! is 
the  fad  ifiu.e  of  that  day  no  example  which  our  brave  Prince  Facer - 
tes  was  forced  to  furvive,  and  adorn  their  Triumphs?  But  that 
being  pad,  he  had  dy  5d  upon  the  Hook, nor  could  the  Interceffion 
of  Virgilius  letters  have  deferred  the  doom  , though  he  bedrid 
him  in  the  heat  of  battle,  had  not  the  far-fam’d  Sophia , in  his 
approaching  Fate, call’d  to  mind  that  which  he(though  an  Enemy) 
proteded  herBrother  from, and  in  the  indant  kneel’d  and  embrac’d  • 
Ctefars  knees,  divinely  pleading  , Fallas  infpir’d  her,  and  with  her 
own  Beauties  cloath’d  the  Virgin , and  with  fuch  power  the 
Godded  moved  in  her,  that  when  Crejar  gaz’d  upon  her  blew 
eyes  he  left  to  be  Opr,  and  rather  obey’d  then  granted,  and  to 
be  her  Father  could  fcarcefecure  him  from  being  fettered  with 
thofe  white  wrids  which  circled  his  imperial  knees. 

Cilius.  Was  Virgilius  rhen  in  the  Power  of  Facertes0  that  day, 
and  did  he  let  himefcape,  did  he  fawn  upon  the  Roman  ? 

Capt.  It  was  but  to  return  the  Piety  Virgilius  (hewed  his 
Fojier -father,  who  (you  know)  prote&edhim  in  that  fad  day  our 
King  was  (lain,  and,  by  his  power,  he  grew  able  to  give  that  lad 
blow  for  his  Countries  Freedom,  which  when  the  aged  Nigro(, aw 
inclining  to  the  Romans , covetous  to  have  his  Age  fet  in  fome  glo- 
rious Aft,  he  charg’d  the  youthful  Virgilius  , butor’e  loaded  with 
Courage,  his  filver  hairs  funk  under  th e Roman,  whofe  Piety  be- 
drid him  like  his  F ather, vowing  to  facrifice  upon  that  breaft,fooner 
then  wound  it. 

Cilius.  ’Twas  done  like  the  Son  ofthefirji  Julius  ^ Thefeare  de- 
generate, and  fucceed  onely  in  the  others  Fortune,  not  his  Merit, 

Yet- had  I been  by 

Capt.  What  could  your  (ingle  Arm  have  done  ? 

B 


Cilius 


IO 


The  Prince  fs : 

Cilius.  Kill’d  Virgilius in  Revenge  of  the  • Rape  the  Roman 
Plougheshas  made  upon  my  Mothers  womb.  For  other  Parent 
then  my  Country,  I yet  could  nev6r  find.  Oh!  that!  had  been 
that  day  with  the  brave  Facertcsy  who  knows  but  I might  have 
digg’d  a glorious  Monument  in  fome  lucky  wound,  given  in  the 
fade  of  this  admir’d  Vitgilius^  and  after  fuch  a Fortune,.'!  could 
haveftnil’d,  and,  unfhook,  ftep’d  into  my  grave.  Orifflav’d, 
fuch  bofd  truths  f would  have  utter’d,  they  lhould  not  have  de- 
ftroy’d  me  for  cold  Example  , but  rather  becaufe  Rome  dutft  not 
let  me  live.  And  yet  f beg  if  there  be  any  Power  favourable  to 
Cilius , let  it  fet  within  my  fwords  reach  this  Virgiliu *,  this  King 
of  Men,  This  Sicilian  fcourge,  that  makes  us  kneel  and  kifs.our 
Affii&ions  5 Then,  then,  Terefius , thou  (halt  fee, how  with  this  fword 
lie  hunt  his  pale  Soul  to  her  lafl  home. 

Capt.  ’Tis  a Gallant  Youth,  how  his  Spirit  boyles,  to  be  in 
A&icn.  . ' 1 [afide. 

CiliM  If  I be  cliofe  Captain  of  our  Band-,  by  all  our  bondag’d 
Gods,  in  fome  difguife,  lie  fee  that  Rome , I will  TerefiuJ,  and  with 
a few  wounds  well  dealt,  gather  a numerous  Revenge  5 fay,would 
not  you  obey,  if  I command,  to  joyn  in  fuch  a Sacrifice,  where,to 
falfThe  Oft’ring  is  as  glorious,  as  to  (land  the  Prieft,  and  fuch  at- 
tempts'are  becoming  Sacrifice  for  Men,  let  Women  incenfe  burn, 
it  iS  pfoyefet  for  us  to  expiate  with  wounds,  then  Player  or  Fad- 
ing, and  had  thofe  we  vainly  dealt  in  Sacrifice  been  given  upon 
our  Enemies,  our  Heards  had  now  been  fair,  and  Rome  A(hes. 

Capt.  May  all  thy  thoughts  ‘ prove  Prophetick , and  here 

I vow  to  obey  what  ere  thou  injoy rieft. Though  it  be  not  (afe 

to  let  thee  know  the  Reafon , nor  the  Intereft  thou  haft  in  thy 
Countries  (ufferings.  \_afide.  [ Enter  Lieut. 

Lieut.  Sir,  will  you  come  to  the  Examination,The  Prifoners  are 
at  the  Quarters. 

Cilius.  What  Prifoners  ? 

Capt.  The  Romans. 

Cilius.  Why  are  they  not  flak’d  ? 

Lieut.  There’s  a Woman  amongft  ’em. 

Capt.  You  will  not  flake  her,  will  you  ? 

Cilius.  No,  I make  no  war  with  Women. 

Lieut.  If  fhe  muft  die,  I beg  the  flaking  of  her. 

Cilius.  What  is  (he  ? 

Lieut.  More  then  young,  and  handfome,  and  one  that  talks  un- 
happily 5 I know  not 

Cilius.  lie  go  fee  her  , Captain,  He  meet  you  at  the  Oak. 

Capt.  He  to  my  Qyarter,  and  attend  you. 
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A C T.  I.  S C E N.  II I. 
Enter  Virgilius  and  Facertes. 


/Jr 
< v :l  \ • , 

,‘r  * 

.(rjv/ij  ?:. 

f cj  'j 

/jot  a l ;•( 


Virgil.  Let  me  ftretch  my  felf,  and  thus  enlarg’d  poffefs  my 
V_/]oyes^  for  know,  my  longing  Soul  made  a Crown  a 
Burthen,  and  v/ith  greater  joy  I have  put  off  an  Empire,then  thou 
thychaines}  and  now  tranfported  with  my  hopes,  the  Bird  that 
from  the  Cage  is  floWn,  and  broke  that  Prifon, where  fhe  was  wont 
to  mourn,  and  fings  all  Tunes  at  once.  That  Bird,  I fay,  cuts  not 
the  yielding  Air  with  more  joyful  Freedom,thenI,  to  find  my  felf, 
and  deliver’d  from  that  imprifoning  ftate. 

Facer.  Sir,  Thus  far  I have  obeyed  your  Commands,  which  en- 
joyned  me  to  accompany  you  from  Gallia  hither : But  what  your 
defign  fhould  be,  that  makes  you  thus,  with  Joy,  quit  your  Com* 
mand  there , and  be  pleafed  to  find  your  felf  unknown  and  hid 
in  a difguife  at  Naples , I cannot  guefs,  nor  (hall  I be  fo  rude  to 
afk  } for  fure  if  it  were  fit  I knew  it,  you,  that  dare  truft  your 
deeping  felf  in  my  power,  would  not  hide  it  from  me. 

Virg.  Doe’s  not  my  Friend  guefs,  whither  I am  bound  ? 

Facert.  Not  the  particular } but  I am  certain  ’tis  fome  great  de- 
fign, to  conquer  which,  you  thus  in  ambufh  lay  the  great  Virgil - 
lius. 

Virgil.  The  Body  v/as  made  the  Souls  (lave,  and  now  but  ferves 
her  to  advance  my  ends  5 nor  is  my  Mind  leis,  or  thoughts  more 
fubjeft  to  fear,  then  when  an  Army  compafs’d  me. 

Facert.  Sir , That  you  are  alone  makes  you  not  lefs  in  my 
efteem  } for  it  is  not  your  power  I admire , (the  lofs  of  mine  own 
tells  me,  that’s  mortal)  but  your  Mind  5 which,  when  Virgilius  is 
nothing  but  what  my  Memory  gives  life  to,  will  make  me  wor- 
fhip  his  Monument. 

Virg.  No  more,  Prince  Facertes , my  Friend,  and  to  confirm 
him  take  a fecret,  by  which  lie  bind  him  to  me  for  ever  } for  fe- 
crets  have  ftronger  ties  then  Love,  or  Vowes  } for  whilft  thou 
haft  Honour  that  binds  thee,  the  other  may  by  miftakeor  Paflion 
(which  Friendfhip’s  felf  is  fubjeft  to)  fall  even  to  hate. 

Facertes.  Then,  when  I have  honour,  I fhall  know  your  defign. 

Virg.  When  thou  haft  ! O Facertes , my  friend,  it  was  born  with 
thee  $ and  where  it  is  not  natural,  fwords  cannot  acquire  it  3 Take 
therefore  into  thy  heart  all  the  fecrets  of  mine,  and  in  a word,  all 
my  hopes,  and  all  my  fears,  Cicilia. 

Facert.  What  of  her.  Sir  ? 

Virg.  She  is  all  my  hopes,  all  my  wifties,  and  all  my  fears } and 
if  (he  (mile,  I am  fortunate : for  know,  my  journey  is  to  lay  at  her 
feet  my  felf,  and  all  that  Conqueft  gave  me.  What  thinks  Facer- 
tes .<?  will  (he  accept  it,  and  not  deftroy  the  deftroyer  ? For  no- 
thing can  be  conqueft,  where  (he  fuffer’d,  but  height  of  Murther. 

Facert.  What,  do  I hear  my  prayers  foreftall’d,  and  thofe  joys 
Our  Country  ought  to  facrifice  for,  offer’d  to  us  > I hope  Virgilius 
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is  not  ftill  pleafed  to  triumph  or’eour  miferies,  and  throw  a (com 
upon  that,  which  he  thought  worthy  of  his  fword  ? 

Virg.  Have  you  not  yet  forgiven  what  was  my  fate  ? while  thefe 
thoughts  dwell  in  thee,  I rtiuft  not  hope  Facertes  will  joyn  the 
power  of  a Brother  to  affift  my  wilhes. 

Facer V If  you  are  real,  you  (hall  tread  upon  my  neck,  but  if  this 
be  (corn,  his  fo  unlike  my  friend,  and  (b  unbecoming  the  brave  Fir - 
gilius,  that  I (hould  not  fear  to  call  him  enemy,  nor  defpair  his 
conqueft. 

Virg.  Real,  Facertes  l why  when  have  I jefted  with  my  friend  ? 
Real  ? yes,  as  thy  vows  to  Sophia.  Never  ftart,  nor  put  on  amaze- 
ment, was  I lefs  worthy  of  a truft,becaufe  thou  thought’!!  me  wor- 
thy to  have  been  thy  enemy  ? call  ftie  friend,  and  hide  thy  love  ? 
Either  thou  haft  not  found  the  knowledge,  or  loft  the  value  of  thy 
friend : I tell  Prince  Facertes^ (he, whom  he  facrificeth  to,  has  great- 
er ties  upon  me  as  Friend  then  Sifter. 

, Facert.  That  I do  love  the  divine  Sophia , witnefs  my  part  of 
heaven,  which  is  all  thou  haft  left  me  to  fwear  by  5 but  if  thou  haft 
gain’d  the  knowledge  of  that  fecret,  by  jealous  guefles,  purchas’d 
treachery,  or  with  thy  power  haft  wrought  upon  her  fex  to  betray 
Facertes  her  innocent  affe&ion,  draw  thy  fword,  for,  by  all  our  Gods,  no 
draws  bis  diftance,  as  enemy,  nor  neernefs  of  Friendfhip  fhall  divide  us,  or 
fword.  fecure  thee  from  my  vengeance. 

He  (rives  Fa-  Virg.  I am  innocent,  and  you  are  angry  5 here  read  that,  it  will 
certes  a Let-  tell  you,  you  have  injur’d  me. 

ter.  Facert.  Can  Virgilius  pardon  me,  and  ftill  have  patience  to 

learn  me  how  to  conqjuer  Nations  firft,  and  then  my  felf,  by  his 
great  Example  ? 

Virg.  Your  friendfhip  I (hall  never  decline  $ and  if  Sophia  be 
juft,  you  have  a warrant  for  you  faith  of  mine.  When  I went  for 
Gallia  to  take  command  of  thole  Legions  there,  at  parting,  we  fell 
into  difeourfe  of  you,  and  the  never-enough-admir’d  Cicilia , whole 
beauties  and  vertues  (he  always  mention’d  with  admiration : I 
confeffed  to  her,  that  her  former  deferiptions  had  engaged  my  af- 
feftions  to  your  Sifters  famefo  much,  that  I was  refolved,  in  fome 
difguife,  to  fee  her.  O’re-joyed  with  this  news,  fhe  recommended 
you  to  me  for  a guide,  And  though  I ever  admir’d  the  honour  I 
found  in  Facertes , yet  I confefs,  I made  a little  ftop  ere  I refolved 
to  put  my  felf  in  the  power  of  one,  whom  I had  tempted  with  fuch 
a ruine,  as  obeying  my  Fathers  in junftions,  had  made  me  lay  upon 
your  buffering  Country  5 to  remove  which  doubt  (he  blufhed  out 
this  fecret  I ask’d  her  then,  why  fhe  buffer’d  thee  to  be  led  in 
triumph  ? fhe  faid,  fhe  pleaded  againft  it,  what  fhe  durft,  and  had 
fhe  loved  lefs,  (he  could  have  laid  more,  but  feeing  her  own  guilt, 
(he  fear’d  it  might  have  been  trouble  to  all : Now  if  this  truth  can 
fatisfie  Facertes , that  I have  not  wrong’d  him,  and  now  I beg,  he’l 
give  me  leave  to  return  his  vows,  to  Cicilia  $ and  now  I conjure 
thee  by  that  power  which  thou  haft  given  her,  in  Sophias  name, 
here  to  bury  all  thy  fears,  all  thy  anger,  all  remembrance  that  I 
was  a misfortune  to  thee,  in  return  of  which  upon  thy  breaft,  the 
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Altar  of  friendfhip,  I’ll  lay  mine  a fircrifice,  and  vow  myfelf  to 
fair  Cicilia^tmd  herGountry,  a conftajit  friencL  o r,;  -.oi  . y 
Facert.  Oh ! Sir,  The  joys you  load  your  Have  with*  I wffoyou 
may  find,  when  you  figh  under  fuch  a pleafing  burthen,  as  idle  enH 
joying  all  your  wilhes  brings.  And  if  my  prayers  be  profperous, 
Virgilius  will  prove  our  Phyfitianp  and  the  wounds  he  gave,  but 
Preicripti"  ns,  and  we  have  bled  for  our  health  only.  ; - 

Vh:\  From  hence  then,  Til  count  my  conqudft  over  Facerterj 
and  think  1 have  brought  more  ftrength  to  our  Empire,  by  his 
friendfhip,  then  his  Country. 

Facert.  If  you  intend  a hidden  journey,  give  me  leave  to  furnifh 
you  with  a Galley,  I have  fome  acquaintance  in  the  Town  ^ Til 
difpatch,  av  d meet  you  prefently  upon  the  Mould  : will  you  not 
fend,  to  fee  whether  your  Sifter  be  arriv’d  at  Baio.Z  ■ 

Virg.  Yes,  and  we’ll  touch  there,  as  we  go.  •' 

Facert.  When  I kifs’d  her  hands,  to  go  for  Gallia^  (he  (aid,  file 
was  immediately  to  retire  to  Baio. 

I irg.  We  need  not  bid  each  other  hafte,  fince  Love’s  our  guide. 


A C T.  I.  S C E N.  I V, 

Enter  Sophia  and  the  Lieutenant. 

Lieu. T T Itherto,  fair  one,  your  beauty  has  preferved  you  } but 
n let  not  your  pride  teach  you,  from  fuccefs,  to  fcorn  a 
proffer’d  love, that  brings  fafety  with  it^for  me,I  confefsl  durft  not 
enter  where  that  beauty  guarded  $ there  was  Something  in  that 
Angel  form  that  ftroke  me,  and  I boaft  a wound  received  from 
you,  more  then  a conqueftover  another. 

Sophia.  This  Ad  (hews  you  truly  valiant,  and  this  fear,  you  pay 
the  Gods,  is  courage  : Fools  and  Cowards  only  dare  their  power, 
and  you  (hall  find  fuccefs  and  conqueft  ftill  await  you,  when  you 
ftrike  not  againft  them  5 and  my  prayers  (hall  invert  the  kind  of 
this  offering,  and  make  a facrifice  of  that  which  is  duty : and  you 
(hall  receive  a reward  for  paying,  as  if  you  had  given  Hecatombs. 

Lieu.  Faith, pretty  one,  I am  pleas’d  with  what  you  fay,  though 
I underftand  it  not,  Pray,  what  kind  of  place  is  yours,  in  heaven  ? 

By  this  hand,  I think  fhe  keeps  the  fwcet-meats,  orelfe,  is  woman 
Butler  there. 

Soph.  Alr.s,  Sir,  I am  (o  mortal,  I am  fubjed  to  you  : for  heaven, 

I know  it  not,  but  by  faith,  and  that  tells  me,  when  1 am  injur’d, 
my  curies  wound,  and  when  (erved,  my  prayers  heal. 

Lieu.  Then  you  have  nothing  to  (hew,  under  the  hands  of  thole, 
what  do  ye  call’um  ? thofe  Gods  ? 

Soph.  Nothing,  but  the  examples  of  their  juftice^  which,  with 
punilhment,  vifit  the  wicked. 

Lieu.  Now  do  I begin  to  find,  I was  a fool,  and  this  wench  a 
talker,  By  this  hand  I thought  fhe  had  had  fome  of  the  Gods,  in  Li-  He  offers 
veries,  at  her  Elbow,  and  there’s  no  fuch  thing,  all  is  but  a dream  ^ kjf!  her . 

but 
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but  I’ll  be  no  longer  fool’d  by  my  fears.  Faith,  pretty  one,  let’s 
try  whether  they  be  at  leifure,  or  no  $ or  if  they  be,  they  cannot 
have  the  face  to  punifti  us  for  thofe  faults  they  were  fo  fubjett  to 
themfelves.  . tj 

Soph.  They  are  in  a fad  condition,  that  inftead  of  repentance, 
feek  examples  for  their  fins  3 and  the  fecond  is  worfe  then  the  firft  3 
as  infolence,  is  worfe  then  weaknefs  : why  do  you  lay  fuch  rude 
hands  upon  me.  You  will  not  deftroy  what  you  have  built  > 

Cil.  Wait  without.  [ Enter  Cilius. 

Cilius  gazes  Lieu.  Are  you  there  > Then  I am  prevented,  a Pox  upon  my 
upon  her.  tender  nature,  this  it  is  to  be  ignorantly  wicked,  and  fubjett  to  fits 

of  confcience. 

Cil.  Lieutenant,  is  that  the  Prifoner,  you  fpoke  of? 

Lieu.  Yes  Sir.  >. 

Cil.  Thou  lieft. 

Lieu.  Sir. 

Touches  Cil.  I tell  thee,  its  falfe,  its  here  the  Prifoner  ftands. 
himfelf.  Lieu.  That’s  foe,  I fpoke  of. 

Cil.  Leave  us  then. 

Soph.  Ye  Gods,  new  miferies. 

Lieu.  Why  fo  j there’s  but  three  fteps  to  a womans  bed,  liking, 
alone,  and  confont.  Two  of  them  he  has  paft  already,  if  (he  con- 
font,  I would  he  might  pay  her : look  how  they  gaze.  This  is  Love, 
and  I Lave  bought  wit,  But  if  a long  ftaff  keep  me  from  the  next, 
let  ’em  geld  me.  [ Exit  Lieu. 

Cil.  Fair  one,  what  Country  boafts  thefe  Beauties  ? 

Soph.  Sir,  I can  anfwer  for  my  folf,  But  for  thofe  Beauties,  you 
fpeak  of,  let  them  find  a friend,  l have  misfortunes  enough  to  bufie 
my  time,  and  I find  it  bufinefs  enough  to  make  it  appear  fit  to  live: 
The  thoughts  of  beauty,  are  fit  for  thofe  that  have  fortunes  like 
their  faces,  and  if  mine  be  like  my  fortune,  (as  a friend  I counfol 
you)  not  to  let  your  eyes  dwell  longer  here,  for  its  a dangerous 
habitation.  Not  fafe  to  me,  that  am  native  there,  and  I ftiould 
mourn  more  for  your  dangers,  then  mine  own,  for  ,1  know  how  to 
be  juft,  but  I could  never  find,  how  to  be  fortunate. 

Cil.  A Curfo  find  him,  and  all  pafs’d  Plagues  be  but  ftor’d  for 
rr  , , him,  that  would  feek  to  deface  that  Temple,  and  what  ere  your 

!>*;■  S i0  uiodefty  can  urge. Thus  I’ll  pay  my  duty,  for  I know,  fuch  a 

worftiip  can  be  no  new  thing  to  the  Deity  , that’s  fhrowded  in 
their  eyes. 

She  kneels  Soph.  If  you  kneel,  I muft  kneel  too,  for  the  guilt  is  no  lelsto 
likgrvife.  take  a worftiip  where  it  is  not  due,  then  to  pay  it. 

Cil.  But  if  the  guilt  be  equal,  pray  refufo  not  to  receive  an  un- 
feigned one. 

They  both  Soph.  I dare  not  rile,  while  you  kneel ; for  although  the  fault  be 
rife,  equal,  yet  civility  makes  this  fitter. 

Cil.  I’ll  not  difpute  5 for  know,  ftiould  you  command,  through 
fin,  I’de  ferve  you  j and  therefore  you  may  be  confident.  I’ll  obey 
you,  when  you  command  me  fhun  it } and  here,  with  fhame,  I con- 
fer, I came  prepar’d  with  luft,  hungry  with  fin,  and  look’d  to 

have 
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have  met  a facrifice  to  me. — But  I have  found  the  power,  apclnow 
return  a?  from  the  Altar,  (truck  with  holy  defpairs,.  and  flwU  feed, 
on  what  I have  already  fed  my  eyes  and  ear^with.  r ..  ;-Kj  ; 

Soph.  ..Sir,  I find  tire’s-, honour  in  your  breft,  but  F fear  that 
fafety  dwells  not  every  wfiere  ^for  the  Souldier  that-  yopu  found, 
with  me,  repents  him  of  the  good  that  faved  me.  ■ > v 

Cil.  He  dares  as  fooii  fuck  in  a.  Peftilence,  as  breathe,  on  that  aar, 

I frown  in , he  is  my  Have,  and;  to  my  will  his  fate  is  tied*  if>he 
dares  breathe  ought  but  obedience,  ’tis  his  own  fentencp}  fay,, 
faireft,  fhall  he  live,  By  our  Gods  (but  toferve  you)  he  fhouM  not. 

What,  ho  ! Lieutenant,  Sirrah,  what  was  it  you  faid,  to  difturb 
this  calm.  [ Enter  Lien,  and  two,  Spuldiers. 

Lien.  Faith  little  Sir,  fomething  that  tended  tQithe  ufepfhand- 
fome  women. 

Cil.  Slave,  didffc  thou  look  upon  her, and  not  kneel  ? by  her  lelf, 

I fwear(purer  then  which  our  Temples  fhew  nothing)  if  any  aft  or 
word  of  thine  fhall  henceforth  pay  lefs  reverence  here,  then  at 
the  Altar,  thou  art  Earth } mark  me  5 this  (lull  wound  the  into  ^ ^ ^ v ^ 

Earth.  # . ....  .on  bn  [word 

Lieu.  Sir  it  fhall,  and  Til  call  it  juftice,  death  has  taken  fix  I 
think,  and  is  drunk 'With  her  beauty,  a pox  upon  me  : I muft  be 
praifing  her  forfooth. 

soph.  Sir,  you  need  not  threaten,  the  reward  is  not  worth  the 
hazard,  and  I am  fife. 

Cil.  The  reward  ! oh,  that  it  were  to  be  purchas'd  at  the  rate 
of  Kingdoms,  then  the  fword  might  gather  thofe  Beauties  ! but 
they  are  neither  within  thecompafs  of  conquering,  nor  dying  for, 
elfe  I durft  fay,  after  all  my  wounds  and  triumphs,  fee  your  llave  } 
but  now  I am  loft  in  my  defpairs. 

Soph.  Sir,  Truth  has  fuch  affinity  with  truth,  that  I can  lcarce 
hide  one  from  you,  which  I fear  will  be  difplealing. 

Cil.  To  ferveyou,  is  thefirft  thoughts  of  my  heart,  and  fincel 
cannot,  my  felf  be  happy,  let  me  contribute  my  Power  to  make 
you  fo  } dare  you  tell  me  who  you  are  ? 

Soph.  A vow  forbids  me.  \_ Enter  a Souldier. 

Sould.  Sir,  the  Captain  expefts  you. 

Cil.  Me  } 1 11  wait  him  prefently  : Lieutenant,  fee  you  cheerifh 
your  firft  aft,  and  with  honour  treat  this  Lady,  and  you  fhall  com- 
mand me^  your  pardon,  fair  one,  our  Captain  commands  me 
hence, but  you  fhall  be  fafe  from  all  dangers, but  what  your  fadnefs 
brings,  and  I fhall  be  proud  to  be  call’d  yours,  though  defpis’d. 

Soph.  Witnels  heaven,  all  that  honour  can  fpare  me  is  yours  } 

And  therefore  I beg  you  will  not  injure  me,  to  fay  I defpife  you  : 

VV  hen  we  have  not,  we  cannot  pay,  and  I fhall  mourn  to  think  I 
muff  dye  your  Debtor. 

Cz7.Madam,But  I can  admire  and  facrificein  thoughts, pray  com- 
mand me  to  do  fomething  for  you,  oh ! that  thefefive  tedious  days 
were  wafted, that,without.a  treachery, I might  fay ,you  are  free,but 
if  you  can  find  a ftrength  to  reftft  thefe  miferies,  till  then.  By  our 
Gods,  you  are  as  free  as  they,  and  as  readily  I’ll  obey  you; 

Soph ; 
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Sophia.  Sir,  your  firft  bounties  make  me  happy$  and  fince  I have 
your  prote&ion  for  my  Honour,  all  the  reft,  when  they  are  blown 
over,  bring  but  a pleafure  in  the  relation. 

Cilius.  I muft  go There  is  a neceflity  that  forces  me  to 

obey,  I cannot  elfe  command  your  fafety Lieutenant. 

Lieut.  Sir.  1 

Cilius.  Need  I fay  again,  Proteft  this  Lady  ? 

Lieut.  No  Sir,  By  this  hand,  he  hath  gelt  me  with  a look, Ma- 
dam, will  it  pleafe  you  to  walk  ? [ Exit  Cilius. 

Sophia.  Yes  Sir, lie  follow  you, and  I hope  I (hall  not  be  alham’d 
to  follow  my  Facertes , whofeSoul,  I think, holds  Intelligence  with 
this  Souldier } and  were  it  not  that  I been  accuftomed  to  fee  fuch 
Virtue,  this  would  ftart  me.  [Exeunt  omnes. 


ACT.  II.  SCEN.  I. 


A noife  of 

fighting 

within. 


A noife 
within. 


He  f, wounds , 
She  looks 
fadly  upon 
h':m. 

They  feize 

Cicilia. 


Enter  Nigro  wounded  , and  Cicilia  holding  him  by  the  Arm. 

Nigro. | JLy,  oh  fly,  and  lave  your  felf,  Madam,  This  Piety  will 
f H give  wings  to  your  Innocence  5 for  it  is  juft,  ye  Powers, 
by  Miracle,  to  fave  that  Miracle. 

Cicilia.  No  Father,  The  fears  and  nicitiesof  our  Sex  I have 
long  fince  banifh’d  hence  $ and  fo  many  have  been  my  dayes  of 
mourning,  that  I thought  not  to  havefhed  a tear  for  any  new  mi- 
fery^  But  thisisalofsl  could  not  forefee,  and  by  furprize  this 

grief  has  got  into  my  heart,  look,  if  I have  not  tears  left. Oh ! 

ye  Heavens , Where  is  that  Juftice  and  Mercy  we  facrifice  to  ? 
Why  were  you  ablent  when  his  fword  ftrooke  in  your  own  caufe  ? 
He  faints.  Wounds,  and  Age!  There  is  a kind  of  Sacriledge  in 
this  Murther,  and  I could  be  wicked  in  my  anger,  to  fee  his  faith- 
ful youth  preferv’d  thus  to  a punifhment,  and,  inftead  of  a reward, 
fee  him  purfu’d  like  the  wicked,  and  his  Age  fet  in  Blood. 

N/gro.  O excellent  Maid  ! let  not  my  ruine  beget  faults  in  thee^ 
nor  do  thou  thus  repine  at  the  laft  and  greateft  of  my  Honours  5 is 
it  not  better  to  fink  thus.  Then  blulhing  fay  I furfeited , or  go 
fhaking  out  with  an  Ague,  like  a Coward  School-Boy , to  my 
Grave ! Faireft,  I have  been  bred  a Souldier  5 and  had  it  been  as 

noble  to  yield  as  conquer,  I could  have  died  as  eafily,as  kil’d 

Your  Hand,  Madam,  fori  find  I faint.  Why  fhould  I grieve  to 
die,  that  have  this  to  lay  me  in  the  Earth  ! O weep  not,  By  this 
laft  fmile  I conjure  you,  weep  not  $ But  let  your  (adneis  die,  and 
my  Memory  live  5 Forwitnefs  that  power,  to  whom  I am  now 
ofTring  my  felf,  as  my  laft  Sacrifice,  I have  all  that  dying  Nigro 
could  with } am  I not  bleft  with  my  Countries  caufe  to  die  in  , 
.while  a Princefs  mourns  at  my  Funeral,  and  an  Angel  Virgin  is 
fent  to  clofe  mine  Eyes. 

Cicilia.  He’s  dead. KEnter  the  Vice-Roy  and  Souldiers,  the 

l Vice-roy  is  wounded  and  taken  Jhe  falls. 


1.  Sou  Id.  Hands  off,  This  is  my  Prifoner. 


2. 


Sould . 
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oiTj  Love  at  frfl  Sight, 

2.  Sould.  She’s  finely  built,  I think  flic  was  furnifhed  for  the 
Mart. 

Crabb.  lie  have  her  Cloathes,  I fpy’d  them  firft. 

1.  Sould.  lie  have  her,  and  let  whofe  will  take  the  reft  $ I de- 
fire but  to  be  loft  in  the  wood  with  her,  for  a night,  and  let  him 
take  her  that  finds  her  in  the  morning. 

2.  Sould . He  were  a bold  fellow,  that  would  come  after  thee. 

Crabb.  Come,  leave  this  fquabling,  left  the  Lieutenant  come, 

and  then  you  get  not  a bit. 

1.  Sould.  Faith,  and  thou  art  in  the  right, and  I confefs  I would 
be  glad  to  find  a way  to  be  revenged  for  the  laft  he  took  from  us. 

3.  Sould.  I could  tell  you  how  to  do  it,  and  profitably  too,  if 
you  would  all  take  my  counfel. 

2.  Sould.  Propofe,  propofe. 

3.  Sould . Then  quit  your  thoughts  of  this  dainty  bit,  and  lets 
away  with  her,  and  the  reft,  to  Naples  , and  fell  ’em,  This  fin c Points  to 
thing  (hall  yield  Money , that  will  buy  Wine,  and  Wenches,  that  Cirilia. 
bring  no  fears  along  with  ’em  5 This  gay  thing,  fhould  we  touch 

her  forbidden  fruit,  we  were  damn’d}  and  we  are  fure,  our  Lieute- 
nant will  purfue  us  with  fire  and  fword. 

All.  Agreed,  Agreed. 

3.  Sould.  Thus  rigg’d  then,  lets  away.  But  we  had  beft  leave 
one  to  tell  our  Captain  we  are  put  to  Sea,  in  purfuit  of  a Galley 
that  bere  the  Roman  Eagle,  that  will  take  off  fufpition  while  we 
are  abf  nt  } then  we  may  return,  and  fay,,  they  out  fail’d  us. 

2.  So;  Id.  Ileftay,  but  remember  my  fhare. 

3.  Sould.  What,  doft  thou  think  we  are  Thieves  amongftour 
(elves?  Come,  help  draw  thefe  dead  Bodies  into  the  Wood,  we’l 
bury  them  when  we  return. 

1.  Sould.  Bring  her  away  too,  and  take  care  of  her,  left  fhe 
fpoil  her  felf,  and  undo  our  Market. 

3.  Sould.  Come,  pretty  one. Nay,  you  muft  part.  She  fits  by 

Ci cilia.  Fools,  you  pull  on  your  Fates,  and  labour  to  fteal  that  body  of 
Vengeance  that  would  find  you  were  you  hidden  in  the  Earth  } 
and  my  Prophetick  Soul  tells  me,  I go  but  to  fee  you  punifhed. 

1.  Sould.  What  faies  fhe  ? 

2.  Sould.  I know  not  what  fhe  faies,  but  I hope  fhe  lies  3 do  you 
hear,  what  kind  of  Women  are  your  Witches  ? 

1.  Sould.  A pox,  they  are  old.  Come  Miftrefs,  Dangers  and 
handfome  Women  dwell  not  together  } if  they  do,  let  me  fall  into 

them. \jLxeunt.  ontnes. 

_____  .Hie  .vks.t": 
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ACT.  II.  SCEN.  I. 

i ujrH  inorrp.':  • i I mA  .wl  a V 

Enter  Captain,  and  Crabb.  . . ) 

• z'-srAw c-;  :aup  .y;p 

Captain.  T T THat  were  thofe  Romans,  that  fell  to  my  lhare  ? 

V V Crabb.  They  were  taken  when  the  pretty  W ench 
was  taken,  that  Cilius  would  have  had. 

C Capt . v. 
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Capt.  Did  you  deliver  ’em  to  the  Lieutenant, and  bid  him  come 
hither  with  his  Accompt  ? 

Crabb.  I left  ’em  there,  and  bid  him  come  to  your  Wor{hip,but 
I found  him  a little  troubled,  he  had  been  at  the  Souldiers  $ but 
the  fellow  is  wilfull. 

Capt.  But  I have  taken  an  order  to  bring  him  to  Reafon. 

Enter  Lieutenant  drunk^and  angry. 


He  has  a lit - 
tie  buttle  in 
bis  hand. 


Lieu,  offers  to 
draw  bis 
(word. 

The  Lieu. 
pulls  out  a 
piece  of  dirty 
papery  and 
gives  it  bint. 


Lieut.  Whorfon  Clown,  refufe  to  pledge  me  or  die } Rafcal,  nei- 
ther drink,  nor  die.  Umh. 

Capt.  How  now.  Lieutenant,  what  paflion’s  this } 

Lieu.  Rogue,  refufe  to  dye,  or  drink  my  Captains  health,  at  my 
fuit,  and  yet  confefs  a Beer-glafs  would  kill  him. 

Capt.  Oh ! is  that  the  caufe  ? 

Crabb.  I’ll  fwear,  he  is  very  unreafbnable. 

Capt.  And  ought  to  be  put  to  death,  for  refilling  a health. 

Lieu.  That  was  fpoke  like  my  Captain,  and  I’ll  kifs  his  foot, 
nay,  nay,  do  not  hold  me,  let  me  go,  let  me  go,  I fay,  that  I may 
kneel,and  with  thou  maift  live,  till  I refufe  a Beer-glafs. 

Capt.  What  haft  thou  there  } 

Lieu.  A Julip. 

Capt.  What  are  the  ingredients  ? 

Lieu.  Simple  Aqua-fortiSy  to  warm  his  ftomack.  Dog,  offer  to 
live,  when  wine  is  a po.yfon  to  him  } 

Capt.  You  fhall  not  poyfon  him. 

Lieu.  No,  I’ll  get  his  Doctor  to  preferibe  it,  and  then  ’tis 
Phyfick. 

Capt.  No,  no  poyfon. 

Lieu.  Then  he’ll  live. 

Capt.  No  I have  prevented  his  living,  for  I was  afraid  thou 
wouldft  notfucceed.  Thou  haft  no  Oratory,  thou  canft  not  per- 
fwade.  Then,  thou  art  fo  fubjeft  to  choller } Did  you  mark  the  old 
woman  you  met  at  my  Quarter  ? it  was  his  wife.  In  fix  words,  I 
made  a price  with  her,  to  kill  him,  without  any  of  the  difficulties 
you  found  in  perfwading  him. 

Lieu.  Captain,  you  are  weak.  Captain  j I not  Eloquent  ? your 
Argument  is  weak  , Death,  do  you  think  ’tis  no  more  to  perfwade 
one  to  dye,  then  to  hire  another  to  kill  him. 

Capt.  No. 

Lieu.  Stand  fair,  and  I’ll  confute  you.  Crabb. 

Crabb.  Lieutenant. 

Lieu.  What  wilt  thou  give  me  to  kill  him. 

Capt.  Come,  leave  your  fooling,  and  give  me  your  Accompt. 

Lieu.  Am  I Eloquent  then  ? 

Capt.  Yes,  yes,  give  me  your  Accompt,  and  I’ll  believe  you  Elo- 
quent, what’s  this  ? 

Lieu.  Your  Accompt. 

Capt.  My  Accompt  ? 

Lieu.  Yes,  and  an  Eloquent  Accompt. 

Capt. 


or , hove  at  frjl  fight. 

Capt.  What’s  here?  paid,  lent,  given,andreftsdue,  faith  it’s  an 
Eloquent  accompt  indeed  : But  Lieutenant,  is  this  all  ? 

Lieu.  AU  ? why  would  you  have  more  > 

Capt.  Kind  Lieutenant,  I would  have  an  Accompt. 

Lieu.  Why  have  you  not  an  Accompt  ? All  is  but  this  over  and 
over  } but  if  you’l  give  it  me  again,  you  fhall  have  a longer  Bill. 

Capt.  But  Lieutenant,  Eloquent  Lieutenant,  is  this  all  that’s  left 
of  my  four  thoufand  Seftertia. 

Lieu.  Why,  what  accompt  fhould  I make  you  ? would  you  not 
pay  what  you  owe  ? and  lend  a good  fellow  that  drinks  fair  ^ or  is 
your  Charity  dead  to  pretty  finners  in  their  neceffity,and  militant 
in  the  world  ? 

Capt. But  grant  thefe  ufes,what  is  the  fum?what  paid,  what  lent  ? 

Lieu.  Why,  what  you  will. 

Capt.  Very  good.  But  what  means  this,  Refts  due,  of  whom 
muft  I enquire  for  that  ? 

Lieu.  Of  m eLorrafuco^  lodging  at  the  fign  of  the  Lieutenant. 

Capt.  Crabby  knock,  and  if  the  Party  be  within, tell  him,  I would 
fpeak  with  him,  and  require  an  Accompt  of  certain  living  crea- 
tures that  were  given  to  his  truft,  Women  and  Children. 

Crabb.  They,  Sir,  are  encreas’d,  the  Moore  has  a Calf  running 
by  her  fide,  of  his  own  getting,  the  other  Barbary  is  w ith  Foie  to, 
and  (he  that  you  fent  to  day  had  like  to  have  been  leap’d  in  his 
Collar.  [ Enter  a Souldier. 

2 Sould.  The  Alarm,  Sir,  is  given,  from  the  fhore,  and  the  Ly- 
on is  in  chafe  of  a Galley  that  bears  the  Roman  Eagle,  and  Ciliuf 
waits  dire&ions  at  your  Quarter. 

Capt.  Tell  him,  we  come,  and,  do  you  hear,  get  the  Leopards 
Gang  ready  $ what  will  my  careful  Steward  do,  vilit  the  lick  ? 
Pray,  let  the  Prifoners  be  bath’d  firft,  and  well  fed,  againtf  the 
Mart. 

Lieu.  Crabb. 

Crabb.  Here,  noble  Lieutenant,  I am  always  ready  to  ferve. — 
When  he  is  in  this  humour  I cleanfe  his  Pockets,  and  that’s  my 
Revenue. 

Lieu.  Crabby  talking  is  not  good  for  me  when  this  fit  is  upon 
me  , for  I find, I amfubjeft  to  grow  angry,  weak  and  drowfie. 

Crabb.  Therefore  you  muft  rnafter  your  paftion,  at  firft,  ere  it 
grow  upon  you  but  there  is  no  fpeaking  to  you  when  you  are  in 
an  Argument. 

Lieu.  I find  thee  an  able  man,  and  therefore  I’ll  lean  upon  thee : 
what's  that,  Crabb  ? 

Crabb.  What’s  what,  Sir  ? 

Lieu.  I felt  a live  thing  in  my  Pocket, Crabb. 

Crabb.  It  may  be  your  worihips  breeches  are  torn. 

Lieu.  I will  reward  thy  faith  with  a Truft,  Crabb , here,  to  let 
thee  lee,  how  dear  thou  art  to  me,  keep  my  Tobacco-box. 

Crabb.  Noble  Lieutenant. 

Lieu.  No  thanks,  but  help  to  lay  me  down  behind  fome  tree,  in 
the  fhade.  ’ \_Exeunt  both  behind  the  Curtains . 

C 2 Crabb . 
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.ddf/iO 


A fide. 


Crabb.  picks 
Ioh  pocket  as 
be  leans . on 
bmrbc  finds 
bis  band  in 
his  pockgt. 
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Lieu,  as  be 
lies  holds  up 
the  Curtain , 
and  calls 

Crabb. 


She  jpeakj  to 
one  of  the 
Jlaves. 


'The  five 
bugs  her. 

He  kjffes  her. 


The  Friticefs  : 

Crabb.  Your  worfhips  head  is  full. 1 could  have  gelt  him;, 

the  Have  has  drunk  himfelf  ftifF.  \_Enter  Crabb  again  with  his 

Lien.  Crabby  Crabb.  ■/  money  in  his  hat. 

Crabb.  Here,  here. 

Lieu.  Prethee  ftick  a bough  for  a mark,  that  thou  maift  find 
me  again,  left  I be  loft  in  my  thoughts. 

Crabb.  I (hall,  I (hall.  rf  [ Exeunt . 


< • / • * / • . . ‘ » • *Ot.  J 'J'ji  ..  y , 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  at  one  Door  the  Souldiers , with  Cicilia  and  the  reji  of  the 
Pr/foners0  to  be  fold  j at  the  other  Door  a Pimp,  and  a 

fie  Baud. 

Baud./  'Aptain,  a word  with  you,  I have  view’d  your  ware,  but 
\ j is  there  any  fpecial  piece  amongft  ’em  ? 

Sould.  As  you  lee  ^ they  are  young,  and  found. 

Baud.  Will  you  give  a trial } 

Sould.  With  the  eye,  and  the  tongue,  queftion,  or  fearch  them, 
nothing  elfe.  ~ v • 

Baud.  Not  a little  freedom  alone  ? you  were  not  wont  to  be 
thus  hard. 

5 Sould.  Faith,  we  have  had  no  luck  of  late,  Miftrefs,  this  is  the 
firft  Mart  we  have  made  this  moneth. 

Baud.  And  you  come  to  our  houfe,  it  fhall  coft  you  nothing. 

Pimp.  At  what  price  do  you  hold  that  fine  thing  ? 

i Sould.  That  ? it  is  the  cream  of  our  Mart,  (he  will  coft  two 
thoufand  Sejlertia. 

Pin/p.  Is  lhc*a  maid  ? 

i Sould.  I’ll  warrant  that,  if  I fell  her. 

Pimp.  Come,  a thoufand  is  fair,  and  take  you  the  profit  of  the 
firft  night. 

i Sould.  No,  altogether,  or  nothing,  view  her,  (he  is  worth  the 
money  naked. 

Baud.  But,  my  friend,  I hope  you  have  try ’d  your  felf,  ere  now  ? 
are  you  fruitful  ? 

slave.  Yes,  Miftrefs,  and  if  you  agree  upon  the  price,  you  fhall 
find  me  a faithful  fervant  5 and  for  the  fport,  if  I raifc  you  not  a 
Crop  from  the  Common,  geld  me. 

Baud.  Geld  thee  ? Marry  Cod  forbid  man  ^ I’ll  lame  thee  firft, 
art  found  too  ? elfe  I may  live  to  curfe  your  doings. 

slave.  Sound  as  a Bell , and  as  ever  you  hope  to  be  fatisfied, 
buy  me.  / 

Baud.  Away,  away,  y’are  a wag,  is  your  breath  fweet,  let  me 
fined,  you  are  very  forward,  pray  turn,  and  let’s  fee  your  price, 
here  Souldier,  take  your  money. 

1 Sould.  Thank  you,  may  his  back  never  fail  you. 

Pimp.  Faith,  you  are  too  dear. Stay,  here  comes  the  Prince 

BragadwCy  the  Viceroys  Son.  [ Enter  Bragadine  and  a fervant. 


#r,  Love  at  ftrft  Sight. 

Bragad.  How  now,  Souldier,  what  famous  Prize  is  that  ? 
i sould.  A Greek  Sir,  a Virgin. 

Bragad.  What’s  her  price  > 
i soul.  Two  thoufand  Seftertia. 

Bragad.  It’s  dear,  and  yet  its  a proper  Wench. 

t n bj / > ■•-'.  ,n  - ;•£ 

Enter  Virgilius  and  his  man. 
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Virg.  My  Sifter  not  arrived  yet  at  Baio  ? itsftrange. 

Serv.  No  Sir , not  yet,  but  (he  has  been  expe&ed  thefe  ten 
dayes. 

Virg.  What  crowd  is  that  ? 

Serv.  Theflave-mart  is  held  to  day. 

Bragad.  What  ftpanger  is  that  > 

Virg.  Was  that  fellow  drunk  ? As  Virgilius 

Serv.  llWier  drunk  or  worfe.  comes  in, he. 

Vim.  l^hat  excellent  piece  to  be  fold  ? meey  Bra- 

serv.  Yes  Sir.  - ? 'fZifh'e 

Virg.  She  is  not,  who  can  buy  her  > or  who  dares  fet  a price  \nft 
upon  that  Beauty  ? Faireft,  what  Country  is  (at  this  time  ) curfed  fCHrvuy 

with  your  abfence , for  fure  ’tis  perpetual  night  when  you  are  at  one  ano~ 
thence. 

Cicilia.  Greece, Sir,  is  my  Country  , more  particulars  I muft  not  Virgilius 
teip  fPJes  Cicilia, 

Virg.  Fools  that  we  are,  to  call  our  felves  Conquerours  of 
Greece , when  one  (lave,  onehandfullof  that  Earth,  has  power  to  /;er< 
conquer  me,  and  lead  me  bound,even  in  my  own  Country. 

Cicilia.  It  is  not  becoming  your  youth,  nor  fortune  (how  great 
fo  ever)  to  make  a fcorn  of  thole  miferies  which  chance  throwes 
upon  the  Innocent. 

Virg.  A ftrange  curfe  find  me  when  I fcorn  you  5 dare  you  not 
tell  me  what  you  were  before  this  ruine  ? 

Cicilia.  I muft  not,  Sir. 

Virg.  And  are  there  no  ftatues  fix’d  in  the  Temples,  or  Hiftory, 
that  preferves  your  Story  ? muft  all  but  your  Beauty  fink  with  this 


ruine  ? 


<T|  n 1 j» 

sould.  Sir,  if  you  will  buy  her, take  her  upon  her  price  5 ifnot,  . °“iai" 
give  others  leave  to  bid. 

Virg.  Fool,  thou  canft  not  fell  her,  for  thou  know’ft  not  how  .* 
to  value  her,  yet  cozen  thy  felf,  whatdoft  thou  ask? 

sould.  Two  thouland  Seftertia. as 

Virg.  Is  that  all  ? 

Sould.  All  1 yes. 

Virg.  And  is  (he  free  when  that  is  paid  > 

Sould.  Yes,  if  you  pleafe. 

Virg.  Madam,  not  to  call  you  mine,  but  to  have  a power  to 
appear  yours,  give  me  leave,  with  the  lofs  of  mine  own  , to  find 


your  Freedom.  Go  fetch  two  thoufand  Seftertia. unbind 


her. 


Virgilius 


Cicilia.  What  mean  you.  Sir  ? 


[Exit  Servant.  ^ llU  her 

cbaines  upon 
Virg.  his  arm , 


in 


The  Princefs: 


Above  in  the 
window  ap- 
pears Pau- 
lina and  the 
Baud. 


Virg.  They  are  proper  here 5 and  I beg  you  will  not  refule 
(when  Honour  confents)  to  releafe  me. 

Cicilia.  I hope  my  miferies  will  not  beget  Ingratitude  in  me,  for 
I confefs,  ’tis  fome  Joy  in  the  midft  of  thefe  troubles,  to  find  that 
Honour  that  Ihines  throughout  this  ad  5 and  though  my  bonds 
be  as  new  and  ftrange  to  me  as  your  felf,  yet  let  me  fay, if  there  be 
a faulty  thought  that  bids  you  hope  to  find  a Haves  heart  here,  you 
are  deceived  , for  I would  fooner  fell  my  felf  to  llavery,  or,  by  a 
wound  feck  a freedom.  ■ 

Firg.By  thy  felf,by  thy  Angel  felf,I  approach  thee  with  thoughts 
as  pure  and  as  conftant  as  thofe  our  Veftals  wait  on  the  holy  flame 
with  ^ and  but  that  I know  you  would  fcorn  a Sacrifice  that’s  offer’d 
by  prophane  hands,  thofe  Attributes  are  given  to  the  Gods  I’de 
kneel  and  pay  to  you.  [ Entet  the  Princes  Servant. 

Sen y.  Souldier,  the  Prince  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Paul.  Which  is  that  fine  thing  you  fpoke  of? 

Baud.  That  that  the  ftranger  Hands  by. 

Paul.  That  ftranger,  knowefc  thou  that  ftranger  ? 

Baud0  No,  not  I. 

Paul.  Now  by  the  fins  of  my  youth,  ’tis  a God-like  form ! 

The  Souldier  Why  do  they  pull  the  Woman  fo  ? 
returns , and  Virg.  How  now , unhand  her  Villain,  is  fne  not  free  ? 
lajes  hold  on  sould.  You  have  not  pay’d  your  money , and  I muft  not  lofe  my 
Cicilia.  Market  you  talk’d,  and  another  ha’s  gon  through  with  the  bargain. 
Virg.  Another,  what  other  ? 

Sould.  One  that  will  find  the  way  to  her  Sex , before  you’le 
come  to  killing  her  hand : take  her  away. 

Virg.  Slave,  doft  thou  glory  in  thy  Villanies? — There,  now  let 
him  that  dares  claim  her  follow  me  and  take  her. 

Cicilia.  What  have  you  done.  Sir  ? 

Virg.  Faireft,  begun  a Jufhce  I hope- the  Gods  will  finilh. 
Bragad.  How,  kill’d  I whofe  aft  is  this  ? [_Enter  Bragadine. 
Virg.  Mine,  and  I’le  anfwer  it  fome  one  that  knew  him$  follow 
me,  and  take  the  money  for  this  Lady. 

Bragad.  That  Woman  I have  paid  for,  and  I will  not  quit  my 
purchafe } either  yield  her,  or  I lhaii  force  her. 

Virg.  I know  what  ’tis  command, but  never  yet  heard  that  voice 
(unlefs  an  Oracle)  that  I would  have  obeyed  when  the  Speaker 
frowned,  and  thou  lookft  not  like  him  whole  voice  is  thunder. 
Paul.  Gallant  Youth. 

Bragad.  I cannot  talk,Sir,  but  I fhall  take  my  own. 

^/rg.Touchhcr  not, yet  I have  patience, let  her  alone.. Nay, 

if  you  will  be  infolent,  Lie  punilh  it  if  I can. 

Bragad.  Kill  the  Dog. 

Paul.  Hold  Sir,as  you  have  any  fenle  of  Honour, hold  for  Ihame, 
betray  not  thy  Fame  fo  poorly  as  to  let  a Have  lhare  in  thy  Re- 
venge  ^ this  bafe  odds  calls  thee  Coward,  though  thou  conquereft. 
Bragad.  Who  made  you  a Judge  of  mine  Honour  ? 

P aul.  So,  I fear  you’le  find  your  T reachery  no  guard . 
i Sould.  This  way, this  way  he  is  gone,feize  her  and  fecure  her  to 
the  Princes  houfe,  whilft  we  follow  him.  ACT. 
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ACT.  II.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Virgilius ^and  the  Souldiers  after  him, 

Virg.'X  7 Illains,  whither  tends  your  Rage  > 

V Sonld.  To  revenge  : yield,  or  thou  art  dead. 

Vaulina  above.  Slaves,  leave  to  purfue  that  ftranger,  or  I’ll  fend 
thofe  (hall  (hake  your  wretched  fouls  out  of  their  Cafes. 

2 Sonld.  What’s  (he  ? 

Virg.  What  ere  you  are  that  thus  have  lent  your  pity  to  a 
ftranger,  in  diftrefs,  may  you  never  know  what  ’tis  to  want  a 
pity.  [ Enter  Virgilius9/  Servant  with  Facertes, 

Facert.  To  buy  a Clave  } 

3 Sonld.  Upon  him,  alive  or  dead,  we’ll  have  him. 

Facert.  Ha!  the  Prince  engag’d,  draw. 


ACT.  II.  SCEN.  IV. 

\ 

Enter  Bragadine  and  Souldiers. 

Bragad.  T TEH  upon  you  all,where  were  your  Mercenary  (words 
11  when  they  Chould  aflift  ? S’death,  to  let  a fingle 
ftranger,  in  mine  own  door,  brave  me,  and  none  by,  to  kill  the 
dog  ? who  now  is  efcaped,  to  brag  that  he  fnatched  from  Braga - 
dine  a Have  that  he  bought  and  paid  for. 

Sonld.  Sir,  we  could  not  Prophefie,  your  Highnefs  would  go 
out  s and  none  call’d  us  $ But  for  the  Clave,  Che  is  at  home,  and 
Cafe , The  Sailers  brought  her , and  are  now  in  purfuit  of  the 
ftranger. 

Bragad.  If  Che  be  fafe,  let’s  lofe  no  time,  but  follow  them,  left 
he  eCcape,  with  his  glories,  which  which  way  went  they  } 

Sonld.  This  way.  Sir.  1 \_ExenHt  0 nines. 


ACT.  III.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Virgilius,  Facertes,  and  Minetes  in  rage , for  the 

lofi  of  Cicilia. 

Facert. T TOw  do  you.  Sir  } 

Ll  Virg.  Not  well. 

Facert.  What  accident  was  this  ? 

Virg.  Oh ! Facertes , I have  feen  my  Fate,  and  I conjure  thee 
by  all  our  friendship,  not  to  call  me  weak,  nor  difpute  with  my 
paflion,  but  obey  thy  friend,  and  fuddenly,  or  I am  loft  for  ever 
for  her  innocence,  I fear, will  be  no  guard  againft  their  power , and 
without  impiety  I may  miftruft  the  Gods,  for  they  already  have 
Clept,  and  let  her  fall  into  miCery  ? oh,  Facertes , I am  a Gave  to  a 

Have 
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(lave,  and  to  hers  my  Fate  is  bound.  And  Temples,  not  chains 
are  due  to  her  3 and  when  thou  feed:  her  thou  wilt  forgive  me 
this  change , for  (he  has  a Beauty  againft  whith  thy  honour 
inuft  arm,  elfe  thy  love  will  be  no  more  a guard  then  was  my  re- 
(olution. 

Facert.  All  this  for  a (lave  ! 

Virg.  Oh  ! do  not  revile  her  5 for  when  thou  meet’ft  her,  thy 
wonder  and  repentance  will  make  but  one  thought,  and  like  me 
thou  wilt  be  loft  in  a maze. 

Facert.  This  is  ftrange. 

Virg.  I confefs  it  } yet  when  the  world  was  innocent  before  the 
bloody  fword  taught  her  pride  by  conqueft,and  learn’d  the  thirfty 
wooll  to  drink  the  purple  dye,  till  it  grew  enrich’d  with  the  far- 
fetch’d  ftains,  fuch  innocence  and  beauty  as  waits  on  her  might 
any  where  have  claim’d  a facrifice. 

Facert.  Sir, though  I grant  all  thefe  beauties, yet  to  me  they  bring 
like  miferies  to  thofe  the  fwift  lightning  leaves  the  wretched  huf- 
band-man}  who  ihftead  of  full  joys,  reaps  from  thofe  wounding 
fires  nought  but  weighty  griefs  } yet  I’ll  obey  you,  though  in  this 
chance  I forefee  my  own  defpairs,  to  the  little  hopes  I had  of  hap- 
pinefs.  Farewell.  : , 

Virg.  Why  do  you  conclude  fo  ? muft  you  of  neceffity  be  mile- 
rable,  if  I be  happy  ? are  my  friends  joys  the  lefs,  ’caufe  mine 
are  full  ? 

Facert.  Pardon  me.  Sir,  if  you  find  me  troubled  to  fee  all  my 
hopes  wither’d,  and  thofe  wounds  you  gave  my  fuffering  Country 
now  defpairing  of  a cure. 

Virg.  O friend  ! friend  ! has  that  word  no  power  ? 

Facert.  Yes,  arid  that  makes  me  Height  my  intereft}  for  I am 
fo  accuftomed  to  misfortune,  ’tis  almoft  natural  tome:  But  when  I 
think  on  whom  you  throw  your  fortune,  youth  and  fame,  I find  a 
greater  trouble  as  your  friend,  then  as  I am  the  loft  Facertes  3 for 
you  know  not  what  fhe  is ^ y our  love  hunts  thus  in  the  dark,  A 
Virg.  offers  (lave,  a thing  let  at  fale  for  luft. 

logo  away.  j/jrg.  That,  that,  Facertes  makes  me  rage}  and  again  by  all  that’s 
powerful  I conjure  thee  fly  with  me  to  her  refeue,  before  fuch  a 
ruine  find  her.  t ; A 

Facert . Virgilius ^ Sir,  Virgilius  ft ay  3 I muft  obey  him,  or  he’s 


' loft.  . ^ , 

Virg.  Draw  thy  fword  then,  and  let  me  fee  thee  plead  with  that 
againft  her  enemies,  as  thou  didft  againft  me  at  Siracufa , and  I’ll 
conclude  all  hopes  from  that  powerful  Argument. 

Facert.  Sir,  I never  us’d  my  Arguments  to  (pare  my  fword  3 nor 
was  my  tongue  now  drawn,  becaule  I meant  that  fhould  deep : See 
’tis  drawn,  but  in  vain  you  hope  a fervicp  from  it,  as  your  felf  3 and 
, , therefore  ftay  here,  while  I fit  you  with  a difguife. 

Virg.  Be fpeedy then, 

eoUjmtibn  facert.  I (hall,  but  pray  retire  a little,  this  place  is  too  publick, 
*rneet  the  7 I’ll  return  immediately.  \_Ejcit  Facert. 

Baud^ OJym-  I’ll  ftay  at  the  corner.. [Enttr  Baud. 

pia,  . . • • ' '■  ■*  j Band. 
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Band.  May  I be  bold  ? 

With  whom  ? 

W.  With  you.  Sir.  , ■ ..  «; ; / 

Virg.  No. 

Baud.  Sir,  your  pardon. 

Virg.  For  what?  I forgive  thee. 

Band.  Sir,  I would  beg. 

Virg.  Here,  I’ll  prevent  thee,  if  thou  wilt  let  me  go. 

Baud.  No,  Sir,  my  bufinefs  is  no  money } ’tis  your  felf  muft  fa- 


He  offers  to 
go  axvayjout 
Jhe  takes  hold 
of  him. 

He  offers  her 
money. 


tisfie  me. 

Virg.  Thou  art  miftaken  fure,  thy  bufinefs  was  to  my  man. 

Baud.  No,  Sir,  I go  upon  no  fuch  Errands.  Did  you  not  fight 
for  a Have  even  now  ? 

Virg.  Yes,  what  of  her  ? 

Baud.  Are  you  he? 

Virg.  Yes,  I tell  thee. 

Baud.  Farewell  then,  till  you  are  at  leifure. 

Virg.  Prethee  hay. 

Baud.  No,  Sir,  your  man  isbufie. 

Virg.  Prethee  excufe  my  trouble,  which  gave  not  ear  to  thee  at 
firft. 

Baulina  above.  That’s  he,  why  hays  (he  lo  long  to  deliver  her 
MelFage  ? fhe  is  angry. 

Baud.  For  once  I excufe}  you  and  look  hereafter  you  entertain  a 

woman  with  more  : But  to  the  bufinefs } the  Have  you  wot  of 

(oh ! that  eye  of  yours)  there  lies  a wag  in’t  that  will  make  a world 
of  mifchief,)  you  know  not  who  it  hath  ftruck,  pray  heaven  I get 
not  a wound. 

Virg.  Nay,  to  your  ftory.  good  Mother,and  leave  this  wandring. 

Baud.  Mother  ? whole  Mother,  good-man  boy  ? I am  a Maid. 

Virg.  You  miftake  me,  I meant,  Mother  of  my  joys,  and  fo  you 
will  be  if  you  can  lay  by  this  youthful  fire  that  makes  you  thus 
fubjeft  to  choler , and  proceed  with  your  ftory. 

Baud.  Yes,  yes,  do  you  jeer  me  ? 

Taul.  I can  endure  no  longer}  Sir,what  ere  you  are,take  my  faith 
for  your  fafety,  and  make  this  houfe  your  fan&uary  } fomething 
concerning  that  Have  I would  deliver  to  you. 

Baud.  Are  you  there,  Hell  and  mifchief  find  you. 

Virg.  Madam , who  ere  you  are  that  offers  this  charity  to  a 
ftranger } know,  I dare  enter  though  I law  my  rurne  in  the  door. 
For  fear  I never  found  his  pale  den  yet,  though  I have  oft  trod 
thofe  paths  that  led  both  to  dangers  and  to  death}  and  I fhould 
fcorn  my  felf,  could  I apprehend  him  now  where  beauty  has  the 
guard*  Which  way  do  your  commands  guide  me  ? 

Paul.  That  door.  [£x.Virg.  and  his  man , andPaul.fiom  above. 

Baud.  Now  a publique  Pox  go  with  thee,  that  thy  face  may 
fervetheein  no  head  } malicious  Villain,  to  call  up  my  dead  fears 
that  had  wont  to  tell  me  I had  loft  my  time } proud  fcurvey  fel- 
lqw,  to  put  me  thus  in  defpair  } and  if  he  had  any  good  nature, 
Ke  would  have  offer’d  me  a kindnefs,  in  courtelie  to  have  com- 

D forted 
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forted  me  $ I (hall  not  eat  to  day  5 had  he  but  call’d  me  Whore 
yet  it  had  been  tolerable,  for  that  carries  youth  with  it.  But  old 
Mother  ? Rafcal,  none  of  thy  Mother.  But  I’ll  be  reveng’d. 


Lieu.  f^Rabbj  Crabb. 

Nig:  Oh! 

. Lieu.  Crabby  what’s  that  groans  ? 

Nig.  Help,  help  for  charity,  more  wounds,  or  remedy. 

Lieu.  Ha  ! what’s  that  ? help,  where  ami?  ’tis  a man  making 
his  will.  I’ll  be  his  heir,  ha  ! what’s  here  ? a man  wounded  > this 
is  that  Rogue,  Crabb } he  has  robb’d  him,  and  laid  him  here  to 
make  me  acceflary. 

Nig.  Help,  if  you  have  charity. 

Lieu.  With  all  my  heart,  and  prethee,  do  me  the  favour  to  live 
till  we  come  to  my  Quarter. 

Nig.  If  I do,  I fball  difcover  fomething  pleafing  to  you. 

Lieu.  Marry,  I’ll  carry  thee,  for  thy  teftimony,  there  is  nothing 

elfe  in  this  cafe  can  fave  me. You  are  no  Rogue,  Crabb  ! Who 

did  this  ? [ Enter  Crabb. 

Nig.  Not  he. 

Crabb.  That’s  good  evidence  for  me. 

Lieu.  Nor  I,  by  this  hand,  you  muft  quit  me,  while  you  can 
fpeak. 

Nig.  I acquit  you  both. 

Lieu.  Witnefs,  witnefs,  Crabb. 

Crabb.  Where  did  you  find  him  ? 

Lieu.  Find  him  ? by  this  hand,  he  found  me  and  lay  down  by 

me,  as  I was  afleep. 

Crab/..  Why,  faith  he  is  going  along  journey,  and  came  to  take 
you  with  him,  Thou  art  good  company } but  to  leave  this  dif- 
courfe,  take  my  bufinefs:  Our  Captain  would  have  you  go  vifit  the 
lick  party,  and  fee  whether  he  will  be  perfwaded  yet  or  no  to  dye. 

Lieu.  I hate  to  fee  the  Rogue  5 I have  fuch  battels  in  my  head, 
lines  morning,  yet  I’ll  go,  while  I am  neer  him,  and  take  you 
charge  of  this  old  man  in  the  mean  time  , and  fee  him  careful- 
ly dreft.  [Exit  Lieu. 

Crabb.  So,  lean  upon  me,  what  Rogues  were  thefe  to  ufe  an  old 


ACT.  III.  SCEN.  II. 


The  Lieutenant  appears  under  the  Hanging , and  Nigro  by 

him  groaning. 


man  thus } 
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ACT.  III.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  the  Lieutenant,  he  knocks . 

SouldierX  T THo’s  there  > 

V V Lieu.  Where  is  this  old  fellow.,  is  he  alive  frill  ?' 

Sould.  Yes,  Sir. 

Tie?/.  Bring  him  out,  to  take  a little  frefh  air. 

Lull.  Is  he  come  again  } why  did  you  let  him  in  > he’ll  be  a lad- 
inga  tedious  affii&ion  to  me.  [ Enter  Tullius  on  his  Bed. 

Lieu.  How  now  ? how  is’t,  how  is’t  man  ? 

Lull.  Neither  live  nor  die  in  peace  ? 

Lieu.  Yes,  dye  in  as  much  peace  as  you  can. 

Lull.  When  my  time  comes  5 but  I hope  a man  may  have  leave 
to  live  out  his  days } my  Phyfitian  fays,  I may  efcape  yet. 

Lieu.  Your  Phyfitian’s  an  Afs,  and  you  give  him  too  great  Fees. 

Lull.  He  tells  me  I may  efcape  this  fit,  if  I can  recover  mine  ene- 
mies j for  he  aflures  me,  my  greateft  danger  is  my  heir. 

Lieu.  Doe’s  he  fay  fo  } I cry  him  mercy  then,  he  is  a knowing 
man,  I believe  fo  too  : and  you  may,  perhaps,  at  a great  charge, 
recovery  but,  in  my  opinion,  you  had  better  dye,  and  take  our 
prayers  with  you  5 for  to  recover  would  but  incenfe  the  Captain, 
and  lofe  your  friends. 

Lull.  Sure  my  Captain  would  be  loath  to  lofe  me  5 he  ever 
loved  me. 

Lieu.  Why  I and  yet  you  refufe  him  to  dye,  and  think  much 
to  haften  your  journey  a day  or  two,  for  his  fake. 

Lull.  Alas,  I would  be  glad  to  ferve  my  Captain  in  any  thing 
that  lies  in  my  power,  I’ll  pray  for  him,  and  I hope  he  will  excufe 
me  for  defiring  to  live,  and  ferve  him. 

Lieu.  You  may  flatter  your  felf,  but  I’ll  allure  you,  he  takes  it 
very  ill  at  your  hands,  that  you,  of  all  his  company,  fhould  refufe 
him  fuch  a kindnefs,  nay,  not  to  appear  willing  to  do  it,  if  it  were 
in  your  power  But  thus,  with  an  unneceflary  charge,  endeavour 
to  live,  eroding  the  difeafe  that  would  befriend  him. 

Lull.  Alas,  I do  nothing  to  crofs  it , I do  but  fuffer. 

Lieu.  Will  you  promife  me  that,  and  let  the  difeafe  alone,  it 
will  be  fbme  fatisfa&ion  to  him,  and  to  us  that  are  your  friends,  to 
fee  that  you  endeavour  to  fatisfie  him. 

Lull.  That  I’ll  promife  you  : and  from  henceforth  I’ll  feek  no 
remedy , but  put  my  felf  into  the  hand  of  his  friend , as  you 
call’d  it. 

Lieu.  Then  you  fhall  fee  how  carefully  we’ll  provide  for  you  5 
for  I hope  you  do  not  think,  that  we  or  he  defires  this,  becaufe  he 
is  loth  you  fhould  live  two  or  three  days  •,  for  what  were  that  to 
him,  but  that  he  is  to  go  out  then  and  the  next  Captain  will  be 
your  heir. 

Lull.  Alas,  Sir,  how  can  I help  it  ? ’tis  againft  my  will,  if  any  bo- 
dy be  my  heir. 
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Lieu.  Well,  look  you  keep  Covenants,  and  endeavour  to  dye 
finely}  banifti  your  Phyfitian  andgelly-broth,  I’ll  provide  noiles  to 
keep  you  waking.  Crabb , provide  two  Drums  to  beat  here  their 
watch  a piece  5 and  do  you  hear,  beware  of  a good  diet. 

Lull.  As  you  have  charity,  let  me  reft,  thofe  Drums  are  Daggers 
to  me. 

Lieu.  Nay,  you’ll  be  unreafonable  again,  I fee  it. 

Lull.  Oh  milery  of  wealth  ! 


ACT.  III.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Paulina  and  Virgilius. 

Paul.  ¥ Confefs,  my  firft  thoughts  were  like  my  felf,  faulty  : but 
1 now  I have  gained  by  lofing  a defire,  and  I (hall  ferve 
you  faithfully  in  your  love. 

Virg.  All  my  fears  are,  that  he  will  violate  her. 

Paul.  He  dares  not  do  it,  I have  conjur’d  him  from  it,  and 
when  it  may  ferve  you  , I’ll  boaft  my  power,  though  purchas’d 
with  a fault  } and  though  your  virtue  fecur’d  you  from  that 
power,  yet  where  fin  has  intereft,  mine  never  wanted  a Command} 
and  I know  he  dares  not  ftand  thofe  frowns  which  your  goodnefs 
melted  into  tears. 

Virg.  No  more,  when  we  have  fighed  for  our  faults,  they  vanifh 
with  the  fame  air } yet  I fear  him,  though  I believe  your  power 
great } for  he  that  dares  be  a coward  will  ftop  at  no  wickednefs 
within  his  reach. 

Paul. I made  him  afham’d  of  that  bafe  aft,  and  vow  not  to  purfue 
you  } yet  I counfel  you  not  to  ftay  long  in  this  Town  after  you 
have  her. 

Virg.  What  time  did  he  appoint  to  bring  her  ? 

Paul.  He  parted  hence  juft  as  you  entred,  with  a promife  imme- 
diately to  return  5 and  if  hefhculd  find  you  here,  I am  afraid  it 
would  prejudice  my  power  to  ferve  you  } elfe  I fhould  rejoyce  to 
be  feen  where  fo  much  honour  dwells. 

Virg.  Your  civilities  and  mercies,  Madam,  (hewed  to  me,  a 
ftranger,  I ihall  with  a grateful  mention  acknowledge  through  the 
world}  pray,  what  time  will  your  commands  enjoyn  my  return  } 

Paul.  It  will  not  be  fafe.  Sir,  to  come  at  all } But  pray  be  pleas’d 
to  fend  a friend  after  dinner,  and  you  (hall  have  notice  of  his  firft 
departure,  what  time  that  will  be  } yet  I know  not,  fori  am  (b 
miferable,  I cannot  now  be  good,  but  with  a wicked  pretence. 
There  is  another  door  leads  into  a ftreet  lefs  frequented  then  that 
you  entred  at. 

Virg.  Which  way  muft  I take  to  find  it  ? 

Paul.  I’ll  guide  you.  Sir. 


ACT. 


or , Love  at  firjl  Sight. 

A C T.  1 1 1.  S C E N.  V. 

Enter  Baud  alone. 

Baud.  TT  is  well  , happy  difcovery } now  I (hall  be  reveng’d  at 
lfulUwas  it  not  enough  to  have  his  pride  throw  a (corn  upon 
me,  but  (he  muft  revile  me  too  ? Fool,  in  fcorn  thou  called3 ft  me 
Mother,and  thoufhalt  find  the  Malice  of  an  old  Woman  here,  that 
in  her  years, not  defires,  is  aged  3 one  that  has  loft  that  Mercy-kind- 
ling fire  which  fhould  plead  for  thee,and  prevent  that  youthful  Ma- 
lice, whole  fruitful  mifchiefs  lhall  make  thee  old  in  miferies  5 nor 
lhall  Religion,  nor  beauties  of  thy  youth,  proted  thee  from  that 
dangerous  hate  thy  fcornes  have  bred  , till  thy  defpaires  have 
taught  thee  how  killing  a Malice  hot  Lull:  in  cold  Limbs  purfues. — 
The  plot  is  here  5 Jealoufie,  3tis  thou  muft  work  my  ends,with  that 
I’le  affault  the  Prince,  and  from  the  wounds  it  brings,  reap  my  Re- 
venge 3 for  jealoufie,  though  it  leave  no  fears  behind,  yet  withde- 
Iperate  wounds  it  allailes  the  Mind. 


A C T.  1 1 1.  S C E N.  V I. 

Enter  Facertes. 

Facer.'  i^His,  by  the  delcription  of  the  houle,lhould  be  the  place 
| that  holds  my  miferies : from  what  a fecond  height  of 
happinefs  am  I fallen  ? Virgilius  is  young,  and  I fear,  the  guilt  of 
having  fo  many  wayes  ruin’d  me  will  make  him  hate  me  for  being 
innocent  3 But  I am  refolv’d,  and  will  rather  fall  by  misfortunes 
then  faults  3 and,  for  the  excellent  Sophias  fake,  will  ferve  him  till 
heblufh  to  command  me.  And  when  his  paffion  is  over,  he  fhall 
confefs,  I can  bear  a lofs  better  then  he  rule  a vidory.  But  what  are  ^ ntcr  Bra- 
thefe  ? I muft  ftand  clofe.  ’Tis  he,  and  that  (by  her  habit)  the 
Have  our  Fortunes  bow  to  : Gods  ! was  it  not  enough  we  fell  a anr 
facrifice  to  the  Julian  Deity,  and  fill’d  the  Triumph  of  that  Monar- 
chy,that  thus  your  rage  purfues  us  ? muft  all  our  Fortunes  be  llav’d  7 'heypafs  b y 

to  a Have, and  bound  with  chaines  to  chaines. Ye  Gods!  What  Cicilia  lonks 

do  I fee?  Cicilia  my  Sifter  ? Jadly  on  the 

Cicilia.  What  (aid  he  ? ground , Fa- 

Facer.  Itisfhe.  Blefs’d  chance.  Ye  powers  of  Sicily  ^ your  hands  ^tes  ^l0K>£ 
are  vifible  in  this3forgive  Facertes  that  confefles,Men  may  the  metal  She  looks  a - 
bring,  but  the  form  of  our  happinefs  the  Gods  appoint  us  ftill.  bmtatpon 

[ Exit . Facertes  all 
the  way,  till 
J he  goes  off. 
Exeunt  all 

ACT.  ^///Facertes. 


3o 


The  Princefs: 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  L 

Enter  the  Captain,  Lieutenant,  Crabb,  and  Cilius. 


Lieut. T^Aithy  Sir,  hanging  of  ’em  will  be  but  a hindrance  to  your 
felf  j ’tis  true  they  are  Rogues,  and  have  no  Confcience, 
yet,  at  the  worft,  they  are  fo  much  horfe. 

Cap . I fay,  hang  ’em. 

Lieut.  I fay  fo  to,  if  hanging  were  a puni(hment,but  to  them  ’tis 
freedom. 

Capt.  No  more  difpute,  but  hang  ’em  (laves,  to  rob  me  now 
when  I am  quitting  my  Command. 

Lieut.  Well,  they  (hall  be  hang’d,  but  they  (hall  ftay  till  they  be 
hungry,  and  have  digefted  their  full  Cups , if  if  you  hang  ’em  now 
they’refull  and  drunk,  they’le  think  they  have  but  fwallowed  a- 
wry  or  furfeited  , and  inftead  of  being  punifhed,  the  Rogues  will 
go  out  like  Senatours. 

Cilius.  The  old  Souldier  confeffes  they  were  of  Sicily^  and  of 
Quality,  and  now  fent  for  a Prefent  to  the  Emperour,and  that  was 
the  Vice-Roy  that  was  (lain,  he  would  have  yielded  good  money. 

Capt.  And  one  of  the  Haves  confefs’d  the  Woman  was  of  fuch  a 
Beauty  , and  fo  ravifhing , that  they  fought  who  (hould  pur- 
chafe  her. 

Lieut.  There  had  been  a fellow  for  your  Bird  at  home, two  fuch 
fleas  would  fuck  a Man  to  death. 

Capt.  Come,  talk  no  more  on’t  now,there’s  no  remedy.  Go  pre- 
pare thofe  others  for  the  Mart,  and  fee  the  (laves  hang’d : What  ? 
how  do  they  look  ? is’t  a handfome  fraight  } 

Lieut.  Yes  faith,  Sir,there  will  be  a jolly  number  with  the  Boys* 
and  I would  advife  you,  Sir,  not  to  (hew  the  Women  and  the 
Boys  together,  for  they’le  fpoil  the  fale  of  the  Wenches. 

Capt.  Why  then  we’ll  fell  the  Women  firft. 

Cilius.  Who  thele  Sicilians  (hould  be,  troubles  me  5 if  we  made 
hade  we  might  hear  fome  news  of  her  at  Naples^ for  there  they  were 
fold. 

Capt.  To  morrow  we’ll  provide  for  the  journey , Lieutenant  fee. 
every  thing  in  readinels. 

Cilius.  Something  I’ll  do , to  give  one  of  them  her  Freedom,  as 
fure  as  you  count  her,  though  you  refufe  to  fell  it  me. 

Capt.  Is  the  old  fellow  dead  ? 

Lieut.  No.  But  I have  prevail’d  with  him  to  quit  his  Phyfick  , 
and  I am  certain,  he  hath  neither  eat,  nor  drank,  nor  (lept  fince. 

Capt.  Let’s  go  (ee  him. 

Lieut.  Cilius  is  melancholly  for  the  Wench. 

Capt.  No  matter,I’de  rather  he  were  angry  then  loft  $ for  though 
he  know  not  his  own  value,  I know  it.  Come  let’s  leave  him. 

Cilius.  ’Tis  not  Treachery  to  fave  the  Innocent.  I’ie  do  it. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


ACT. 


or , hove  at  firjl  fight. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Virgilius  folus. 

Virg.  'T’Le  facrifice  to  Fortune,  fhe  fhall  henceforth  be  the  Power 
j Fie  worfhip,  to  whom  I owe  this  unexpeded  Joy,  (he  has 
tam’d  Luff, till  it  was  Love,and  lent  onely  fo  much  fin  to  the  wick- 
ed as  ferved  me } and  I that  could  not  ftand  fafe  among  the  Inno- 
cent,find  a fecurity  among  the  wicked. — Facertes?  [Enter  Facer. 

Facer.  Look  here,  ere  I fpeak  my  news,  Doe’s  not  Virgilius  fee 
a Joy  break  like  a Glory  round  about  my  Brow,  to  diftinguilh  this 
my  firff  happy  hour  ? 

Virg.  It  is  thy  Friendfhip  that  fympathizes  mine.  Oh  Facertes^ 
fuch  an  accident  hath  hapned  fince  thou  left’fi:  me , that  I muft 
wink,  rub  mine  eyes,  and  call  all  my  Reafon  to  fecure  me  I do  not 
dream. 

Facer.  What  e’re  your  Joyes  are,  they  muft  give  place  to  mine  5 
for  they  are  yours  and  mine,  not  as  we  are  barely  friends, but  from 
the  aflurance  that  we  fhall  ever  be  fo. 

Virg.  I confefs  thy  Joyes  bring  to  me  a greater  Comfort  then 
mine  own,  prithee  give  them  a Name. 

Facer.  Do  you  believe  a fecond  view  of  her  you  have  feen  will 
not  render  her  common  to  your  eye  > or,  to  poilefs  thofe  Beauties 
make  them  cheap  in  your  Opinion  ? if  not,  I am  happier  then  you, 
and  when  ever  you  enjoy  your  wifhes  I reap  mine. 

Virg.  By  our  Friendfhip  I beg  this  bleffing  from  you,  yet  this  is 
not  ftrange  where  Friendfhip  is  not  ftrange. 

Facer.  The  Have  is  my  Sifter  but  by  what  accident  fallen  to  this 
mifery  I know  not. 

Virg.  Who  ? the  fam’d  Cicilia  ? 

Facer.  She.  Never  free  till  now, and  this  fall  was  but  to  raife  her 
to  a greater  height. 

Virg.  Then  I miftruft  my  Joyes  5 they  grow  too  near  a height  to 
continue.  1: 

Facer.  Are  youforry,  Sir,  it  is  fhe?  Then  it  was  not  Chance 
changed  our  firff  delign } is  fhe  lefs  worthy  of  your  Love  now  then 
before  ? I fhould  be  forry  to  find  your  ignorance  of  what  you  va- 
lued preferred  before  your  knowledge  ^ oris  there  fome  fecond 
facejyou  have  met  hath  blotted  out  this  too  ? 

Virg.  O Facertes  , why  art  thou  fo  fubjed  to  miftake  thy 
Friend  > 

Facer.  If  I miftake , why  are  you  fofad  ? I found  you  full  of 

joy. 

Virg.  Not  that  ’tis  fhe  makes  me  fad^  for,witnefs  Heaven,  I have 
no  with  beyond  her,  ^ Her  Eye  circles  my  Heaven,  and  till  I have 
place  in  her  efteem  I am  in  Hell. 

Facer.  Why  fhould  that  fufpition  make  you  fad,  confidering 
you  are,  and  what  you  have  done  for  her  ? Befides,  am  not  I here 
with  a Brother  and  a Friends  intereft  ? 

Virg . 
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One  knocks. 


The  Priftcefs  : 

Virg.  Who  I am,  That,  Tacertes,  begets  my  defpairs  $ for  that 
'tis  I is  all  Arguments  againft  me  3 will  file  not,  when  (he  fees  me, 
call  to  mind  a Father  (whofe  piety  the  Gods  fpared)  fallen,  to  fa- 
tisfie  the  luft  of  Empire  ? are  not  yet  the  wounds  bleeding,  and 
the  yoke  ftill  laid  upon  her  fuffering  Country  ? Now  judge  what 
can  be  faid  of  hope,  when  this  pleads  againft  me.  Oh  Facertes0 
thou  haft  not  read  thy  Sifter,  thou  look’d:  with  a Brothers  eye. 
This  fate  I prophefie  from  one  fight } and  let  me  tell  thee,  if  (he  be 
worthy  of  Virgilius  {he  muft  hate  Virgilius. 

Facert.  Sir,  I confefs  my  friendfhip  made  me  overfee  what  I 
was  reconcil’d  to,  and  now  I begin  to  fear  $ yet  when  {lie  fhall 
know  how  I have  been  obliged,  That  mercy  I found  from  the  fair 
Sophia , her  honour  will  guide  her  to  return  Virgilius  ^ for  though 
it  makes  her  to  refent  your  injuries,  yet  file  muft  be  juft  to  her, 
and  then  her  gratitude  fecures  you  ^ for  though  lhe  has  honour,  yet 
{he  has  woman  too,  and  mercy  is  as  great  an  attribute  as  juftice, 
and  fhe  cannot  be  always  angry. 

Virg.  Againft  any  thing  but  her  frown  I could  arm  , and  this 
night  be  happy.  For  by  a ftrange  chance  I have  found  a way  (if 
fhe  confent)  to  releafe  her. 

Facert.  By  what  accident  came  you  to  that  power  ? have  .you 
feen  her  fince  ? 

Virg.  No,  but  this  place  is  too  publick  5 let’s  retire,  and  you 
{hall  know  all  5 and  when  I would  my  Sifter  know.  I’ll  read  her 
through  thy  obfervations  5 but  here  let  thy  intereft  give  way  to 
my  love. 

Facert . I fhall  obey,  Sir. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Sophia  fola. 

Soph.\j€Y  thoughts  can  find  no  reft  j Love,  wilt  thou  not  quit 
IV  P me  in  Prifon  ? art  thou  covetous  of  my  chains  too  ? 
Fool!  haft  thou  not  miferies  enough  of  thine  own?  And  yet  I 
ought  not  to  revile  him  5 for  he  that  hath  fill’d  my  heart  is  full  of 
honour,  and  could  he  guels  my  fate,  I know  he  would  quit  a 
Crown,  as  a burthen,  and  feek  a freedom  in  thefe  chains.  The 
Gods  are  juft,  to  let  me  fall  into  thele  miferies,  that  we  may  tafte 
what  ’tis  our  ambition  impofes  upon  others,  guilty  only  as  I was, 

by  being  too  weak. Whofe  that  ? come  in  j Prifoners  keep 

no  doors.  [ Enter  Cilius. 

Cil.  Madam,  I come  to  tell  you,  our  Captain  hasrefufed  to  fell 
me  your  freedom,  and  to  morrow  is  the  Mart  at  Naples  5 But  if  you 
dare  truft  him,  whofe  misfortunes  have  made  him  appear  your  ene- 
my, I’ll  gage  a life  to  lave  your  honour,  and  give  you  freedom. 
The  plot  is  already  laid,  and  thofe  that  were  taken  with  you  I 
have  already  acquainted  with  it. 

Soph.  Sir , I fhall  willingly  obey  any  directions , without  a 
thought  of  fear,  for  fure  there’s  no  condition  below  this.  Cil. 


Love  at  firft  Sight . 

Cil.  I will  not  now  dilpute  this  misfortune,  but  remedy  it  if  I 
can}  know,  to  morrow  (left  the  accident  furprize  you  bre  we  put  to 
fea)  I have  fo  ordered,  that  all  the  flaves  that  row  in-the  Galley 
lhall  be  loofe,  the  Captain  is  my  creature,  and  my  felf  will  ftill 
wait  upon  you,  and  be  your  guards  but  be  pleafed  to  fit  ftill  when 
the  word  is  given,  and  let  us  work  your  fate  5 But  once  free,  com- 
mand Cilius  where  you  pleafe,  your  friends  too  fhall  privately 
be  arm’d. 

Soph.  Sir,  what  to  fay  in  return  of  this,  I know  not,  and  if  you 
that  can  be  thus  gallant,  thus  good,  cannot  likewife  from  that  ho- 
nour that  directs  you  now,  find  a reward,  I fear  you  will  lofe  this 
good  deed. 

Cil.  It  is  a debt  all  honeft  men  owe  your  virtue  5 and  I but  obey 
my  genius,  for  I know  not  what  it  is,  but  fomething  whilpers  to 
my  foul,  and  bids  me  ferve  you,  and  when  my  life  can  purchafe 
you  a good,  you  fhall  not  need  command  it  5 1 befeech  you  no  re- 
ply, a Souldiers  prayers  (that  feldom  importunes  heaven)  I hope 
will  proted:  you.—  [Enter  Lieu,  and  meets  them  at  they  are  going  out. 

Cil.  How  now,  what’s  the  news  ? 

Lieu.  I (hould  fpeak  with  you,  Sir. 

Cil.  Madam,ril  wait  upon  you  ftraight. Are  they  all  ready  > 

[ Exit  Sophia. 

Lieu.  I have  done  it,  they  are  all  refolv’d,  I gave  them  their 
lives  for  it  5 and  let  him  fwear  when  he  fees  them  there,  ’tis  no 
matter : they  are  all  loofe  and  arm’d,  their  chains  are  but  for  fhew. 

Cil.  No  matter  for  his  rage,  let  him  ftorm  } once  aboard,  we  are 
mafters,  for  he’s  but  one,  and  what’s  a General  without  obedi- 
ence ? his  power  we  give,  and  if  a multitude  knew  their  own 
ftrength,  who  can  command  that  beaft  ? 

Lieu.  I’ll  away,  and  fend  the  other  Galleys  off  before,  left  they 
afiift  him. 

Cil.  Be  faithful,  and  I’ll  make  thee  fortunate. 

Lieu.  Sir,  never  fear  it,  I have  (aid  it,  and  I’ll  do  it}  he  that  re- 
fules  to  be  a knave  for  a handlome  woman,  may  he  dye  honeft,  and 
be  executed  for  a knave.  [ Enter  Capt.  and  Crabb. 

Capt.  Where’s  the  Lieutenant  ? 

Lieu.  Here,  Sir,  I have  waited  this  hour  for  you. 

Capt.  Come,  fhall  we  go  fee  the  lick  man  ? 

Lieu.  I’ll  follow  you,  Sir.  [ Exeunt  omncs . 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Tullius,  Jick^in  his  Bed , a Souldier  with  him , and 
Drums  heating. 

7«//.'^lO  reft!  no  eafe!  O miferable,  miferable  riches!  fome 
}_%J  drink,  O,  fome  drink,  ere  this  thirfty  flame  hath  licked 
up  all  my  life,  meat,  any  thing  to  fatisfie  this  wolf  here. 

Sould.  Have  patience,  it  cannot  laft  above  a day  or  two,  about 
which  time  I hope  to  lee  you  quit  of  all  the  troubles  of  this  world. 

E 
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The  Frincefs  : 

Tull.  Let  me  deep  then,  quiet  thofe  Drums,  that  I may  dream 
of  meat  and  drink  3iis  there  nothing  to  eat,  no  drink  ? oh  mifery  of 
One  kriocks.  mileries ! Who’s  there  ? 

sould.  The  Captain,  Sir,  and  Lieutenant  are  come  to  fee  you. 

Tull.  Is  it  they  ? not  a word  then  that  I am  hungry  or  thirfty, - 
Til  buy  thy  lilence  at  any  rate.  [ Enter  Capt. Lieu.  W Crabb? 

Capt.  How  now,  how  is  this  fick  man,  where  is  he  ? 

Sould.  He  has  vomited  fuch  ftuff,  fince  the  Lieutenant  went  3 
fure,  that  your  worlhip  gave  him  was  good  againft  an  Impoftume. 

Lieu.  By  this  good  day,  the  fame  water  that  eat  Cr abb's  knife  5 
-what  {hall  we  do  with  this  Rogue  ? a hole  in  his  fide, big  enough  to 
creep  in  at,will  not  kill  him. 

Capt . Let’s  (peak  with  him. 

Tull.  Who’s  there  > my  noble  Captain,  and  kind  Lieutenant  5 
He  takgs  ^f_thank  you  for  this  vifit  3 truly,  it  joys  me  to  fee  you  both  here,  and 
hand  ^ ^ ^Pec^a%  my  n°ble  Captain  3 And  I am  pretty  lufty  on  the  fudden^ 
He  pts  -n  and  I’ll  do  what  I do  not  ufe  to  do.  I’ll  begin  a health  to  my  noble 
bit  Bed.  Captain,  that  he  may  fee  he  is  welcome  3 do’ft:  hear  honeft  friend, 
fetch  a bottle  of  Sack,  I’ll  even  drink  it,  come  what  will  after  it, 

Cu  and  my  friend  there  (hall  pledge  me  5 and  do’ft  hear,  reach  me  one 
;*of  the  Gammons  of  Bacon  out  of  the  Chimney,  it  may  be  myCap- 
tain  has  a ftomack, If  he  has  not.  I’m  fure  I have.  [_afide. 

Capt.  I am  glad  to  find  you  thus  merry,  and  fo  refolv’d  3 ’tis  the 
part  of  a good  man  to  prepare  and  dye  cheerfully. 

Lieu.  I told  you,  you  would  find  him  well  prepar’d  3 and  what 
think  you,  is  not  Sack  and  Bacon  better  then  Barley-water  and 
loak’d  Chickens  ? 

Tull.  I confefs,  I was  a fool  then,  but  now  I’ll  pledge  you  all  the 
Sack  I refus’d  then  3 and  to  let  my  Captain  fee  I refolve  to  dye, 
and  ferve  him,  look  you  but  on,  and  I’ll  eat  ail  the  Gammon  alone, 
but  you  muft  not  tell  the  Phyfitian. 

Enter  the  Souldier  with  the  Wine , Bacon , a great  Bottle , 
a Napkin  and  Bread. 

Tull .fings.  Tull.  Give  me  a knife  and  fome  Bread,  fill,  fill  a bowl  of  Sack, 

and  bring  it  hither.  Lord ! Captain,  you  would  not  think  how  it 
rejoyces  me  to  fee  all  this  good  company  here. 

Capt.  I am  beholding  to  you  3 fill,  fill  thefack. 

They  offer  to  Tull.  Help  to  let  me  up. 

give  him  the  Lieu.  Hold,  give  me  the  Cup  3 I’ll  begin  a health  to  the  fick 
ac^  man. 

T»#.No,pray  give  me  leave  to  begin  my  noble  Captain’s  ? pray, 
pray  let  me  begin  it. 

Lieu.  No  faith.  I’ll  begin. 

He  fings  Tull.  Pray  drink  to  me  then. 

agam.  Capt.  Why,  you  are  very  merry. 

Tull.  A Flincher, — Two  draughts  to  one  Cup  ? 

Lieu.  This  wine  was  mufty,  tafte  it. 

Tull.  Let  me  tafte  it,  it  may  be  'twas  an  ill  bottle,  the  wine’s 

good 


35 

He  drinkj. 


or.  Love  at  fir  ft  Sight. 

good  wine  , admirable  wine. 

Capt.  Give  me  a bowl.  I’ll  pledge  it  with  a better  will,  becaufe 
Jiee  you  do  not  defire  it  ftiould  fiicceed. 

-r.-  full.  Alas!  I defire  to  live  but  tilM  have  drunk  your  health  5 
To  me  good  Captain,  I’ll  pledge  it  with  all  my  heart. 

Capt . I hope  lo,  I Ihould  take  it  ill  to  have  you  refufe  me,  for  any 
nice  fcruple  of  your  health. 

Lieu.  As  you  did  me,  and  cry,  a Beer -graft  would  kill  you. 

Tull.  Alas,  I was  a fool  then,  but  now  I am  very  defirous  to  re- 
deem that  fault  3 To  me  good  Captain,  your  wine  cools.  A f tf}e  Ca^t 

Lieu.  Your  hat  Captain.  goes  to  drwk. 

Capt.  Oh!  it’s  true.  the  Lieu.jlops 

Tull.  Nay,  pray  drink,  and  fpare  your  Complement.  him. 

Capt . Prithee  give  me  a bit  of  that  Gammon,  to  tafte  my  Wine 
with. 

Tul.  Pray  help  him  and  me  too,  I would  fain  tafte  whether  it  be 
as  good  as  the  laft  was. 

Capt.  Yes  faith,  ’tis  good,  here  Crab . 

Tul.  Nay  pray  let  me  drink  to  Crab. 

Capt.  No,  by  my  faith,  it  {hall  go  round. 

Tul.  Let  me  tafte,  was  not  your  Wine  mufty  too  'l 

Capt . Here’s  none.  Turns  tbs 

Tul.  Fill,  fill  Crab) and  drink  to  me,  for  I long  to  do  thee  reafon, CuP* 
and  begin  my  Captains.  . 

L jut.  It’s  an  excellent  Gammon,  tafte.  Tullius*  * 

Tul.  Some  more,  pray,  to  tafte.  pec€t 

Lieut.  Where  {hall  I carve  you  ? 

Tuf  Any  where,  any  where. 

Crab.  Sir, here’s  your  Wine  } will  you  pledge  your  health  ? 

Tul.  So,  (6,  now  I am  happy  5 Noble  Captain,a  thoufand  times  Grab  g&et 
I thank  you,  and  with  all  my  heart  I’ll  pledge  you.  Tulius  tbs 

Lieut.  Hold,  a pox  take  you.  Crab , for  a couzening  Rogue,  you  jpye  oes  t 
have  put  water  in't.  drink,  ibe  " 

Crab.  No, by  this  hand.  Lieutenant 

Tul.  No,  by  my  life.  talker  hold  of 

Lieut.  Let  me  tafte.  I’ll  not  truft  you.  . the  CuT 

Tul.  Why  tafte,  Noble  Lieutenant } oblige  me  fo  far,as  to  let  me  jhe  £jeutCc 
drink  my  own  health  j nay  Lieutenant,  Noble  Lieutenant.  nant  takes 

Crab.  Now,  was  it  not  pure  ? the  Cup  and 

Lieut.  Hup!  by  my  Faith  it  was  pure  indeed  5 here  fill  it  a -drmkjupaltc 
gain,  give  him  a Brimmer. 

Tul.  I pray  never  fpare  me , Lieutenant,  you  were  fomewhat 
harfh  the  laft  time  you  were  here,  but  I’ll  drink  to  you. 

Lieut.  I was  angry  then,  becaufe  you  refus’d  to  pledge  me  } 


but  now  you’ll  drink,  I am  your  Friend, 
Tul.  The  Wine,  where’s  the  Wine  > 


The  Wine,  where’s  the  Wine  > 

Crab.  Here’s  none  left  Sir,  {hall  I fetch  another  bottle  ? 
Tul*  Is  all  gone  } 

Crab.  Yes,  Sir. 

Tul.  All  gone  ? 

E * 


Capt* 


\ 


The  Prince fs  : 


Capt.  Go  fetch  another,  for  he  (hall  pledge  me,  this  trick7 01351 
not  five’s  turn.  bi  ; ■ 

Tul.  Pledge  me,  alafs,.Sir,  rather  then  my  hfeTxle  pledge  yon. 

LiW.  No,  no,  thou  fhalt'not  5 faith  .Captain  he’3  now  good  na- 
tur’d,  fparehims  it  will  but  make  him,  fick,  and  troth  he’s  anho- 
neft  fellow  when  he  is  himfelf.  1 i . ■ . ..0 

Capt.  He  (hall  pledge  me.  .rb!  ’’  . 

Lieut i Alafs,  Sir,  when  we  are  fick,  thebeft  of  us  are  unreafon- 
.able  (bmetitiaes.  . , 

Tul.  Lieutenant,  Noble  Friend.  . . 

Lieut.  I warrant  thee,'  pray  Sir  let  me  excufehim  for  this  time, 
he  (hall  kifs  the  Cup  onely. 

‘Tul.  I fwear  111  drink  it,  not  pledge  my  Captain,  and  ’tWere 
prefent  death  I’de  do  it,  fetch  fome  W ine  ? . 

Capt.  Nay,  then  1 11  pardon  you  5 for  (ince  I find  you  willing, I’ll 
excufe  your  weaknefs.  . 

Lieut.  Let  the  Wine  alone,Cr^. 

Tul.  Lieutenant.  . i jr. 

They  offer  to  Lieut.  Spare  your  thanks.  . 

go  away.  Tul.  Lieutenant.  •;  did  . . u 

Lieut.  You  know  the  Captain  loves  no  Complements. 

Capt.  Farewell.  Thank  you  for  my  Wine. 

Tul.  Captain.  . i • . :.l n.'j 

Lieut.  Farewell,  Farewell.  C . 

Tul.  Captain,  one  word  before  you  go. 

Capt.  What’s  the  news  ? f,  j 

Tul.  Pray  let  me  drink  , for  the  truth  is,  I mufc  either  eat  and 
drink  or  die.  . ; 

Capt.  HoW’s  that  ? and  would  you  drink  and  live  ? 

Lieut.  Why  thou  impudent  Rogue  } yefterday  it  was, if  I drink 
I die,  now  fome.  drink  or  you  are  dead. 

Capt.  Nay  then  he  fhali  not  drink,  is  this  your  profefiions } 

Tul.  Well  Gentlemen,  I fee  you’r  relolv’d  I muft  die  } let  me  but 
■ have  my  fill,  and  I’ll  die  to  morrow. 

Lieut.  Why,  faith,  it  is  but  abftaining  till  to  morrow,  and  then 
you  .are  fureofit. 

Tul.  And  is  it  not  all  one  how  I die,  fo  I be  dead  to  morrow  ? if 
it  be  alike  to  you,  pray  let  mechoofe,  for  if  Surfeit  or  Famine 
can  but  kill,  pray  let  me  furfeit.  . . 

Capt.  I am  indifferent  how,  fo  it  be  done.  ! 

Tul.  Call  me  fpade  if  it  be  not. 

Lieut.  And  look  we  have  no  Equivocation,but  fee  you  be  dead 
to  morrow.  / : . 

Capt.  I fear  he  will  prove  a Rogue. 

Tul.  I hope  you  would  not  defire  that  I Ihould  lay  violent 
hands  upon  my  felf. 

Lieut.  Marry  the  Gods  forbid,  lay  violent  hands  upon  thy  felft 
no,  no,  now  you  have  confented,  IT1  get  one  (hall  do  it  for  you. 

Tul.  Give  me  fome  drink,  and  do  what  you  will  with  me  after- 
wards. *' 


Lieut. 
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Lieut.  Set  the  Veffel  by  him.  , ^ .A;/. 

Tul.  But  is  it  Sack,  Lieutenant?  is  it  Sack?  excufe  me  if  I be 
punctual  too?  :s  r ■ • ■ i coH  Aw. 

Copt. 'i pivclflm  £ Bowl#  . ' • . ^ . :/b;prr  Tullius 

Tul.  Give  me  another,  give  me  a third.  . • ■ drinks. 

Lieut.  Farewell,  Farewell,  look  you  be  d£ad  to  morrow1, or  by 
thefe  hilts  I’ll  apply  my  Dagger  t<S  thy  fide , and  that  will  be  a cer* 

tain  cure  ^ come, Sir,  will  you  pleafe  to  go  ? r ! j ; ..  ; , 

Tul.  Captain,  Captain,  flay  a Iktle  and  fee  me  die,  giveme  ano-  Tullius  is 


thcr  Cup.  ■ ; ' . > ffr> 

Cap.  By  this  light,  the  Rogue  js -drunk,  j / . ' 

Tul.  Now  do  I not  fee  any  Realbn,why  I Ihould  die.  . Aw  v 
Lieut.  But  I frail  give  you  a Refrfon  to  morrow.  , rf; 

Tul.  To  die  with  all  this  Sack  about  me  ! No,  I am  immortal, 
let  thole  die  that  are  dry.- — Hum,  giye  me  my  fword. 

Capt.  Come  leave  him,  he  is  drunk, , ■ 

Lieut.  How  now,tvhat  woukfft  you  have  ? . 

Tul.  You’ll  give  me  leave  to  yvait,  on  iny  Captain  dowh?  Av . 

Capt.  No  Ceremony,good  Tullius,  no  Ceremony. 

Tul.  It  frail  be  yours  Captain^  indeed  it  frail be  yoiirs.Av  < 
Lieut.  Alafs,  Sir,  give  him  leave  to  take  cold. 

Capt.  Nay,  if  it  muft  be  fo,  I obey. 

Tul.  Nay,  why  Lieutenant,  what  do  you  take  me  for  ? how  do 
you  think  I have  been  bred  ? {Exit  Captain. 

Lieut.  Remember  to  morrow*  . t 
Tul.  Remember  to  morrow,  let  to  morrow  remember  me. 


drunk. 


As  they  p di 
reay^  he  rifes 
nut  of  bis 
bed  and 
reeles  after 
them  to  the 
doar. 
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»'  i! i .»  1 : ; ' ' y . v i . ..  l - - / .uUi  \ 

Enter  F acertes  fo  lut. 

■ 

Facer.*  | AHis  is  the  Place,  Love  be  thou  propitious,  and  let  my 
X fears  prove  falfe  5 hereabout  Ihould  be  the  door.  [ 'Exit . 

. . P’  c ' - -'ill  v; 

Enter  Paulina  andCicWh: 


Patti.  It  is  true,  I have  promis’d  him,  when Be  comes,  to  deliver 
you}  but  he  has  vow’d  to  ufe  you.with  Honour,  do  you  not  know 
him  ? . . o > 

Cicilia.  No  Madam,  this  is  the  firft  time  I ever  faw  him. 

Paul.  Pray  what  Country  claimes  your  Birth  ? 

Cicilia.  Greece , Madam.  . ‘ 

Paul.  Pray  grow  not  in  Love  with  your  griefs , but  give  fome 
part  of  ’em  to  me,  that  now  but  begin  to  be  fad. 

Cicilia.  Why  fhould  you  be  lad,  that  know  no  grief  of  Mind? 
have  you  loft  Friends?  or  forfeited  Freedom?  * 

Paul.  Fair  one,  I am  more  a Have  then  you  3 for  I am  bound  by 
faults,  and  none  can  let  me  free  3 your  miferies  are  but  for  a time., 
and  I can  releafe  ’em,  and  yet  cannot  command  my  own  Fate. 

CiciU 
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Cicilia.  What  ftrangemifery  can  you  apprehend?  do  you  love 

unfortunately  ? • J 

Paul.  No,  I love  happily,  but  I have  fallen  unfortunately,  and 
no  length  of  dayes  can  fet  a period  to  my  mifery  5 I love,  but  can- 
not hope  a return, for  I fhoula  hate  him  I love  if  he  could  Idverne  3 
yet,as  his  Honour  forbids  him  that, and  me  all  hopes  to  enjoy  him, 
fo  if  he  be  a perfeft  Man  he  hath  Mercy  too  , and  he  may  pity  and 
forgive,  though  not  lovePaulinu.^'  ■ •":% 

Cicilia.  I would  alk  another  Queftion,  but  that  I am  afraid  it 
would  fearch  too  near  your  griefs  3 dare  you  truftmewith  the 
knowledge  who  it  is  you  love  ? can  I ferve  you  ? 

Paul.  Youmuftnot,  and  therefore  cannot,  for  it  is  the  ftranger 
that  fought  for  you.  When  firft  my  Eye  met  his,  it  (hot  a flame  in 
here,  and  the  noblenefs  of  that  Ad  (which  was  facrific’d  to  you) 
fhookme,  and  waked  my  deeping  Honour,  and  I began  to  find 
defires  that  till  then  were  ftrangers  here,  for  they  had  more  of  love 

Onetyockj.  then  blood  in  them. What’s  the  bufinefs  ? [Enter  Baud. 

Band.  There's  a young  fellow  without  defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 
Paul.  Your  pardon.  ' ■;  [ Exit  Paulina. 

Baud.  I have  fpoifd  your  fport  if  all  hit  right. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  VI. 
Enter  Facertes  and  Paulina. 


jyj  Adam,  I come  from  that  ftranger  that  this  morning 


She  lookj 
about  her. 


Facert . 

your  Charity  preferv’d,  what  directions  do  you  com- 
mand me  in  his  affairs  of  Love  ! 

Paul.  Sir,  you  are  welcome,and  from  him  all  is  fo  3 This  night  I 
would  defire  him  meet  in  the  garden  , where  he  {hall  receive  her. 

Facert.  I muft  beg  the  favour  to  fpeak  with  that  Lady,  I have  a 
meffage  to  impart  to  her.  [ Enter  Cicilia. 

Paul.  You  (hall  command  any  thing  my  power  can  ferve  you 
in,  there  (he  comes,  and  Lie  wait  upon  you  ftraight.  [ Exit  Paulina. 

Facert.  What  (hall  I fay  to  her  ? my  joys  have  rob’d  me  of  my 
Tongue. 

Cicil.  It  is  he  that  this  morning  nam’d  me  in  the  ftreet. Sir, 

have  you  any  commands  for  me  ? 

Facert.  No  Madam,  I come  to  ferve,  if  you’le  pleafe  to  en  joyn  5 
and  though  a poor  Sicilian , yet  I know  what  duty  all  that  wretch- 
ed Nation  owes  your  Excellence. 

Cicil.  Me  Sir  ! fure  you  miftake. 

Facert.  No,  Madam,  I cannot  miftake,  nor  can  any  miferies  fb 
cloud  your  Beauties,  but  through  all  the  Innocency  and  Majefty 
of  fuch  a Princefs  will  appear  3 fure  you  will  not  deny  the  name  of 
Cicilia  > 

Cicil.  To  you.  Sir,  I will  not,  yet  I conjure  you  to  conceal  me, 
and  let  me  know  to  whom  I ftand  endebted  for  this  Civil  opinion. 

Facert.  My  name  is  not  worth  your  knowledge , but  my  for- 
tunes 
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tunes  I boaft  of,  for  I had  the  honour  to  be  a Souldier  , atid  a tVi- 
foner  with  your  Princely  Brother,  and  fell  with  him  the  fame  day 
when  we  loft  the  battel  at  Siraeufa. 

Cicil.  Who,  Facertes}  where  is  he,  at  Rome  ! Oh,  tell  tnehoVv 
do’s  he  bear  thelnfolenceof  that  unworthy  Conquerour?  It  is  ma- 
ny years  fince  I faw  that  beloved  Brother , did  he  never  fpeak 
of  me  ? 

Facert.  Yes,  Madam,  I have  often  heard  him  mention  you  with 
Tears,  and  like  a Brother  give  your  Character  to  the  fair  Sophia , 
lifter  to  Virgilius , who  faved  his  Life  when  he  was  doom’d  to 
the  hook. 

Cicil.  The  Hook?  Oh,  ye  powers,  why  do  you  let  this  wicked 
Tyrant  thus  triumph  o’re  our  miferies  ? But  for  Virgilius , that 
falfe  feed  of  the  old  Tyrant,  that’s  young  and  falfe  , and  cruel  in 
his  youth,  let  him  find  fome  curfe,  ftrange  as  his  wickednefs. 

Facert.  Madam,  upon  my  life,  you  injure  him  } for,  my  foul  to 
pawn,  he  loves  your  Brother : and  had  no  (hare  in  that  guilty  Tri- 
umph, for  he  was  then  in  Gallia. 

Cicil.  Oh,  thou  art  deceiv’d,  he  envies  my  Brother,  and  cannot 
love } and  when  he  could  not  by  force  conquer  him , by  falftiood 
he  fought  his  ruine. 

Facert.  I perceive.  Madam , you  are  a ftranger  to  the  Prince’s 
affairs  at  Rome. 

Cicil.  What  are  they  ? new  miferies  ? 

Facert.  Have  you  not  heard  how,  at  the  T riumph,the  fair  Sophia 
and  he,  in  a look,  chang’d  hearts,  and  that  now  he  has  his  freedom  ? 

Cicil.  No,  this  is  the  firft  time  that  I heard  of  it. 

Facert.  Madam,  I faw  him  free  } and  ( by  his  friendfhip  with 
Virgilius  ) ’tis  hoped  he  fhall  marry  the  Princefs  Sophia  : But  this  is 
a fecret  I dare  not  give  to  any  ear  but  your  own. 

Cicil.  My  Brother  and  Virgzliu s friends  } ’tis  falfe, it  muft  be  falfe, 
I know  he  is  too  much  my  Brother  to  make  a Friendfhip  there. 

Facert.  His  Love  to  the  Sifter,  and  her  merits , who  has  a virtue 
equal  to  her  Beauty,  made  him  forget  the  injuries  which  Virgilius 
( in  ambitious  honour,  not  malice  ) threw  upon  him  ^ befides,  it 
will  be  a guard  for  Sicily  hereafter,  and  Facertes  gains  his  ends 
upon  them. 

Cicil.  Pray  no  more  of  this  difeourfe } I hope  my  Brother  has  no 
ends  beyond  his  Honour } it  cannot  be  he  fhould  forget  mine  and 
his  own  injuries,  or  fo  bury  a Brothers  and  a Fathers  lofs^  but  if  ab- 
fence  can  do  all  this,  yet  his  Honour  is  with  him,  and  that  may  tell 
him  how  glorious,  in  ftory,  a Slave  appears , whilft  he  keeps  his 
Honour  5 and  how  mean  and  poor  that  Prince  is  that  fells  it  for 
his  paffton. 

Facert es^afide.  Excellent  Maid  * — Madam,  I am  lorry  my  dif- 
eourfe difpleas’d  you. 

Cicil.  I would  I were  with  him  , or  I would  I could  but  write 
to  him. 

Facert.  Madam,  if  you’le  pleafe  to  write,  Lie  deliver  it  him. 

Cicil.  No,  Sir,  that  would  be  too  great  a trouble^  for  I believe, 

thofe 


4° 


She  flops 
and  turns 
from  him. 


T-he  Priticefs.:  _ 

thofe  Occafions  whioh;drew  you  hither  are  of  more  coilfidera- 
tion  then  a- letter.  • / ft  

Facert.  None  of  fuch  importance  as  to  ferve  my  Prince  .5  ’Tis 
tfue,  I have, a Comrade,  a Prince  that  has  difguis’d  himfejf  into 
that  condition,  and  is  refolved,  under  that  private  habit,  to! lee  the 
world  } a fcurvy  Accident  befel  him, to  day, upon  the  Mole,  at  the 
Slaves  Mart,  where  he  Tcaped  hardly  with  his  life  5 fome  wounds 
he  has  too,  which  will  retard  him,  I fear,  till  my  return.  • ; 

Cicil.  Was  it  not  this  morning  ? a young  man,  brown-hair’d  > 

Facert.  Yes,  it  was  about  a iHve  he  faw,  and  fell  in  love  with  } 
and  while  he  flay’d  for  money  to  redeem  her,another  bought  her  } 
I was  not  at  the  beginning,  but,  I thank  my  fate,  I came  time  e- 
nough  to  his  Refeue.  , ,j> 

f Cicil.  Is.  he  lafe  then  ? 

Facert.  Yes,  Madam,  but  fo  impatient , for  fear  fome  violence 
Ihould  be  offer’d  to  her,  I am  now  going  in  fearch  of  her  5 for  I 
know  he’le  find  no  Peace,  till  he  has  gain’d  her  freedom. 

Cicil.  Is  he  a Prince,  fay  you,  and  in  love  with  that  Slave  ? * 

Facert.  Yes,  Madam,  and  now  his  foul  labours  in  pain,  to  know 
what  condition  lhe  is  of  5 but  I hope  his  flame  is  made  of  young 
mens  fire,  fuch  as  will  not  laft. 
p CiciL  Why  do  you  hope  fo  ? 

Facert.  Becaufe  I have  the  honour  to  be  his  friend}  and  though 
I ferve  his  paffion,  yet  I fhould  be  loath  to  fee  him  continue  his 
Love  for  a Slave,  that  has  nothing  but  miferies  for  his  Honour  to 
work  upon. 

Cicil.  A Prince  ! then  all  my  Prayers  fall  not  to  the  Earth  , nor 
lofe  their  way  ’twixt  heaven  and  my  miferies. 

Facert.  Your  prayers.  Madam?  how,  under  pardon,  are  you 
concern’d  in  his  love  or  birth  ? 

Cicil.  You  are  a Souldier,  and  by  your  honour  I conjure  you  } 
you  are  ^Sicilian  , and  now  lie  take  the  power  you  gave  , and 
command  you } or  by  my  Brother  and  his  friendfhip  I en joyn  you. 

Facert.  What, Madam? 

Cicil.  -Nothing,  nothing}  ye  gods  ! whither  am  I falling  ? down, 
down  Woman  } All  the  pleadings  of  my  Sex  be  gone,  I will  not  be 
a (lave  to  my  Paffion. 

Facert . Nor  will  I be  fo  rude  as  to  prefs  a Secret  from  you } yet 
your  Brother,  Madam,  ffiould  not  ferve  you  more  faithfully , nor 
more  willingly,  then  I. 

Cicil.  I mu  ft  not,  no,  I will  not } yet  I durft  tell  you,  but  ’tis  not 
like  Cicilia^nov  the  Laws  that  fhe  has  ever  followed. 

Facert.  Madam,  your  name  has  given  Lav/s  , and  Cicilia’ s Acds 
have  ever  ftood  Examples,  as  unqueftioned  as  unimitable  : and  by 
your  felf,  I beg  this  truft. 

Cicil.  Then  , as  you  are  a Souldier,  take  it,  and  proted  it,  ( I 
know  no  guilt,)  why  fhould  I fear  ? I was  that  llave  he  fought  for } 
and  I rcjoyce,  the  man  I honour  is  fo  favoured  of  the  Gods. 

Facert.  O Madam,  this  is  a bleffing  beyond  my  hopes } dare  you 
truft  me  to  difcover  who  you  are  ? ITe  firft  found  whether  his  Love 
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aim  with  honour,  and  by  degrees  work  upon  him  till  I have  found 
thefecrets  of  his  hegirt  5 he  lhall  defpair  too,  and  in  fearfpend 
fome  days  3 But  at  length  dare  you  not  let  him  know  there  is  a 
hope  ? pray  leave  it  to  me,  Tie  fee  all  the  Laws  of  Love  obferv’d, 
he  (hall  doubt,  and  hope,  and  you  lhall  defer  his  Joys  3 But  ftill  She  walks 
He  wilh  your  Love  may  increafe  too,  for  I know  he’le  deferve  it.  anci  lo °^s 

Cicil.  Sir,  I have  not  faid  I love,  nor  will  not,  till  I hear  him  fay 
fo  firft  5 I confefs  I hope  he  loves,  and  what  that  hope  can  be  call’d  ' uns  er‘ 

I acknowledge. 

Facert.  Then  all  my  Joys  are  full Nay,  my  Sifter,  you  mull: 

not  turn  away. 

Cicil.  Sifter  ? 

Facert.  Did  I fry  Sifter  ? 

Cicil.  Yes, and  if  my  Ears  abufe  me  not,  this  morning  you  call’d 
me  lifter. 

Facert.  Then  I’le  hide  myfelf  no  longer  from  thee  3 andlince  u 
you  could  confefs  to  a ftranger  you  hop’d  he  loved,  1 claim  & 

much  truft  as  to  confefs  you  love  3 will  this  fatisfie  you  who  lam? 

I mean  to  give  it  to  the  Prince.  He  (hem  her 

Cicil.  Oh,  my  Brother,  why  did  you  hide  your  fclf  from  m e}  a Ring. 
is  it  true  you  told  of  your  felf  ? are  you  in  love  ? lhall  not  I 
know  your  ftory,  that  I may  rejoy ce  in  your  joys  ? 

Facert.  Thou  lhalt  know  all , but  let  me  not  now  defer  the 
Prince’s  joy,  who  waits  without  and  (lifters  in  the  doubts  which 
longing  love  brings. 

Cicil.  The  Prince  without?  is  that  a truth  ? pardon  me,  for 
lince  you  have  deceiv’d  me  once,  it  is  lawful  to  fufped. 

Facert.  Yes,  and  there  is  another  truth  which  I durft  not  difeo- 
ver  till  thy  love  warranted  it  me  : But  now  know  the  man  thou 
hated’ft  is  the  man  thou  loveft  3 for  Virgilius  is  that  Prince  3 but 
when  thou  haft  made  an  acquaintance  with  him  thou  wilt  confefs 
thy  ignorance  only  could  hate  him. 

Cicil.  Virgilius , then  I am  miferable  ! 

Facert.  Do  not  fay  fo,  but  take  a Brothers  knowledge  of  him, 

I have  tryeu  him,  friend  and  enemy,  and  by  both  find  him  pure  3 
and  I conjure  you,  give  me  your  griefs,  and  believe  my  love  before 
your  hate  of  the  man  you  love. 

Cicil.  Is  it  Virgilius  then  ? 

Facert.  By  thy  felf,  it  is  he. 

Cicil.  Swear  not,  unworthy  3 witnefs  the  Cods,  that  faw  and  pi- 
ti’d  not  my  griefs,  with  what  pain  I loft  thee3  yet  that  was  nothing, 
compar’d  to  this  affliftion,  that,  finds  thee  thus  3 Go  boaf^to  thy 
friend,  what  fuccefs  thy  treachery,  aflifted  by  a Brothers  intereft, 
has  gain’d  upon  a Sifter,  o recome  with  mifery. 

Facert.  Why  do  you  accufe  me  thus  ? have  I injur’d  you  ? is  it 
a fault,  to  tell  you  your  opinion  wrongs  a gallant  man  ? 

Cicil.  Were  he  a God, and  his  friendfhip  of  fo  lovereign  a nature, 
it  would  protect  us  againft  their  rods,  wdien  with  a plague  they 
make  a curious  fearch  amongft  men  : were  he  this,  yet,  in  thee  and 
me  ’tufere  fin  to  facrifice  to  him  3 and  I would  fooner  oppofe  that 
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plague  which  only  wounds  my  mortal  part,  then  meet  Vhgilivs 
as  a friend. 

Facert.  Why  do  you  conclude  me  fo  unworthy,  as  to  call  him 
friend  without  a fatisfadion  ? . % 

Cicil.  Thou  art  not  Facertes  3 he  knows  there  can  be  no  fatifi- 
fadion : did  he  not  mine  our  Country  ? fell  not  my  aged  Father 
under  a Roman  fword  ? is  not  Lucius , our  Brother,  loft  > and  his 
Ghoft  ftill  wandring  for  want  of  Funeral  Rites : But  if  thou  art 
Facertes , remember  how  his  fallhood  let  thee  adorn  a triumph  5 
but  thefe  are  paft.  Am  not  I this  day  fold  a Have  ? do’s  not  our 
Country  ftill  bleed;  and  whil’ft  we  talk,  the  licens'd  luft  of  the 
common  Souldier  add  new  crimes  ? oh  ! my  Brother,  let  me  not 
have  reafon  to  repent  that  neernels,  but  learn  to  hate  him 3 and 
while  he  is  in  our  power  take  a brave  revenge 3 that  he  would  do 
fomething  to  redeem  thefe  faults  is  no  Argument  to  prefer  him  be- 
fore your  Country 3 and  though  it  be  gallant  in  him  to  love,  yet  in 
thee  or  me  a low  mean  fin. 

Facert.  Had  he  not  faid  all  this,  had  he  not  condemn'd  himfelf, 
I had  done  it  5 but  when  I fee  his  youth*  foul-fick  with  love,  and 
full  of  delpairs,  ready  to  facrifice  himfelf  to  redeem  the  misfor- 
tunes of  a conqueft  (which  he  was  but  a fervant  in)  I rauft  tell  Ci~ 
cilia , when  he  leaves  thus  to  be  an  enemy,  I muft  be  a friend,  for  I 
lcorn  to  hate  what  loves  me  3 but  he  loves  thee,  and  to  deftroy  him 
now  is  murder,  and  not  revenge. 

Cicil.  That  he  loves  I owe  him  nothing,  for  it  was  chance  and 
fate  3 and  that  I love  him  will  be  no  guard  : if  I did  not  love  him, 
’twere  eafie  to  deftroy  the  thing  I hate  3 but  it  ihall  be  my  glory, 
through  my  love  and  lofs  of  peace,  to  find  revenge. 

Facert.  But  his  love  was  no  chance  3 this  journey  we  defign’d 
by  thecounfel  of  his  Sifter,  whofe  intereft  pleads  here, and  we  were 
bound  for  Sicily , and  his  intents  were  to  heal,  by  marriage,  the 
wounds  you  thus  lament  in  our  Country  3 and  if  now  you  deftroy 
this  means  of  peace,  you  have  ruin’d  it  3 Cicilia  has  deftroy’d 
her  Country , and  to  obey  her  paffion  wilfully  facrificed  our 
freedom. 

Cicil.  Still  thou  bloweft  new  fires  3 were  your  defigns  for  Sicily 
and  me?  what  has  rendred  me  fo  cheap  to  my  Brothers  thought, 
as  to  believe  I would  receive  fuch  a vifit  from  a vain  fwoln  Con- 
queror, promifing  to  himfelf  fuccefs  ? But  he  Ihall  find  I dare,  and 
can  (corn  him  3 and  now  if  I had  all  the  palfions  that  our  fex  ever 
yet  funk  under,  I de  forbid  him  to  my  felf  3 and  he  and  you  Ihall 
find  Cicilia  s mind  not  fubied  to  his  conqueft.  [ Exit  Cicilia. 

Facert.  Women,  when  they  have  faid  they  are  angry  are  half 
revenged  3 and  friends,  when  they  have  avowed  a quarrel.  I 
know  her  foul  full  of  foftnefs,  however  her  fortune  makes  this  war 

betw/xt  her  nature  and  her  juftice. Sir,  you  have  heard,  I fear, 

the  little  hope  {he  gives  3 yet  lhe  loves,  let  that  lecure  you. 
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t • • • 

Enter  Virgilius. 

• ■.> , 

Virg.  Will  you  take  my  opinion  of  your  Sifter  hereafter  ? This  I He  appears 
forefaw.  very  fad  and 

Facert.  What  fhall  we  do  ? - fmfive* 

Virg.  Something  I will  do,  pray,  let  me  (erve  her  in  (brae  difc 
guife,  till  (he  be  freed  from  this  place  while  I have  an  intereft 

here.  r,  / 

Facert.  If  I can.  I’ll  perfwade  her  to  efcape  this  night. 

Virg.  I would  I had  lpoke  with  her,  I would  fain  lay  fomething 
to  her  before  I dye.  i 

Facert.  Dye,  Sir  ? . . , ' , 

Virg.  Yes  dye,  Facertes , now  when  I would  faineft  live  3 for 
why  ftiould  I linger  here  when  that  which  makes  her  excellent 
muft  render  me  milerable  } for  had  (he  forgiven  me,  I could  not 
have  forgiven  her  3 for  Ihe  has  juftice,  and  I delpair  3 farewell  Fa* 
certes, I’ll  meet  thee  at  the  Galley. 

Facert.  Pray  ftay,  Sir,  you  (hall  fpeak  with  her,  and  it  may  be 
{he  cannot  find  that  ftrength  againft  you. 

Virg.  If  you  11  gain  me  the  liberty  of  (peaking  with  her,  I fhall 
gladly  do  it  3 ana  then  what  I will  do  (nail  ask  no  long  time  to 
confider. 

Facert.  Pray,  Sir,  follow  me. 

Virg . I dare  not  prefs  in  there  3 1 that  have  forced  a pafiage 
through  the  world  dare  not  enter  there  where  love  onely  has 
the  guard.  .«  , n 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  VII. 

Enter  Bragadine,  and  the  Baud. 

Baud/ TT^Hey  are  now  there  3 fhe  is  falie,  and  you  abus’d  3 fhe 
JL  threatned  me  with  wounds,  unle(s  I would  obey  her  * 
and  invite  him  to  her  bed,  and  the  (lave  would  fcarce  be  won  to 
come.  ..  . / 

Bragad.  But  has  (he  given  the  (lave  to  him  that  I prefented  to 
her  to  day  ? 

Baud.  She  has  given  him  all,  and  to  lay  the  greater  (corn  upon 
you,  to  your  enemy,  (he  is  one  who  loves  the  (lave,  and  wants  the 
common  excufe  of  being  woo’d. 

Bragad.  Was  this  the  reafon  (he  commanded  me  not  to  pur(ue 
my  revenge  ? Fool,  it  (hall  now  fall  on  you  both. 

Baud.  You  muft  be  (peedy  then  3 for  this  night  they  are  gone, 
and  the  garden  is  the  appointed  place  to  receive  the  (lave  in  3 
but  if  you’l  obey  my  counfel,  they  (hall  find  their  graves  there  3 
and  then  the  old  woman  will  laugh  at  the  young  Rafcals. 

Bragad.  But  how  (hall  I come  to  this  opportunity  of  revenge  ? 

Baud.  Go  arm  your  felf,  and  take  fuch  to  your  afliftance,  whofe 
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faith  you  have  tryed,  and  bring’em  in  the  evening  to  our  garden, 
where  I’ll  place  you  fo,  that  you  (hall  have  a full  view  of  them,and 
take  your  revenge  fafely. 

BragUd^  The  Moon  wilfaffift'us,  for  (he  fhinb  early  this  night. 
This  in  earneft. 

Baud.  Sir,  I exped  no  money,  I ha"v^  faid,  t fove  you.  * • 

Bragad.  O,  excufe  me  till  to  Morrow.  [Tx/TBragadine. 

Baud,  f -thank  )iou,Sir,  — How!  all  'tHefe1  young  things  are 
fubjed  to  over  fee  a woman  when  (he  .is  ftricken  a little  in  years ! 
and  this  Fobl  too,  \Vhbto  I becaufed'thought  all  had  been 

alike  to  fools,  and  yet  fee  how  hardly  heKtfraWri  on^  as  I- live,  but 
that  there  is  one  young  man  that  I love,  I would  make  him  kill’em 
both,  and  take  the  wench  \ Ah  ! farewell  the  memory  of  my  dear 
Britain^  Gorgiarius  $ well  did  he  deferve  to  be  their  Patron,  he 
never  refus’d  an  old  Woman,  but  they  knew1  Ms  virtue,  and  while 
he  was  young  call’d  him  home.  O hn'pjSy  II  land,  that  has  one 
yourig  man  in  it  that  will  be  charitable  to  thb  old  woman  i Every 
one  drives  to  feed  the  young  till  their  bellies  burft  again,  while  we 
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Cicil.  If  thou  haft  not  loft  all  thine  honour,  By  the  memory  of 
thy  Fathers  allies, By  that  chafte  Mbther:,whofe  memory  thou  fo-oft 
haft  worlhipped,  give  me  leave  to  retreat  to  my  ftrength,arid  while 
I have  power  preferve  my  honour,  left  there  be  none  left  in  our  fa- 
mily, for  thou  haft  thrown  off  thine,  as  if  it  had  been  a burthen 
to  thee. 

Facert.  Dare  you  not  hear  him  (peak?  if  you  have  no  Argu- 
ment to  deny  what  he  faid , why  do  you  accufe  me  of  weaknefs, 
when  I was  conquered  ? 

Cicil.  I dare  not  longer  hear  him  fpeak  ? for  all  the  weaknefs 
that  bur  fex  Or  nature  is  fubjed  to  plead  again  ft  me,  and  I have  on- 
ly honour  fo  defend  yet  I can  give  you  powerful  Reafons  that 
can  deftrby  all  his  hopes.  [Enter  Virg. 

Facert . No,  no,  give  ’em  him  when  you  fee  him. 

’ r [Exit  Facertes,  and  fulls  to  the  door. 

Virg.  ’Tis  juft  you  fly  me,’tis  juft  you  fcorn  me,  and  here  I ftand 
mine  own  judge,  my  own  accufer  and  executioner  too,  if  you 
frown,  and  bid  me  ftrike. 

Cicil.  Sir,  youmiftake  me,  if  you  think  I fcorn  youythere  are 
other  ways,  and  juft  ones,  to  be  revenged  without  a fiult. 

Virg.  Facertes , you  do  not  covet  a revenge  more  then  I thirft  to 
give  it  y-and  now  I know  what  you  defire,  with  wings  I’ll  hafte  to 
fferveybu^ 

CMl.s You  cannot,  her  fruits  are  feldom  fweet,  unleft  we  pluck 
them  ourfelves.  ' 

Virg.  Let  me  beg  you  will  not  pay  fuch  a rate  as  your  inno- 
cence for 'it,  cart  you  not  forgive  ? Is  there  nothing  can  expiate 
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what  my  hue  was  only  guilty  in  } for  I was  never  faultytxxyou. 

Cicil.  Nothing  5 my  honour  tells  me  I muft  not  find  a peaces— 
Butmy  heart  tells  me  I belie  it.  ; .fvvijide. 

Virg.  Oh, do  not  frown  3 can  you  not  be  juft  but  you  muft:  be  an- 
gry too  > The  Judge  that  fpeaks  the  Malefaftors  fate,  and:  tells  him 
to  morrow  thou  {halt  dye,  he  dos  it  becaule  it  is  juft,  not  that  he 
is  pleas’d  with  the  wretches  mifery!.  Oh,  be  you  but  fo  merciful  3 
let  my  doom  come  but  as  a neceftity  from  you,  and  not  appear 
to  affeft  my  miferies.  j ■_ 

Cicil.  Brother  Facertes,  what  fhall  I fay  } Cicilia , bethyfelf5or 
thou  haft'  loft  the  glory  of  thy  revenge.  . . i 

Virg.  No,  divirieftt,  do  not  wrong  me  fo:,  as  to  think  i-  plead  for 
life  3 ’tis  for  your  pity  onely  that  I beg  3.  do  not  y.ou  deftroy. 
me  , command  fome  one  that  the  aft  but  addes  to  his  guilt  y 
ftain  not  with  blood  that  innocence  , £nor  with  cruelty  punifh 
cruelty.  • r> /;•’ 

Cicil.  No,;  Sir,  I know  your  friend  has  faid  enough  to\  fecure 
you  I.canUot  be  cruel  3 but  fincefueha  fullen  fate  attends;  me  that 
my  paftion  will  rob  me  of  the  revenge  I hop’d  to  have  had  on  you. 
I’ll  take  it  on  myfelf3  and  iftbouloveft  through  my  own  wounds, 
ftrike  thy  falfe: heart  which  I feeyyet  have  no  power  to  punifh. 
Virg.  Falfe  > oh,  do  not  fay  fo,  any  things  but  falfe; : ; • 

Cicil.  Did’ft  thou  not  plead,  thus  j,  till  thy  Arguments*  pre- 
vail’d with  my  Brother  , that  Brother  under  whofe  Sword 
thou  fell’ ft,  and  found’d  proteftion , though-  his  enemy  ?.  did’ft 
thou  not  vowr  there,  he  fhould  not  be  led  in  triumph,  who  elfe> 
would  not  have  lived  ? for  he  defended  himfelf  only  to  let  thy* 
pride  fee  thou  could’ft  not  overcome  him3  and  when  he  had  taught 
thee  with  his  fword  that  he  could  conquer,  he  yielded  to  let  thee 
fee  hedurftdye. 

Virg.  Dare- you  be  judg’d  by  that  Brother^ 

Cicil.  Yes,  when  he  is  himfelf  3 but  thefe  injuries  are  filent? 
when  I cal!  to  mind  that  barbarous  rage  that  did  not  fpare  the  aged, 
fnowof  my  honoured  Father.  What  glory  could  his  death  add 
to  your  conqueft,  whofe  heart  had  not  blood  enough  to  ftain  the 
facrilegious  weapom ! : 

Virg.  Oh  ! Madam,  for  thefe  misfortunes  which  call  me  their 
head,  I plead  the  duty  I owed  a Father,  whofe  Battel  I fought3  and 
it  became  me  to  obey  mine,  as  it  do’s  you  to  mourn  yours. 

Cicil.  Then,  to  thefe  add  the  vanity  of  this  journey,  promifing* 
your  felf  a viftory  over  our  hearts  too  3 and  becaufe  your  fword  is 
forbid  in  this  war,  alone  you  undertook  the  journey  3 as  if  Virgi- 
lius  name  were  enough  to  flave  the  world.  •• 

Virg.  Madam,  witnefs  Facertes , how  full  of  defpairs  I obeyed 
my  fate , and  your  misfortunes  will  quit  me  of  vanity  3 for  when 
they  had  fet  a rate  upon  your  beauty,  when  there  was  a price  made 
for  the  excellent  Cicilia , yet  then  I durft  not  hope  a purchafe. 
Vain,  falfe  and  cruel ! think  me  any  thing  but  luch  a monfter. 

Cicil.  Oh  Brother  ! cruel  Brother ! Sir,  if  I have  injur’d  you, 
I fhall  teach  you  to  forgive  by  forgiving  greater  faults : my  faith, 

and 
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and  my  faith,  alas,  that  can  neither  advantage  me',  nor  prejudice 

Virgiliuf. 

Virgil.  Do  not  fay  fo  } ’tis  the  faving  balm  } Vis  mercy  it  felf  } 
and  your  faith  of  me  muft  fave  me  here,  as  mine  hereafter  } Oh, 
Divined:,  ftop  not  your  mercy ,but  let  it  fall  here}  your  eyes  are  full 
of  pity^  let  that  precious  dew  drop  upon  my  thirfty  heart,  and  fave 
He  kneels  me,  ere  defpair  hath  licked  all  my  life  thence}  Turn  not  away, 
but  look  upon  me  as  I appear  in  repentance,  in  the  whitenefs  of  my 
tears,  in  their  Innocency,  in  my  Souls  Love  to  Cicilia , ftrewed  up- 
on the  Earth  in  fubmiffion.  Behold  me,  and  view  me,not  as  I ftand 
ftained  with  thy  miferies,but  fpeak  to  me,  and  fpeak  mercy,  Mercy 
whofe  figure  thy  fair  felf  wears, and  adorns}  O let  her  foftnefs  guide 
thy  tongue,  and  let  my  Souls  bleeding  fadnels  make  thy  fathers 
wounds  dumb. 

Cicilia . Oh,  ye  gods,  why  did  not  ye  make  him  Innocent  ? pray 
Sir,  Why  do  you  kneel  ? 

Herifes.  Virgil.  For  mercy  , is  there  no  mercy  ? your  tears  fhould  be 
friendly } can  you  weep  when  you  are  Angry  ? (He  rifes. ) 

Cicil.  No,  Sir,  my  tears  have  Prophetique  mifery,  and  fo  much 
weakneis  in  them,  they  deferve  your  pity. 

Virgil . Oh,  Madam,  do  not  call  it  weakneis , This  is  Charity, 
and  her  Alms  yields  a double  benefit,  and  adorns  as  well  as  faves } 
Oh  , my  fate , would  you  had  made  me  any  thing  that’s  molt 
Icorn’d,  rather  then  an  Enemy  here. 

Cicil.  That  had  been  too  great  a Blelfing}  for  know.  Sir,  you 
do  not,  more  then  I,  wilh  your  Innocence,  or  with  fad  def  thoughts 
mourn  your  guilt.  [ Enter  Facertes. 

Facert.  She  muft  not  fee  this  Paffion } Sir,  pray  let  your  love 
give  way  a little  to  Our  fafety  } Paulina  is  coming,  and  ’twill  be 
dangerous , by  the  difeovery  of  yours , to  put  her  Love  to  a de- 
fpair } Sifter,  I hope  your  Reafon  has  found  a way  to  be  reconcil’d 
to  this  Prince,  whofe  misfortunes  I know  cannot  deferve  your  hate} 
when  your  Juftice  guides } pray  let  her  not  fee  you  here. 

Cicil.  I can  forgive  him,  and  you  } But  I can  ne’re  forgive  my 
felf } and  fomething  I’le  do  {hall  lave  my  honour.  Q Exit  Cicilia. 

Facert . Pray,Sir,  put  off  this  fadnefs,and  follicite  Paulina  to  deli- 
ver her  this  Night } is  Ihe  as  unfenfible  of  your  Love  as  {he  ap- 
pear’d to  be  } 

Virgil.  She  is  all  honour,  all  her  felf}  All  thy  Sifter,  and  I happy 
onely  to  be  more  miferable. 

Facert.  Pray  retire,  before  Paulina  comes. 

Virgil.  Lie  follow  you. 

Facert.  This  way  we  (hall  meet  her , courage  Sir*}  After  Parly 
Womans  wars  give  Quarter  ftill,  and  Ihe  cannot  long  be  cruel. 


ACT. 
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or.  Love  at  jirjl  Sight . 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  Vlil. 

Enter  Bragadine  and  Bravo’s. 

Bragad.  \ Re  you  all  provided  > 

Barv.  Yes,  Sir,  how  many  are  they  > 

Bragad.  Three  is  the  moft  5 give  me  a Piftol,  ’tis  about  the  time 
fhe  appointed, flay  here,and  whittle, if  fhe  comes  5 Tie  look  out.  [Ex. 

1.  Brav.  This  wench  has  every  day  a Quarrel  , I kil’d  two  for 
her,  the  laft  Olympick. 

2.  Brav.  Marry,  the  gods  fend  her  many  Quarrels,  peace  Brings 

us  no  harveft  j Who  comes  here  ? [ Enter  Baud. 

Baud.  The  Moon  is  up,  and  he  not  come.  They  are  upon  de- 
parture } This  Coward  will  fail  me,  and  they  will  efcape,  and  the 
Rafcal  will  fcorn  me  to  death. 

1.  Brav.  Who’s  there? 

Baud.  ’Tis  I,  whole  that  ? the  Prince  ? 

1.  Brav.  No,  Madam,  but  one  of  his  Creatures. 

Baud.  Who’s  that  ? Ennius  > why,  where  have  you  been  ma- 
ny a day  ? 

1.  Brav.  Faith,  I durft  not  be  feen  till  laft  night. 

Baud.  You  promis’d  me  a vilit  once,  but  you  broke  your  word. 

1.  Brav.  Lets  retire,  and  call  my  Lord  5 1’Ie  pay  it  now. 

Baud . Follow  me  then,  is  my  Lord  this  way  ? 

1.  Brav.  Yes,  let  me  guide  you.  [Enter  Bragadine. 

Bragad.  Who’s  that  palfed  by  ? 

2.  Brav.  It’s  the  old  Woman,  that  ferves  raulina. 

Enter  Baud  and  Bravo  again. 

Baud.  O,  are  you  ready,  Sir,  you  have  flayed  the  utmoffc  time  j 
fhe  expefts  him  with  longing  thoughts,  they  are  all  provided  , and 
a Gaily  lies  ready  at  the  Mole,  to  convey  them  away  5 but  if  your 
hearts  be  true,  we  will  Hay  their  Journey. 

Bragad.  We  are  all  ready,  and  refolute. 

Baud.  Follow  me  then,  I’le  lee  you  plac’d  where  they  mutt 
pals  by. 

Bragad.  Lead  the  way. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  IX. 

• Enter  Cicilia  and  Paulina. 

Cicilia.  ^ T THat  return  to  make  you,  for  this  good  A & , I know 
V V not  ^ But  I fhall  ever  admire  you  for  daring  ( in  fo 
wicked  a Place  ) to  be  lo  lingly  good. 

Paul.  I,  that  durft  be  wicked,  ought  not  to  dilpute  now  5 but 
with  fhame  to  look  upon  my  faults,  and  offer  this,  as  my  firft  fa- 

crifice. 
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The  Princefs  : 

crifice,  to  witncls  I repent  5 and  may  my  wifhes  prove  fortunate 
and  make  you  happy  in  that  Love  that  makes  me  miferable. 

Afide.  Cicil.  You  cannot  be  fo  miferable  as  I, That  muft  love  my 

Enemy.  . [Enter  Baud. 

Baud.  Madam,  are  you  ready,  they  day  at  the  Carden  gate  (hall 
I let  them  in  ? 

Paul.  Yes,  yes,  and  fee  the  gates  (hut  that  lead  to  the  ftreet. 

Baud.  All  is  fafe,  pray  make  hafte. 

Paul.  Wee’le  meet  you,  call  at  my  window.  [ [Exeunt  ornnes. 


ACT.  IV.  S C E N.  X. 

Enter  Virgilius  Facertes. 

Facert.  ^IT^His  Moon  is  friendly,  come,  pray  let  not  this  cloudy 
l fadnefs  hang  upon  our  Joys  5 you  fee  (he  contented  to 
put  her  felf  into  your  protedion:,  her  tears  too  are  your  warrant, 
for  all  Womens  (forms  are  pad:  when  thofe  (howers  fall. 

Virgil.  I do  not  now  grieve  for  fear  fhe  fhould  be  angry  , but 
that  I am  fo  unlucky  as  to  deferve  it  } and  my  Friends  "can  wit- 
nefs  my  heart  never  finned  againfi:  her , yet  fomething  lies  heavy 
upon  it  I cannot  remove } for  my  fears  tell  me  (heel  take  fome 
Revenge  upon  her  felf}  for  you  faw  it  washer  Pafiion,not  her  rea- 
fon,  that  forgave  me. 

Facert.  I know  her  Religion  will  proted  her  againfi:  her  felf, 
and  (he  has  too  much  honour  , to  wi(h  health , and  put  poyfon  in 
the  Cup } and  though  fhe  threatned  revenge, yet  (he  fcorns  to  take 
it  when  fhe  is  reconcil’d. 

Virgil.  Oh,  (he  is  too  Excellent  to  be  falfe}  Peace.  Whofe 
there  ? \_Enter  Baud. 

Baud.  Is  the  Galley  re'Sdy,  they  Exped  you. 

Facert.  All’s  ready,  lead  the  way. 

Band.  Follow  me.  [Exeunt  ornnes. 

Bragad.  within.  Stand  clote,  I hear  ’em  come. 


Enter  Virgil.  Facertes,  and  Baud  again. 

Baud.  Stay  here,  while  I return,  with  the  Key. 

Facert.  This  is  the  Garden. 

whil°bho7y'  Virgil.  Oh  ! This  maybe  juft  : but  whether  it  be  fair,  or  no, 

ffunge  and  the  Heaven,  thou  fee’ft. 

hlotdrunt  down.  „ , tt  j 

Facertes  dr  ires  Facert.  How  do  you.  Sir  ? 

7JkeTkimwh.<  Virgil.  Why  well,  Facertes } The  Bullet  but  glanced. 

Mm>-  Facert.  Oh  my  lifter.  If  thou  haft  a hand  in  this  T reachery,  may 

Plagues  fuddain  and  lading  find  and  fink  thee  with  defpairs,  when 
Virgil,  is jlill mercy  dies  thee  as  thou  haft  done  thy  honour  } nor  fhall  all 
m Facertes  the  tyes  of  love,  or  nature,  prove  thy  guard,  nor  the  mercies  due  to 
Arms.  thy  weeping  penitence  } No,  thy  fex  (hall  not  proted  thee  from  the 
juftice  of  my  fwoln  rage,  which  with  fword,  and  words  (that 
wound  more  ) fhall  afflid  thee. 

Virgil. 
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or , at  jirfiSighl. 

yjrg , Why  doft  thou  rage  and  curfe  her,  ftill  miftaking  that  ex- 
cellent Maid?  Upon  my  Soul,  (he  has  nohandin’t,  (lie  is  too  full 
of  Honour , to  take  fo  bale-  a way  to  her  Revenge,  or  feek  by 
Treachery  a life  that’s  onely  worn  to  ferve  her  3 and  when  (he 
frownes,  may  command  me  put  it  off. 

Facer.  Draw  your  fword  then,  and  take  tny  counfel,  if  your 
ftrength  fail  not, and  fall,>as  if  their  malice  had  been  more  profper-  ^tobUn. 
ous,  perchance  the  Villain,  Author  of  this  deed,  lurks  hereabout, 

and  expeds  fuch  a fign  ere  he  dare  difcover  himfelf. -Pray, Sir,  Aloud. 

let  me  bear  you  home. 

Virg.  Ko,Facertet,  let  me  die  here.  Virgil  imirm, 

Facer.  Unfortunate  Youth,  Murther.  Villaines,whereareydu,  his  fmti  and 
you  accurfed  A dors  of  this  black  deed  ? do  you  hide  already  lies  doVfn- 
Cowards  ? dare  you  not  look  on  your  Ad  ? cicilia  and 

Cicilia.  It  was  my  Brothers  voice  that  cry  d Murther.  Paulina  above, 

Vaul.  I heard  a Piftoll,  where’s  Olympia  .<? 

Enter  Bragadine,  Baud,  and  Bravoes. 

Cicilia.  Heark,  there’s  fome  body  comes. 

Facer.  Villaines,  dare  you  not  yet  appear  ? 

Bragad.  Yes,  fool,  we  dare,  and  laugh  upon  your  miferies. 

Baud.  Yes,  an  old  Woman  will  laugh  3 fool,  thou  had  ft  better 
have  deftroy’d  thy  Mother , then  with  fcorn  have  awaked  my 
Malice,  now  where  is  all  your  young  wits  ? am  not  I prov’d  a Mo- 
ther of  your  Joyes.?  fool,  lam  reveng’d  now. 

Cicilia.  What  cry  was  that  ? 

Bragad . How  now,  what  ailes  you  ? licf^runsbi^ 

Baud.  Oh  me,  oh  me,  I am  dead.  jmyrd  j„Jt0  the 

Facer.  Then,  though  our  miferies  be  great,  they  are  not  fo  ill  Baud^ni  kills 
as  I fear’d  3 what  moved  thee,  Villain,  to  this  bafe  Ad  ? faeces 

Bragad.  Revenge,  fool  3 thought’ft  thou , I could  forgive  a 
wound,  and  fuch  an  Injury  as  to  have  her  I call  mine  poflelsd  by 
another  ? 

Facer.  Villain,  thou  (halt  dearly  pa}'  for  this  bafe  Ad3Rife,  Sir, 
the  Truth  is  now  at  large  difcovered.  0f  tJb<Bravoes, 

Brav.  Oh  ! 

Bragad.  Ha,  alive  ? 

Virg.  Yes,  and  I hope  lhall  find  fo  much  Mercy  as  to  punifh  thy 
Treachery.  _ ' rbitf ght. 

Bragad.  Draw,  Ennius , we  have  yet  as  many  fwords  as  they,  virgilius  and  \ 
Ennius.  I warrant  you,  Sir , and  as  good  hearts.  SrufSrd  Hn- 

Virg.  Traitor,  thou  want’d  the  caufe.  niuj. 

Cicilia  above.  It  is  they,  they  are  fet  upon,  I hear  their  (words  ™**H™d*U 
too  3 let’s  hafte,  our  prefence  may  bring  fome  aid  3 for  Heavens  Bragad> 
lake,  let  us  not  look  on  and  fee  them  murthered.  and  fails. 

Bragad.  Hold,as  thou  haft  Mercy ,hold  3 and  as  thou  haft  faults,  p^enef^ni 
Ihew  Mercy.  Ennius  ftrug' 

Virg.  Yes,  in  this  Juftice,  for  Juftice  is  ever  merciful.  gU(>n/ve  r s 

Facer.  There,  Villain  , There’s  thy  treacheries  firft  reward 
thou  art  going  for  thy  laft.  G Enter  vies. 
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The  PritJCefs  ; 


Enter  Cicilia  and  Paulina  5 rohilfi  they  are  fighting  upon  the 
ground , Cicilia  runs  to  F acertes. 

Cicilia.  Ha  ( upon  the  ground,  F acertes , what  accident  is 
this  > 

Facer.  Where’s  the  Prince  ? 

Virg.  Here,  how  fares  F acertes  ? 

Facer.  Well,  onely  a little  fcratch’d. 

Paul.  Sir,  I hope  you  believe  I had  no  hand  in  this  Treachery. 

Virg.  No  Madam, we  know  the  unworthy  caule. 

Cicilia.  What  was  it  ? 

Facer.  All  our  Joyes  (within  this  minute)  had  a cloud  on  them$ 
and  I confefs,  I was  afraid  it  had  hid  my  Sifters  faults,  whilft  I 
fear’d  a miftake  of  Juftice  had  betray’d  thee  to  a Murther  \ yet 
then  in  his  wounds  the  Prince  was  himfelf,and  colle&edd  chid  my 
miftruft  5 fee,  he  bleeds  ftill,do’s  not  that  expiate  ? This  is  twice 
he  has  fhed  it  in  facrificing  to  thy  liberty  5 and  now  to  be  angry  is 
wilfull  and  humor,  not  honour. 

Cicilia.  Do  you  command,  Cicilia  {hall  obey  , for  I confefs,  the 
Prince  is  Mafter  of  that  honour  I but  talked  of } will  you  mediate 
a pardon  for  the  Injuries  my  Paflion  threw  upon  him  ? and  I {hall 
joy  to  find  I was  miftaken. 

Virg.  O Madam, do  not  {peak  of  pardon, for  your  Innocence  knows 
not  the  way  to  that  Injury  I could  not  forgive  5 But  I will  not  talk, 
for  I fhould  hate  my  felf,if  I had  words  to  exprefs  this  Joy. 

Paul.  Ha!  The  Prince  {lain,  and  Olympia  dead  ? as  you  love 
your  fafety  hafte  hence  5 he  whom  your  Juftice  has  found  is  the 
Vice-Roy  s Son , and  its  prefent  death  if  you  be  taken. 

Facer.  No  diftraCtion  5 The  Galley  is  ready,  and  waits  us  at  the 
Mole , thither  we’ll  immediately  $ Sifter,  dare  you  yet  put  your 
felf  into  the  Princes  Protection  ? _ 

Cicilia.  Yes,  but  not  now,  when  I am  free  I will  5 and  as  I re- 
fus’d at  firft,  becaufe  it  was  early,  fo  now,  ’caufe  it  is  forced,  and 
looks  like  giving  upon  the  Death-bed^and  I would  be  loath  to  be- 
come the  Princes  Legacy. 

Virg.  I befeech  you,  let  not  a nicity  interrupt  my  Joyes } but 
truft  me  with  your  protection,  till  I have  made  good  my  vowes  to 
your  Brother,  whole  Joyes  my  Affairs  have  deferr’d  : But  when 
you  fee  him  pofleffed  of  his  Country,  then  I’ll  kneel  for  a Blefling 
in  the  fair  Cicilia  , dare  you  bid  me  hope? 

Cicilia.  I promife  to  do  what  honour  {hall  warrant  me  5 and 
when  thde  wounds  are  heal’d,  I fhall  not  call  it  weaknefs  that 
makes  me  yield  to  my  paflion. 

Facer.  This  Cloud  is  blown  over  by  Fate,andnow  I’ll  fmileand 
prophecy,  through  all  our  wounds  and  tears,  a joyfull  iflue. 

Virg.  We’ll  for  Sicily  firft,  the  Vice-Roy  being  dead  they  dare 
not  refufe  my  Authority  5 befides,  if  they  do,  the  Army  is  mine, 
and  that  fhall  fecure  F acertes.  Madam,  what  Commands  have  you 
toenjoyn  me,  that  I may  return  this  favour  ? 


Paul. 


or,  Love  at  firjl  Sight.  5 1 

Paul.  When  you  appear’d  a private  Man  and  compafs’d  with 
dangers  you  had  a power  here,  which  now  is  turn’d  to  duty  , 
and  I beg  a prote&ion  in  your  company,  for  the  Prince  was  known 
to  have  an  Intereft  here , and  to  be  found  dead  in  my  Garden  will 
bring  a certain  ruine  upon  me  } For  that  I am  Innocent  will  be  no 
guard,  but  I (hall  fall  now  to  expiate  my  other  faults^and  I confefs, 

I would  fain  live  now,  fori  am  certain  I repent,  and  fhall  ever  fa- 
crifice  to  the  Prince  Virgilius  as  my  good  Genius. 

Cicilia.  Sure  we  fhall  not  deny  you  a fafety,  to  whom  we  owe 
all  ours. 

Facer.  No  Complement,  but  this  way  througli  the  Garden  to 
the  Galley , the  wind  is  fomewhat  high. 

Virg.  The  Clouds  are  black , we’ll  keep  under  the  fhore,  that 
if  need  be,  we  may  put  in  upon  the  Coaft  of  Calabria^ 

Facer.  Not  I,  as  I live. 

Virg.  Let  me  beg  that  Olive  branch  fign  of  Peace  5 and  witnefs  He  refuges 
all,  I joy  more  to  be  thusbemnd,  then  to  have  conquer’d  Sicily,  lead  his 

[Exeunt  0 tunes.  s 


A C T.  Vw  S C E N.  I. 

Enter  Cilius  folus. 

Cilius.  * | nHe  Captain  has  refufed  to  give  me  the  freedom  of  her 
X I Love,but  if  the  Lieutenant  keep  his  word, I fhall  make 
him  repent  it  at  as  fad  a rate  as  I bear  my  mifery  5 ’tis  not  Love, 
fure,  that  affiids  my  Heart,  for  I have  heard ’em  fay,  That  it  is  a qjj;us/;w 
foft  and  gentle  Paflion,  which  ftrokes  and  courts  the  Mind, and  his  down. 
fervice  perfect  freedom, for  Love  is  both  the  Famine  and  the  Food, 
none  of  thefe  chains  affli&s  them  $ I have  feen  Women  and  Eoyes 
play  with  this  Power : ’Tis  the  fport  of  Virgins  , and  yet  their 
Hearts  laft  Ages  } Nay,  they  can  be  falfe  too,  and  yet  not  lcfe  one 
Grace, nor  one  Beauty  falls  5 Even  the  perjur’d  Lovers  weare  their 
quiet  Minds  and  fair  Faces  ftill,  whil’d:  I pine  and  wither  under 
thefe  two  dayes  mifery.  I cannot  eat  nor  fleep  fince  I law  her,  and 
my  frinds  are  irkfome  to  me,  I love  loannefs,  and  hunt  Corners, 
and  prize  a thought  ofbeing  her  flave,  more  then  a Conqueftover 
the  world  5 Yet  I ftammer  ftill  , and  cannot  fpeak  fence  when  my 
griefs  would  tell  her  , the  ftory  of  what  I ail.  I have  loft  my 
Courage  too  of  late  for,  by  all  our  Gods , I ftart  and  tremble 
when  I fee  her  j Nay,  I am  a Dog  if  I do  not  weep  when  I behold 
her  j no  Boy  at  School  has  his  tears  readier  then  I,  I could  weep 
like  froward  Children.  This  makes  me  mad,  to  find  my  felf  a- 
bandoned  by  all  the  Gods,whofe  ends  I cannot  guefs,nor  why  they 
fend  me  this  new  way  to  mifery.  [Enter  Lieut. 

Z.zeaf.How,Sir,upon  the  ground?up,Sir,the  Souldiers  are  prepar- 
ed, and  expeft  your  prefence  only  to  finifh  the  work , Theflaves 
too  are  loofe  and  privately  arm’d j and  when  he  is  once  aboard, 
give  but  the  fign,  and  beMafter  both  of  him  and  her.  _Fie,  Sir, 

Q 1 W what 


He  helps 
him  up. 

He  leans 
upon  him. 


Stride  him. 


The  Frincefs  : 

what  means  this  dejeftion  ? up,  for  fhame. 

Ctlius.  See  Lieutenant , I am  grown  the  obedient’ft  thing  that 
ever  fighd  himfelf  away  } O Lieutenant,  kind  old  Friend,  if  we 
mifcarry  in  this  defign,  I am  loft  for  ever  } for  I am  become  the 
wretched’ft  thing  thy  heart  can  fancy. — Prithee  pray 

Lieut.  Bondue , pray  ? you  have  found  your  Man  indeed. 

Cilius.  The  Angry  Gods  to  fend  Men  and  bold  wounds.not  cow- 
ardly thoughts  and  Women  when  they  will,call  Cilius  to  the  Earth 
again. 

Lieut.  Death  ! what  ayle  you.  Sir  ? 

Cilius.  Oh  Friend!  this  trouble  of  my  Mind  is  lent  like  fome  new 
difeafe  to  fcourge  thy  Friend,  and  aft  what  fword  and  ficknefs 
could  not  do } and  my  defpair  will  throw  me  upon  fome  horrid 
Crime,  againft  which  ’tis  in  vain  to  oppofe  or  Armesor  Virtue  } 
The  T yrant-Boy  Lords  it  ore  my  Heart,  and  now  he  has  wounded 
me  will  make  me  kite  the  Dart. 

Lieut.  Oh  ! is  this  it  you  complain  of  ? Let  me  know  Man  or  boy 
that  dares  wrong  you  } By  this  hilt,  I will  fend  him  on  a cold 
Errand. 

Cilius.  Thy  threats  are  vain  , for  my  griefs  are  a difeafe  I ne;ver 
felt  before  5 The  remedy  too  is  hid  from  Gods  and  Men,  the  Maid, 
the  lovely  Maid  thou  gav’ft  me. 

Lieut.  A pox  on  her,  the  Wench,  is  fhe  the  caufe  ? was  (he  not 
found,  Sir  ? 

Cilius.  Sound  ! 

Lieut.  I,  found,  by  this  hand  for  all  that  I know  fhe  was , I am  a 
Dog  if  I touched  her^and  but  for  a kifs  or  two  you  had  her  as  pure 
as  I found  her.  • 

Cilius.  Peace,  Beaft. 

Lieut.  By  this  Light,  Sir,  I am  in  carneft,  and  unlefs  ’twere  Crab 
had  a touch, — for  no  body  elfe  was  alone  with  her,  'tis  that  old 
Rogue  has  fpoild  her. 

Cilius.  Villain,  Slave. 

Lieut.  Why,  in  pallion.  Sir  ? you  are  not  the  firft } why  this, 
what  a pox,  a Clap  is  no  fuch  difhonour  to  a Souldier. 

Cilius.  Peace,  wretch. 

Lieut.  He  is  modeft  5 a Plague  upon  her  for  a diftembling  prating 
Whore  : By  this  hand  I would  ha3  ventur’d  my  life  fhe  had  been 
found. 

Cilius.  Dog,  doft  thou  know  her  whom  thou  thus  profan’d:  ? 

Lieut.  Know  her  ? mifchiefs  know  her  and  the  whole  fex,  they 
are  nothing  but  diflimulation  : why  do  you  ftrike  me  ? you  beg 
of  me  to  be  your  Baud , and  are  angry  for  a mifchance,  thank  your 
felf  5 you  were  never  quiet  till  you  had  a bout  with  her. 

Cilius.  He  will  miftake  me  ftill. 

Lieut.  Miftake  you  ? ’Tis  you  miftake  your  felf,  can  I help  it  if 
you  have  a Clap}  if  you  will  tell  me  what  you  ail,  there  are  wayes 
and  eafie  cures  enough  for  fuch  chances,  without  the  fword } you 
have  but  one  remedy  for  all  difeales,that  damn’d  fword, you  think, 
can  cure  all. 

Cilius^ 


or,  Love  at  firji  fight. 

Cilius.  Fool,  thou  haft  prophan d a Maid  with  thy  bafe  thoughts 
purer  then  thy  Prayers. 

Lieut.  I underftand  not  your  Raptures  5 if  Ihe  has  given  you  a 
touch, 111  help  you  to  a Chirurgeon,  and  my  felf  to  another#' you’ll 
be  modeft  and  lick  your  felf  whole  you  may. 

Cilim.  How  natural  ’tis  for  him  to  apprehend  fuch  dangers  as  he 
has  found.  Fool,  thou  haft  miftaken  me  all  this  while,  and 
would’ft  thou  have  been  filent  I had  told  thee  5 "tis  her  Eyes  that 
have  wounded  me  , and  my  difeafe  is  Love  , defperate  Love  ^ if 
I can  judge  of  that  ftrange  Paflions  5 for  "tis  Love  for  her  that 
dies  for  another  5 haft  thou  a remedy  for  fuch  a wound  in  the 
Mind  ? 

Lieut.  Love,  is  that  your  difeafe  ? I am  glad  ’tis  no  worfe  5 by 
my  troth.  Sir,  if  you  will  ftarve  with  meat  before  you  , I will  bu- 
ry you,  but  I will  never  pity  you } Love  and  Marriage  are  the 
only  two  mifchiefs  that  belong  to  the  Sex  which  I have  not 
had,  and  therefore  can  onely  prefcribe  you  Wine  and  Women  for 
a remedy. 

Cilius.  Prithee  no  more  and  if  thou  lov’ft  me,  let  thy  kind- 
nefs  excufe  my  Paftion,  without  making  Mirth  of  my  mi- 
fery. 

Lieut.  Now  cannot  I be  angry  with  him  though  I bleed  } Sir, 
I would  fain  ferve  you  if  I knew  how.  Can  you  tell  what  tis 
your  Love  would  have  ? what  does  the  blind  Child  cry  for, 
would  he  lie  with  the  Wench  ? by  this  hand  I will  fetch  her  to  you 
once  more , if  I thought  that  would  cure  your  difeafe. 

No  more  as  you  are  a Souldier,  by  your  Honour  no  more  j 
your  Honefty  in  other  things  excufes  your  Ignorance  in  this  $ no 
more  I fay.  Alone  I will  find  my  remedy  ^ and  this  fword,  as  I laid 
before,  has  a Cure  for  all  my  miferies  j for  he  that  dares  die  may 
defie  the  worft  of  F ates. 

Lieut.  Faith,  Sir,  but  he  that  dies  fora  Woman  in  Italy  is  but 
a fmall  friend  to  the  Sex  and  Lachrym <e0  and  by  my  confent  fhould 
be  buried  in  a feather-bed.  [_Exeunt. 


ACT.  V.  SCEN.  II. 

% t ; , 

V - » V.  /*; 

Enter  the  Lieutenant,  and  Souldiers  chain'd. 


. ^^j^Hat,  are  y°u  refolv’d  ?. 


Lieut _ 

All.  Yes,  Sir,  releafe  us  and  we’ll  do  it. 

Lieut.  Or  muft  I make  an  Oration  to  perfwade  you  to  this 
Geer? 

All.  No,  Sir,  we  need  no  perfwafions. 

Lieu.  Methinks  you  Ihould  not,  confidering  I humbly  defire  you. 
not  to  be  hang’d,  and  (hall  take  it  for  an  obligation,  if  you  will 
throw  away  your  cold  water,  and  pledge  me  in  Greek  wine,  and 
entreat  your  worfhips  to  quit  thefe  iron  Jewels,  and  hard  benches, 
for  Gold-chains  and  pretty  Wenches.  • 

I Sould a 
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The  Frincefs : 

, i Sould.  Sir,  we  hope  you  do  not  mean  to  abufe  us,  and  lhew 
us  this  heaven  only  in  words. 

Lien.  By  this  good  day  I am  real,  and  you  fhall  all  be  loofe  and 
arm’d  5 and  when  he  comes  aboard,  put  off  fpeedily,  and  then  dit- 
cover  your  felves  $ if  he  refills,  kill  him,  if  nor,  only  bind  him  $ by 
thefe  hilts,  I have  order  to  hang  you  every  man,  and  mine  own 
fafety  tells  me  I were  beft  to  do  it. 

All.  Oh ! Lieutenant,  noble  Lieutenant,  you  know  we  have 
been  boneft  Rogues  to  you  always. 

Lien.  All  but  my  friend  that  would  cut  my  throat  the  other  day, 
becaufe  I would  not  give  him  my  Wench. 

2 Sould.  ’Tis  true,  Lieutenant,  I was  faulty,  and  you  may  leave 
being  a Lyon,  and  take  revenge  upon  a Dog  } but  you  know  you 
fpoil  a good  fellows  drinking  when  ever  you  hang  me  5 and  it  may 
be,  you’l  not  find  one  to  bear  my  part  in  your  Catches  when  I 
am  gone  5 and  then  you’l  wifh  you  had  not  been  fo  revengeful. 

Lieu.  No,  you  Rogues,  you  know  I am  of  a moft  merciful  na- 
ture, and  that  makes  5 01  fo  prefutnptuous  ^ and  to  confirm  you, 
I’li  have  all  joyn  hands,  and  you  fhall  fee  what  a miracle  \ il  work  5 
Here  they  fo  now,  circle  me  about  while  I conjure  up  a fpirit  that  lhail  tell 
nu*e  a ring  me  all  your  thoughts,  and  you  mine. 
about  him 

Catch,*  * The  Catch  in  three  Parts. 

I.  All  3 ' | n0  Bacchus  bow , to  Bacchus  fing, 

X with  voine  and  mirth  let's  conjure  him, 
j I By  his  Mothers  eye 

2 And  his  Fathers  thigh , 

3 By  her  God  brought  delight, 

1 And  his  too  g lor i outfight, 

2 By  Juno’s  deceit , 

3 And  thy  fad  retreat . 

1 Appear , appear , appear 

2 Kind  Godin  Bottles , here. 

Bacchus.  Lo  I appear , lo  I appear. 

I I.  All  3 To  Bacchus  boro , to  Bacchus fwg, 

with  wine  and  mirth  let's  conjure  him , 

1 By  Ariadne’/  wrongs , 

2 Andthefalje youth's  harms, 

3 By  the  rochjn  h is  breajl. 

1 7 hat pedfiom  the  dijirejl 

2 By  the  tempefl  in  her  mind 

3 Which  ceas  t when  thou  wert  kind. 

1 By  thofe  beauties  that  he  fed, 

2 And  the  pleafures  of  her  bed. 

All  3 Appear , appear , appear 

Kind  God  in  Bottles  here. 

Bacchus.  Dr  inland  twill  appear. 

Drink^deep  and  l am  here. 


III.  AU 


ory  hove  at  firft  Sight, 

III.  All  g To  Bacchus  bow,  to  Bacchus  jing, 

'Tfc  -wine  and  mirth  that  conjures  him, 

1 By  this  blood  of  the  Vine, 

2 Thus  pour’d  on  thy Jhrine  , 

g By  this  full glafi 

• i To  the  lafi  kind  lafi, 

2 ’ Twos  a girle  twice  nine 
g That  claft’d  like  thy  Vine, 

1 By  this  and  that  appear ^appear, appear 

2 Kind  and  kinder  God  in  Bottles  here, 

Bacchus,  All  3 Lol  appear ,one  kjnd  bottle  more  and  l will  dwell  here, 

/ -i  3 Vi!  '•  tuO1 * 3;  1 j Owl 

I V.  All  3 Then  thus  again  we  will  conjure  him 
Becaufe  he  has  propitious  been. 

1 Hence  this  glafi,  a poor  and  (ingle  facrifcc, 

2 A Hecatomb  in  this  bottle  dies , 
g By  the  men  that  thou  haji  won , 

1 And  the  women  thou  haft  undone, 

2 By  the  friendfiips  thou  haji  made , 
g And  the fecrets  thou  haft  betray  'd. 

1 By  this  cure  of  our  forrow , 

2 Thus  charm’d  till  to  morrow. 

3 Appear , appear , appear 
All  3 Kind  God  in  bottles  here. 

Bacchus,  All  3 Lo  I appear , lo  I am  here , 

And  there  and  there  } 

Lo,  1 am  every  where. 

1 Sould . Is  Bacchus  a Devil,  Lieutenant,  that  he  obeys  your 
charm  ? I thought  he  had  been  a God. 

Lieu.  Faith,  that  is  as  he  is  ufed,  and  may  be  both  y Butlmean 
he  (hall  play  the  Devil  now  5 and  therefore  each  man  take  into  his 
hand  one  of  thefe  Familiars  5 and  when  he  has  fucked  the  fecret 
from  him,  let  him  releafe  the  fpirit  into  the  Cellar  again. 

3 Sould.  But  what  fecret,  Lieutenant? 

Lieu.  Converfe  with  that  fpirit,  and  he  will  inftruft  thee  : whi- 
fper  to  him  thus. — Hup,  and  thou  (halt  find  liberty  flip  down  thy  He  drinks, 
throat.  they  all 

1 Sould.  Haft  thou  met  him  yet  ? drink. 

3  Sould.  Not  yet,  but  I believe  he's  hard  by,  for  I met  his  bag- 
gage } I could  be  angry  to  think  he  fhould  have  fo  many  fine 
Wenches  and  we  none. 

Lieu.  He’s  in  the  right,  anger  and  luft,  liberty  is  hard  by,  I war-  7 hey  all 
rant  it  5 but  fhe  is  in  the  laft  drop,  and  have  at  her  5 will  you  take  drink,  again. 
my  word  hereafter  ? 

1 Sould.  Yes,  but  good  Lieutenant,  call  to  the  devil  for  one  a} * * ,ott.les 
Bottle  more,  and  let  it  be  burnt  fack.  ^ * 

Lieu.  It  is  too  late,  yonder  comes  our  chief.  The  brave  Cilius.  stage,  and 

cry  liberty , 
Enter  liberty. 


The  Prinafs: 


Enter  Cilius. 

,p\W  .-.i  Of :Sl  >1:  o-  r*'T  ;•  {’  A 1 f- 

i Sottld.  Chief,  Lieutenant?  We  have  no  Chief,  Lieutenant, 
but  liberty. 

Cil.  How  now.  Lieutenant,  what  noife  is  this  ? 

Lieu.  We  have  been  confulting.  Sir,  about  this  bufinefs  5 I,  and 

my  fellow  Souldiers  here, 1 have  ground  the  Rogues  to  fuch  an 

edge  they  will  cut  iron  3 and  being  perfwaded  they  are  free,  you 
may  command  them  like  Dogs.  [ ajide. 

Cil  Haftethentothe  Galley,  I’llftay  the  Captain  and  his  com- 
pany till  you  are  aboard  3 and  honeft  friends  when  this  is  done, 
command  your  own  and  my  power  to  ferve  you. 

All.  Long  live  Cilius , long  live  Cilius. 

Ci/.Thanks  to  all,did  the  ftorm  laft  night  do’no  mifchief  amongft 
the  Gallies  ? 

Lieu.  I had  taken  fix  when  I lay  down,  and  it  did  but  rock  me. 

Cil.  Pray  Jofe  no  time,  but  hafte  aboard  5 for  I mufi:  wait  up- 
on the  Captain.  [Exit  Cilius. 

Lieu.  F ear  not  us  3 how  now,  who  have  we  here  ? [Ent.  Tull. 

Tull.  Gentlemen,  and  my  fellow  Souldiers,  I have  an  humble 
fuit  to  you. 

All.  What  is’t,  what  is’t? 

Tull.  That  I may  have  leave  to  live. 

All.  Live  ? why  not  ? 

Tull.  You  mufi:  ask  my  Lieutenant  that,  he  knows  the  reafon 
better  then  I,  for  he  has  a bill  of  my  hand,  to  be  dead  to  morrow. 

Lieu.  Thou  art  a fool,  here’s  nothing  but  liberty  3 and  he  that 
dares  drink  fhall  never  dye. 

Tull.  Nay,  I’ll  drink,  fo  I may  live. 

1 Sottld.  Hum!  Fellow  Tullius  ^ no  covenants,  no  conditions  for 
drinking  while  you  live,  drink  freely. 

Lieu.  Joyn  hands,  and  fing  aboard,  there’s  liberty. 

[Exeunt  0 nines Jinging. 


ACT.  V.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Cilius  and  Sophia,  voith  fome  of  thoje  Romans  were  taken 

Frifoners  roith  her. 

/C  Adam,  be  confident,  for  it  fhall  not  be  in  his  power  to 
1 V £ wrong  you,  my  felf  will  be  your  guard. 

Soph.  Sir,  laffc  night  (but  that  I threatned,  not  to  out-live  his  in- 
jury) he  had  forc’d  me. 

1 Roman.  We  appear’d  upon  her  call,  and  with  our  cries  made 
him  fufpttic  the  noife  might  have  given  notice  to  the  Souldiers. 

Cil.  Force  you  ? he  dares  not  do  it,  by  our  Laws  he  dies,  or  any 
that  forces  a Virgin  after  {he  is  in  our  publick  Treafury,  which  you 
are  now  5 for  your  price,  Madam,  if  you  were  (old,  is  to  be  divi- 
ded 3 ’tis  true,  if  he  will  marry  you,  that  priviledge  he  has  as  Cap- 
tain 5 


or}  Love  at  fi rjt  Sight. 

tain  5 he  pays  our  Chares.,  and  takes  you  , but  from  all  thofe  dan- 
gers, my  life  and  honour  to  pawn,  l ie  fecure  you. 

Soph.  The  gods,Sir,  I hope,  will  reward  this  goodnefs,  and  joyri 
with  you  to  protect  our  Innocence. 

2.  Roman.  Will  it  be  long, Sir,  ere  we  go  to  the  Galley  ? 

Cilius.  No,  he  is  now  coming  with  the  red  of  the  Slaves  5 I be- 
feech  you  be  not  fad,  it  looks  prophetickly , and  ’tis  a kind  of  ill 
Omen  5 The  Souldiers  are  all  firm  for  you  , I dare  not  day  5 


for  to  be  feen  with  you  might  breed  Sufpition.  I kifs  yOid 

hand.  [Exit  Cilius 


1.  Roman.  Be  not  deje&ed,  Madam,  you  fee  by  what  drange 
means  your  dars  have  raifed  you  a power  among  your  Enemies. 

This  gallant  youth  will  not  be  fo  falfe  as  to  deceive  your  triidj  and 
once  in  Italy  Sophia's  name  is  guard  enough.  \_Enter  Capt .and  Nig. 

Capt.  Sir,  had  you  nam’d  your  felf,  or  Countrey,  The  fam’d 
Nigro  had  found  no  Enemies  here  :,  for  we  are  all  a part  of  that  un- 
fortunate Illand,  that  are  thus  forc’d  to  live  by  fpoil  of  them  that 
have  dedroyed  us  5 and  I am  fad  to  think  of  the  misfortune  of  Our 
Princefs,efpecially  this  lad  Accident,  wherein  the  vertuous  Cicilia 
differ’d-,  But  for  thofe  flaves  whofe  faldiood  were  the  Authors  of 
her  Mifery,  This  day  the  Dogsfhall,  upon  the  hook,  find  a judice. 

Nig.  Sir,  I have  no  joy  now  left  $ for  I have  feen  all  my  Maders 
family  ruin’d  5 and  Our  Countrey  fold  to  flavery  , yet  if  we 
make  hade,we  may  again  redeem  the  unfortunate  Cicilm  ^ for  be- 
ing fold  at  Naples,  ’tis  not  likely  they  will  fo  fuddenly  remove  her. 

Capt.  We  are  this  morning  bound  thither  , the  Slaves  Mart  is 
held  there  to  day. 

Soph.  What  do  I hear  ? Nigro  nam’d,  was  not  that  he  my  Bro- 
ther faved  in  the  Siracufan  battel  ? 

1.  Roman.  Yes,  Madam,  and  that  was  he  that  faved  the  Prince 
Facertes  in  that  battel  where  his  Father  fell. 

Soph.  And  thePrincefsCd///#  was  Che  that  Prifoner  that  the 
Claves  dole  ? Oh,  my  Facertes , then  thy  hopes  and  mine  are  funk. 

1.  Roman.  Have  patience  , Madam,  led  you  difeover  who  you 
are  5 thefe  new  griefs  of  their  lod  Princels  may  bring  a certain 
ruine  upon  us,  fhould  they  know  how  near  a relation  you  have  to 
the  caufc. 

Nig.  I am  indru&ed  Sir,  what  are  they  that  dand  bound  } JbeyappearU 

Capt.  Roman  Prifoner s.  Oaves  for  the  Mart.  bufie  before. 

Nig.  Though  their  Tyrannies  have  made  them  odious:,  yet  when 
I fee  them  miferable  it  finds  a pity.  [ Enter  Cilius. 

Cilius.  Are  you  ready,  Sir,  all  days  j The  wind  is  fair  too. 

Capt.  Did  the  dorm  do  no  harm,  lad  night  ? it  was  very  violent 
for  the  time. 

Cilius.  Not  much,  the  Gallies  were  well  moored,  onely  the 
Lyon  drove. 

Capt.  Come  Sir,  We  have  now  a double  Occafion  :,  and  I hope 
we  dial!  in  Naples  find  our  lad  hope  } Cilius^  bring  off  the  Slaves, 
and  follow.  . [Exeunt  Captain  and  Nigro. 

Cilius.  I (hall  follow,  to  your  pain  , Come  Madam  ? now  let 

H 1 your 


The  Prince fs  : 

your  prayers  ftrengthen  our  defigns  3 for  where  they  fide  , the 
party  cannot  lofe.  [ Exeunt  omnes. 


ACT.  V.  SCEN.  IV. 


Enter  Virgilius,  Facertes,  Cicilia,  Paulina,  after  the  form. 


Lies  down , 
She  and  Vir 
gilius  kneel- 
ing by  her. 


The  Lieu- 
tenant and 
Souldiers 
fmging  the 
Catch. 


Virg.  TV  yfAdam,  the  unfriendly  winds  have  forced  us  to  anun- 
IV I frequented  place,  and  brought  new  troubles  3 but  I 
hope  your  vertue  can  arm  againft  them. 

Cicil.  I am  fo  ufed  3 Sir,  to  mifery,  that  this  is  a common  chance, 
and  here  onely  the  Gods  war  with  us. 

Facert.  Pray  let  me  ferve  you,  your  charity  deferves  a greater 
care  then  this. 

Virgil.  Madam,  the  unrulinefs  of  the  weather  made  you  lofe  the 
benefit  of  laft  nights  fleep  3 pray  repofehere  while  we  watch,  left 
fbme  rude  paflengers  interrupt  you. 

Cicil.  I cannot  fleep,  Sir,  1 have  too  many  cares,  and  waking 
thoughts  upon  me,  Brother  3 how  do’s  our  Friend  do  ? 

Facert.  She  will  not  reft  neither,  fhe  feems  to  be  lefs  able  to  bear 
troubles  then  you  3 pray  give  Example,  and  try  to  deep,  left  fick- 
nefs  find  you,  and  add  a heavy  accident  to  your  other  misfortunes. 

Cicil.  If  the  Prince  will  lleep  too  , I will  try  to  betray  my 
" thoughts  3 for  truly  I am  weary. 

Virgil.  Till  you  are  fafe  I cannot  3 but  lie  kneel  by  you  3 are 
you  not  afraid  of  me  ? for  'tis  my  fortune  and  crofs  fate  that  brings 
you  all  thefe  troubles  3 and  where  I am  you  cannot  be  happy  3 fay 
Divined,  am  not  I troublefome  to  you  ? 

Cicil.  Oh,  Sir,  do  not  make  me  blufh,  to  lay  you  are  welcome  3 
for  I grieve  more,  that  you  are  fo  unfortunate  as  to  have  a fhare  in 
my  miferies,  then  that  I was  unfortunate  3 for  I have  now  no  wifh, 
but  that  the  Prince  Virgilins  had  no  Intereft  in  the  caufe. 

Facert.  No  more  of  fadnefs  now  3 but  pray  try  if  you  can  take 
forne  reft. 

Cicil.  Tis  not  fadnefs  now  3 there  is  a Joy  in  this  grief  3 and 
when  we  are  happy,  'tis  a pleafure  to  recount  ourpafs’d  miferies. 

Virgil.  What  noife  is  that  ? 

Facert.  It  draws  nearer. 

Virgil.  Some  Eacchanale , by  their  Song,  — whether  tends  this 
noife,  turn  back  again, there’s  no  way  this  way. 

Enter  jinging^firjl  the  Souldiers,  then  the  Lieutenant, 
the  Catch  of  ’ To  Bacchus  boro. 

2.  Sould.  Sir,  we  have  feen  ftrangc  things, and  therefore  let  us  go. 

Lieu.  How  now,  my  Friend,  who  would  you  fpeak  with  ? 

Virgil.  With  none  of  you  3 pray  turn,  and  take  another  Path. 

Lieu.  Turn,  no  not  we  3 and  I advife  you  not  to  ftop  us,  for  we 
have  a world  of  Sack  about  us,  and  our  way  lies  this  way. 

1.  Sould.  Lieutenant j by  thefe  hilts,  ’tis  he  that  kifd  our  Cor- 
poral, h.e  that  fought  for  the  Slave  at  Naples. 


Lieu. 


or,  Love  at  firfi  Sight,  $$ 

Lien.  Ts  it  fo  ? Look  about,  it  may  be,  (he  is  here  too. 

Facert.  What  do  you  ftare  at  ? He  prints  to 

Lieu.  I look  for  a thing  that  troubles  you  , Oh,  there  it  lies  } Oiciiia. 
come  fellows,  we’le  help  ’em  to  carry  it. 

Virgil.  Away,  be  gone,  or  lie  make  thee  curie  the  time  'thy  er- 
ring feet  ftrayed  this  way. 

Lieu.  Draw,  Mates,  Sir,  we  dare  fight  5 you  (hall  not  brave  us  He  winds  a 
at  home,  though  you  did  at  Naples ...  Horn. 

Virgil.Dvawfacertesyhek  are  the  fame  Pirates  we  chargd\yyhen 
thy  fair  Sifter  was  fold  at  Naples.  . 

Lieu.  Yes,yes,thefe  are  they, and  we  will  fell  your  worlhips  there.  Lieutenant 

Facert.  Lofe  no  time,  for  that  Horn  was  a Call,  and  I fear  rfn' ds  a . 
fome  aid.  ' {Exeunt  Fighting. H>r>i  agaW ' 

They  all  fight,  Virgilius  2 rounds  the  Lieutenant , Facertes  kills  a 
Souldier.  Enter  the  Captain,  Virgilius  charges  himfe  retires , 
and  V\xg\Yms follows  him  ojf  the  Stage.  Enter  Cilius  and  Soul- 
diers , Facertes  and  he  fight.  They  take  F acertes,  Q\c\Y\z,and 
Paulina  Prifoners. 

Cicil.  Though  courage  be  a vertue  , and  beauteous  conquefl 
courted  amongftmen,  yet  murther  has  no  fhare  in  either:,  and 
thofe  that  be  difarm’ d cannot  be  call’d  enemies,  nor  their  death 
conquefl:  5 and  if  ever  you  knew  what  it  was  to  want  it,  you’ 1 find 
mercy,  and  hear  me,  a kneeling  Virgin  that  never  bowed  to  any 
(but  the  Gods)  before,  andfave  my  Brother. 

Cil.  And  five  thy  Brother  ? 

Cicil.  If  there  be  any  thing  that’s  dear  to  thee, 
thee  5 five  him. 

Ci/.Fairone,I  have  already  unfortunately  frruck  againft  one  who 
now  commands  my  fate  5 and  know,  I do  not  ufe  to  war  with  mi- 
feries  5 or  if  I could,  who  durfl  deftroy  what  your  prayers  proteft  ? 
or  what  defperate  fool  hope  a fafety,  when  your  prayers  have 

call’d  down  his  mine  ? Take  his  life,  unbind  him,  and  bind 

me,  if  you  cannot  forgive for  know,  there  is  one  in  Beauty, Inno- 
cence and  Miferies  fo  like  you,  that  I glory  to  ferve  you  5 for  ’tis 
a kind  offacrificetoher^  for  whole  dear  fake  had  you  interpos’d 
thofe  eyes,  you  had  divided  us  more  then  feas^  and  would  I were 
able  to  fay  too  that  fhe  were  free  as  well  as  lafe  , and  fomething,  it 
may  be,  I fhall  do  for  that  liberty  too. 

Cicil.  May  your  Prayers,  your  Sword, nor  your  Love  never  find 
a flop,  but  fuch  as  addes  glory  to  the  conqueft,for  being  thus  good, 
thus  merciful. 

Cil.  Madam,  I cannot  talk. Souldiers,  carry  thefe  to  the 

Captains  Quarter,  and  with  your  lives  protect  them  from  allinfo- 
lence  } let  them  be  apart  with  the  Romans,  and  ftay  with  them 
till  I come.  Your  pardon.  Madam,  I muft  hence,  left  this  accident 
difeover  a Plot,  whole  good  fuccefs  may  make  me  capable  to  lerve 
you  5 if  it  mifs,  it  brings  a ruine  where  I muft  love,and  cannot  hope 
return.  Sir,  you  that  know  lo  well  how  to  deal  wounds,  I am  cer- 
tain will  forgive  them.  H 2 Facert. 


by  that  I conjure 
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Facert.  Sir,  I never  hated  the  perfon  of  mine  enemy,  muchlefs 
you  that  have  proved  a friend. 

Gif.  I dare  not  ftay  , your  pardon.  Be  careful  of  your  charge  5 
and  do  you  hear,  be  fpeedy,  and  meet  me  at  the  Captains  Quar- 
ter j my  peace  dwell  for  ever  here.  [Exit  Cilius. 


Enter  Captain  wounded , leaning  on  a Souldier. 

Capt.  I am  paid,  how  the  (lave  has  notch’d  me  ! 

Sonld . How  do  you,  Sir  ? 

Capt.  How  do  I ? why  thou  feeft  I am  Ipoil’d  : a douzen  of 
Surgeons  will  fcarce  repair  me  3 how  now,  what  are  thofe  ? 

Sottld.  Prifoners,  Sir. 

Capt . There’s  fome  comfort  in  that,  come,  bring’em  away  , bring 
’em  away  , fet  half  a douzen  of  Surgeons  to  work. 

Cicil.  Oh  Facertes , I fear  the  Prince  is  loft.  [ Exeunt  omies. 


ACT.  V.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  Virgilius  wounded . 

Vir&.  T TA?  gone,  fool  that  I was,  whither  did  my  rage  guide 
n me  ? I have  fought  and  conquer'd  to  my  ruine,  as  rafh- 
ly  and  unreafonably  as  beafts,  forgetting  the  caufe  for  which  I 
fought  5 they  are  gone,  which  way  fhall  I take  ? Love,  either 
guide  me  to  her  refcue,  or  to  my  grave.  [ Exit  Virg. 

Enter  Lieutenant  wounded. 


He  crys  hup.  Lieu.  I am  pay’d } what  a cafe  I am  in  — The  Bottle  is  whole, 
and  bolds  bis  that’s  fome  comfort  ftill , I live  now  by  the  Spirit  of  lack,  for  all 


breath. 


He  Humbles 
and  falls. 


Tullius  lies 
down  in  the 

mod. 


my  blood’s  gone. Has  lam’d  my  drinking  hand  too : How 

{hall  I ftop  a Pipe  } I leak  apace,  and  reel  as  if  I were  drunk  5 
how  I ftumble  ? dying  is  a kind  of  being  drunk  5 It  grows  night 
by  my  eyes , I (hall  faint  ere  I get  to  my  Quarter.  A pox  take 
him  that  fet  me  abroach,  he  has  quite  fpoil’d  my  skin , a Tanner 
will  not  give  a groat  for  it, This  is  the  firft  time  that  I re- 

member I ever  fell  when  I was  fober  5 if  I die  alone,  I fhall  be  as 
Melancholy,  as  a lame  man  in  a ditch, Oh  ! for  a Beer  Glafs  of  Sack, 
or  Crab,  and  a Catch , to  prepare  for  the  Melancholy,  and  a cold 
grave.  [Enter  Tullius  wounded. 

Tull.  This  was  my  Lieutenants  plot,  All  the  world  is  my  Ene- 
my $ how  they  have  hack’d  me,  it  is  a fcurvy  trade,  this  fighting  it 
wears  out  ones  cloaths,  worfe  then  drinking  5 1 will  hide  me  in  this 
Wood  till  the  ftorm  is  over  3 and  if  I get  fafe  to  Naples , Celia  and 
I will  live  out  my  few  days  merrily,  and  fpoil  my  Captains  plot , I 
will  fpend  all,  and  die  mine  own  heir. 

Lieu.  Sure  I heard  Tullius  his  voyce  3 who’s  there  } 

Tull.  I am  purfu’d,  yet  if  I can  counterfeit  dead  well,  I may 
live  5 My  fear  will  betray  me  3 O that  I were  valiant  enough  but 
to  lie  ftill  5 I never  found  theufe  of  courage  till  now  : Lord,  how 
I lhake  ! 


Lieu . 


or,  Love  at  firft  fight. 
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Lien.  'Tis  his  voice  , Tullius , Tullius , prithee  ftay  a little. 

Tull.  Tis  my  Lieutenant  5 if  he  fhould  take  this  opportunity 
now,  and  kill  me,  and  fay  the  Enemy  did  it , and  (hare  with  my 
Captain  in  all  I have^  Oh,  the  mifery  of  Wealth  ! men  can  neither 
be  happy  with  it,  nor  without  it  5 I dare  not  look  towards  him. 

Tie  creep  backward,  and  run  away. 

Lieu.  The  ill-natur;d  Rogue  is  gone,  and  left  me  5 1 fhall  bleed 
to  death  before  any  Friend  finds  me  , Now  the  Rogue  is  reveng'd 
upon  me  for  the  frights  I put  him  in  to  day. 

Tull.  Hum!  fay  you  fo,  bleed  to  death  His  wounds  have 

heal’d  mine  *» — Now  do  I grow  ftrong,  and  valiant  - — Lieutenant  He  goes  to  the 
how  is’t  ? Lieutenant. 

Lieu.  Faith,  quite  fpoil’d,I  fear  the  Rogues  have  made  lanes  quite 
through  me  5 prithee  help  me  to  my  Quarter,  for  I am  faint. 

Tull.  Has  been  fomething  uncivil  with  your  Breeches,  I fmell  it,  TuWfmells  to 
— How  fell  you  out  ? did  he  refufe  my  Captains  health  ? him. 

Lieu.  No,  no,  there  was  no  wine  in  the  bufinefs,  yet  there  was  a 
Wench,  the  other  half  of  mans  mifchief } but  'tis  no  time  now  for 
to  talk,  for  unlefs  thou  help’d:  me  to  a Surgeon,  thou  wilt  find  me^ 
a mortal  Lieutenant. Give  me  thy  hand  good  Tullius , oh  ! what 

haft  thou  done.  _ handed  in- 

Tull.  Alas ! farewell,  noble  Lieutenant,  We  muft  all  dye  5 there  Ifhelp- 
is  a tall  man,  and  a fair  drinker, gone  5 I will  fay  that  for  thee.  ing  him  up 

Lieu.  Why  Tullius , thou  wilt  not  leave  me  in  this  mifery?  I lets  him  fall. 
have  not  fingers  enough  to  ftop  the  holes  $ get  a Surgeon,  or  I 
fhall  dye. 

Tull.  'Tisfack,  pure  fack,  and  ’tis  pity  it  fhould  leak  thus  5 but  Tull  .put  his 
that  I will  not  hinder  our  Captain  the  occafion  of  being  your  heir,  fingers  t!? 
when  you  die  fo  conveniently  now,  juft  upon  his  going  out.  , e Jh 

Lieu.  A pox  o’tliis  fooling  , ’tis  unfealbnable  $ be  but  kind  to  m 
me,  and  thou  fhalt  be  my  heir. 

Tull.  How!  your  heir?  By  this  light,  and ’tis  well  confider’d, 
now  I think  on’t  ^ I will  be  thy  heir,  or  at  leaft  a careful  fteward 
for  my  Captain  ^ let  me  fee,  this  fword  has  a good  guard,  this  hat 
and  feather  how  fits  it  ? 

Lieu.  What  do’ft  thou  mean  ? 

Tull.  This  Buff-coat  will  not  be  amifs  neither. He  begins  to 

Lieu.  Villain,  unhand  me.  ftnp  him. 

Tull.  Nay,  nay,  you  muft  part. 

Lieu.  Dog. Kicks  him  a* 

Tull.  And  thefe  Breeches  too,  and  this  Doublet , 1 11  Wear  them  lltr' 
for  your  fake  5 nay,  no  refilling. 

Lieu.  Slave,  Villain. 

Tull.  See  how  impatient  you  arc,  come,  come,  you  are  going  to 
another  world  (as  you  fay)  quit  the  thoughts  of  thefe  tranfitory 
things  now,  and  prepare  to  dye  finely  like  a fine  gentleman,  and  a 
Lieutenant. 

Lieu.  Hell  take  thee,  (lave. 

Tull.  ’Tis  more  then  ever  I got  by  a Legacy  before  5 by  my 
faith,  ’tis  a fair  Coat } a pox  take’em  that  cut  it  thus : Now  for  the 
Breeches.  Lieu. 
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Lieu.  Why,  thou  wilt  not  murder  me  > 

Tull.  No,  no,  only  borrow  your  Breeches  5 for  look,  Sir,  what 
need  you  fuch  gay  things  as  thefe  now  when  you  are  going  to  lie 
alone  in  the  dark  ? 

Lieu.  Oh ! mifery  of miferies ! 

Tull.  Ha,  ha,  this  revenge  is  better  then  long  life. 

Lieu.  O inhumane  (lave ! 
within.  Tull.  What  noile  is  that  ? 

Lieu.  ’Tis  vengeance,  (lave  } I will  make  thee  curie  thy  felf. 

He  draws  his  Tull.  Silence,  my  fmall  friend,  or  elfe  I have  a Plainer  of  cold 
Dagger.  iron,  hight  a Dagger  } By  this  hilt,  I will  apply  the  point  to  your 
fide,  if  you  breathe  one  loud  fyllable  more  } marry,  if  you  will, 
curfe  inwardly  } ’twasmy  own  cafe  once,  and  I forgi\re  it. 

Lieu.  Patience,  oh  patience. 

Tull.  I,  I,  come  when  Ihe  will,  you  will  have  ufeofher  } this 
nolle  draws  this  way,  I mull  pluck  him  into  the  wood,  and  then  111 
He  fulls  /;z‘mcuthis  throat  },you  had  bell  bethink  you  of  fome  odd  prayer,  for 
by  the  heels  it  mull  be  fo. 
off  the  Stage.  Lieu.  Murther,  Villain,  Dog. 

Tull.  Come,  come  along,  Sir  } why  fhould  you  grudge  to  dye 
when  I am  to  be  your  heir  ? 

Lieu.  Oh  mifery,  mifery  of  miferies,  is  there  no  revenge  ? 

\_Excunt.  . 

* 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  VI. 

i 

Enter  Sophia  and  Romans. 

Soph. T X THence  grew  this  fudden  Alarm  ? 

V V 1 Rom.  I fear,  from  the  difcovery  of  the  Plot}  if  it 
be  fo,  we  are  loft  for  ever. 

Enter  Captain  and  Nigro,  after  them  Facertes,  Cicilia 

and  Paulina. 

Capt.  Lead  them  in  and  bind  ’em , and  fome  one  run  for  a 
Surgeon. 

Nig.  What  are  thefe,  Sir  ? 

Capt.  I know  not } pray  heaven  they  be  worth  the  purchafe  : 
We  have  paid  dear  for  ’em  } prcthee  help  me  off. 

[ Exeunt  Capt.  and  Nigro. 
Soph\  Facertes  ! ’tis  he,  and  women  in  his  company  } I will  not 
fufpeCt  him  fhe  that  is  jealous } fets  a cheap  rate  upon  her  felf}  for 
if  he  be  worthy  of  fuch  a pain  as  jealoufie,  he  cannot  be  lo  faulty 
as  to  deferve  it. 

Facert.  I am  amaz’d,  ’tis  the  Princefs  Sophia. 

Cicil.  Sophia  .<? 

Facert.  What  mileries  do  I fee.  Madam,  to  add  to  mine  own 
afflictions } I never  thought  I Ihould  have  liv’d  to  fee  the  day 

wherem 


or,  Love  at  firjl  Sight. 


wherein  I fhould  have  grieved  to  have  met  the  fair  Sophia. 

Soph.  Why  are  you  affli&ed  to  meet  me  now  ? 

Facert.  Oh  ! Madam , my  love  begets  my  forrows  } for  what 
lhall  I think  ? my  thoughts  are  divided,  to  meet  your  Highnefs, 
where  licenfe  Tows,  and  (in  reaps  5 here,  where  rage  fetches  her  fire, 
and  murther  bathes  his  bloody  hands  j and  unfenfibly  recounts  in 
fecurity  the  treacherous  ftabs. 

Soph.  Say  this  guilt  be  here,  mud:  I be  fubject  to  the  infedion  > 

Facert.  I do  not  think  you  are  guilty,  yet  my  fears  tells  me, 
where  tir’d  luft  retires  to  pant,  fuch  beauties  as  adore  the  fair  So- 
phia mud  kindle  fre(h  fires. 

Soph.  Why  do  you  wound  me  thus  with  your  (ufpition,  and  rob 
me  of  the  joy  I had  to  fee  you  ? ’tis  not  kindly  done  to  add  fuch  a 
pain  to  my  misfortune  5 had  you  fall’n  into  the  power  of  our  (ex, 
though  fold  to  fin  5 like  thefe,  I could  have  dy’d  fooner  then  have 
injur’d  you  (b  as  to  think  you  would  out-!ive  your  honour  $ and 
when  you  are  juft  to  me,  you  will  not  believe  I prize  mine  lo  little 
as  to  fell  it  for  a (ham’d  life. 

Facert.  Oh  ! divineft,  pardon  my  love,  whofe  fears  ftill  appre- 
hend the  world. 

Cicil.  Madam,  let  the  impatiency  that  begets  this  rudenefs  ex- 
cufe  it  while  I profefs  my  felf,  by  all  ties,  yours  5 for  though,  till 
now,  a (danger  to  you , yet  I am  one  that  owes  your  civil  menti- 
ons a life,  which  your  mercy  lent  this  unfortunate  Brother. 

Soph.  Speak,  Facertesgis  this  the  Princefs,  Cicilia  .<? 

Facert.  This  was } but  what  file  is  now  the  Gods  only  know.  m^ract 

Soph.  Oh!  Madam,  in  love  and  miferies  we  are  become  one  ^an<^wteb 
and  my  whole  (dock  of  tears  I would  walte  here,  could  that  wafii 
off  my  Countries  crime,  or  remove  the  ftain. 

Cicil.  I have  forgot  my  part  of  them  ^ fo  new  and  fo  ftrange  are 
the  favours  you  and  your  gallant  Brother  have  loaded  11s  with, 
that  his  dangers  now  are  all  my  fears. 

Soph.  My  Brother  ! where  is  he  ? ha  ve  you  feen  him  ? 

Cicil.  Yes,  Madam  and  I fear  he  is  at  this  inftant  hunting,  with 
certain  danger,  our  uncertain  fafety. 


£»ftrNigro,  Captain,  and  a Sonldier. 


Copt.  Ha  ! the  lame  Prifoners  that  were  ftole,and  fold  at  Naples. 

Sould.  Upon  my  life.  Sir,  ’tis  true. 

Nig.  ’Tis,  ’tis  (he,  and  the  Prince  Facertes  too.  hlig.  kneels, 

Facert.  The  honour’d  Nigro  ? t!'^.  em~ 

Cicil.  Alive?  ohyeGods!  This  day  is  full  of  your  hands  ^ and  ^ f n>r'' 
all  is  like  you  (wonder.) 

Facert.  Rife,  why  do  you  kneel  ? oh,  lay  .that  aged  head  here  5 
where  are  we?  what  ftrange  place  is  this  the  Sicilian  Deity  is  run 
to  hide  her  felf  in  ? ' 

Capt.  Though  I do  not  know  thy  face  5 yet  to  Facertes  name, 
here  kneels  a fiibje&,andone  of  thofe  your  dead  Father  Wall'd  faith- 
ful, my  name  Terrcfius. 

Nig. 
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Nig.  Terreftus? 

Capt. Yes  Terrefiusfligrojhat  with  him  from  the  fame  battle,when 
you  fled  with  this  gallant  Prince,  bore  away  the  hopeful  Lucius  , 
we  have  run  ftrange  fortunes  fince}  but  I durft  not  tell  him  what  he 
was,  left  his  fiery  nature  fhould  have  pull’d  on  a certain  mine. 

Facert.  My  Brother  Lucius  living  ? 

Capt.  Yes,  Sir } and  that,  I hope,  will  expiate  the  fault  my  igno- 
rance this  day  committed. 

Cicil.  Where  is  he.  Sir  ? 

Capt.  I left  him  purfuing  the  vifrory,  but  I’ll  hafte  and  tell  him 
this  news  it  will  ftay  his  rage,  which  elfe  may  purfue  his  own  ruine 
upon  his  friends. 

.Cicil.  For  heavens  fake  hafte,  left  he  and  the  Prince  Virgilius 
meet  5 for  either  of  their  conquefts  brings  my  ruine. 

Facert.  Let  me  accompany  you. 

Capt.  I dare  not,  Sir,  for  yet  the  Souldiers  know  you  not  $ and 
their  miftake  of  duty  to  me  may  bring  on  a fad  confequence. 

Nig.  For  heavens  fake  lofeno  time,  but  hafte  to  prevent  this 
danger. 

Capt.  I’ll  fend  an  Officer,  Sir,  to  guard  you}  and  then  with  fafety 
you  may  come  but  till  then  } I befeech  you  ftir  not.  [ Exit  Capt. 

Soph.  Pray,  Madam,  what  bleft  chance  brought  my  Brother  to 
have  the  power  to  ferve  you. 

Facert.  Defer  that  ftory  till  a fitter  time,  and  hafte  now  to  the 
faving  of  your  Brother. 

Cicil.  Pray  lead  the  way  , left  our  ceremony  hinder  our 
charity. 

Soph.  If  you!  give  me  leave  to  command.  I’ll  obey}  youmuft 
not  refufe  me  your  hand  } oh  ! that  the  Gods  had  made  our  Coun- 
tries joyn  thus  in  peace.  [ Exeunt  omnes. 


ACT.  V.  SCEN.  VII. 

Enter  Virgilius  folus. 

Virg.r  (I  'Hey  cannot  efcape } I have  fir’d  their  Galley,  and  mine 
JL  lies  loofe,  in  wait  for  any  that  (hall  come  to  their  aid. 
Miferable  Virgilius  ! unfortunate  that  I am,  preferved  onely  to  a 
greater  lofs}  this  way  a Souldier  (whole  dying  words  could  only 
guide  me)  faid  they  took } I’ll  hunt  them  to  their  den  but  I’ll  find 
the  monfters.  [ Exit . 


ACT.  V.  SCEN.  VIII. 

Enter  Cilius  and  a Souldier. 

\ ■ ■ 

Cil.J  | He  Galley  fir’d,  and  the  Lieutenant  (lain  } Hell  upon 
JL  him,  hehascrofs’d  all  my  defigns}  Fate  thou  art  Fate 

ftill 
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ftill,  but  whither  juft  or  no  thus  toftrike  againft  the  intentions  of 
t honeft,  the  Gods  be  Judge  $ All  my  hopes  are  funk  5 that  ex- 
ec lent  Maid  is  loft  too  , and  I fhall  appear  guilty  and  treacherous 
to  her  j But  if  I find  the  curfed  Incendiary,  with  his  hatefull 
Blood  I’ll  quench  the  flame:  Take  that  path,  if  you  find  him, 
call. 

Sould.  Sir,  this  is  he.  AffoSoul- 

Virg.  This, by defcription,(llouid be  him  ] feek.  , becalliViZ 

Cilius.  What  art  thou,  that  walk’ft  with  fuch  confidence  in  thefe  gfilias. 
forbidden  Woods  ? Know,  thou  haft  kindled  a fire  nothing  but 
thy  Blood  fhall  extinguifh. 

Virg.  Unlefs  thou  wilt  fall  too,  and  make  one  in  that  ruine,  1 
counfell  thee  immediately  to  deliver  (without  repetition)  thofe 
whom  thy  treacherous  odds  have  ravifhed  hence. 

Cilius.  I will  not  revile  thee,  becaufe  I mean  to  fight  with  thee  5 
Yet  I would  gladly  know  whence  thou  art,  that  hopeft  with 
thy  threats  to  wafh  off  this  glorious  colour,  and  fhake  thofe  fruits 
that  Conqueft  gave  a growth  to  here. 

Virg.  Rome  claimes  my  Birth. 

Cilius.  So  it  does  of  him  I hate  more  then  the  loath’d  Iflues  of 
the  Earth. 

Virg.  What  art  thou,  that  dar’ft  avow  fuch  a hatred  of  a Roman 
to  a Romans  face  ? 

Cilius . I am  of  Sicily , the  unfortunate  fubjeft  of  your 
Rage. 

Virg.  So  is  {he  I prefer  equal  with  the  Gods  5 yet  her  intereft  in 
the  Nation  fhall  not  proted  thee  that  art  fo  bafe  as  to  make  fpoil 
of  thine  own  neft. 

Cilius.  You’ll  find  words  of  no  force  here,  and  thoulookeft 
as  if  thou  would’ft  not  yield  upon  intreaty. 

Virg.  Nor  canft  thou  conquer  me , when  I fight  in  her  caufe, 
though  thou  tak’ft  the  odds  of  his  fword. 

Cilius.  His  } he  dares  not  ftrike,where  he  fees  my  fword  drawn 
upon  a {ingle  oppofite. 

Virg.  You  will  not  deliver  thefe  Ladies  then  ? 

Cilius . I’ll  give  thee  all  my  glory  firft , yet  I know  thou  art  the 
Author  of  all  thofe  miferiesthat  fhall  fucceed  , for  had’ft  not  tfou 
burnt  my  Galley,  I had  decreed  their  fafety,but  now  thou  haft  fold 
them  to  perpetual  llavery. 

Virg.  The  guilty  never  want  excufes,  but  I fhall  punifh  both 
thofe  fal{hoods. 

Cilius.  Souldier,  upon  your  life  ftir  not  a foot  tomyrefeue, 

I fcorn  to  live  upon  Charity. 

Virg.  I’ll  talk  no  longer,  their  freedomes  or  thy  fword  ? for  my 
vowes  are  writ  in  Heaven,  never  to  {heath  this  (word  till  I found 

them  or  a Grave.  , 1 . , The  H bt 

Cilius.  One  of  them  I’ll  guide  you  to,  or  mifs  my  aime. — For-  an^  Je  ^ 
tune,  haft  thou  decreed  that  I fhall  blufh  to  death  i Loofe  where  wounded. 
my  Love  and  Countries  Genius  both  ftrike  ^If  thou  bee’ft  a Deity  Cilius 
fave  my  Honour.  &ers* 

I Virg' 
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The  Princefs  : 

Virg.  Will  you  yield,  or  try  a farther  Fate  ? 

Cilius.  No,  Rowan , we  may  be  overcome,  but  we  (corn  to 
yield. 

Virg.  Aik  thy  life,  or  thou  art  dead. 

Cilius.  No,  when  thou  canft  give  it,  ’tis  not  worth  alking. 

Virg.  Then  ’tis  not  worth  taking. 

Cilius.  What  noife  is  that  ? 

Sould.  I know  not.  Sir. 

C///#*.Draw,and  kill  any  thing  that  offers  to  refeue  me^for  when 
Cilius  cannot  ftand  alone  in  this  caufe,  let  him  fall  for  ever. 

Virg.  I would  thou  had’ft  not defervd my  fword. 

Enter  Captain  and  Nigro. 

Sould.  Stand,  he  that  advances  a ftep  as  Friend  or  Enemy,  till 
they  have  done,  (hall  kill  or  die. 

Capt.  How  now.  Sirrah  ? Cilius , if  the  name  of  Facertcs  or  Cici- 
lia have  a power,  you’ll  ceafe  to  be  an  Enemy  there. 

Nigro.  Or  if  the  brave  Virgilius  be  fatisfi’d  with  Ihedding  of  Sci - 
cilian  Blood,  he  will  now  fpare  the  loft  Lucius , and  reconcile  him- 
felf  to  that  Brother  Enemy. 

Virg.  Prince  Lucius  ! 

Cilius.  Virgilius  ! 

Capt.  Yes,  Sir,  Virgilius 5 and  there  are  coming  thofewhofe  In- 
tereft  in  either  will  quickly  clear  this  doubt. 

Enter  Facer tes,  Cicilia,  Sophia,  Paulina,  <z«dRomans. 

Facer.  Sir,  by  the  name  of  Brother } I conjure  you  to  defer  this 
hate  till  you  have  heard  us  fpeak.  - 

Sophia.  And  if  I have  a Sifters  intereft  it  will  difarm  Virgilius. 

Virg.  Sifter  ? what  ftrange  accident  brought  thee  hither  ? 

Madam,  will  you  pardon  that  uncivil  Joy  that  pafs’d  you  to  find 
a Sifter? 

Cicilia.  Yes,  Sir,  if  you’ll  help  me  find  a friend  to  Virgilius , and 
a loft  Brother  to  Cicilia. 

Cilius.  Terrefius , unfold  this  Riddle,  amazement  yet  with-holds 
my  fword  , and  has  almoft  bound  my  Reafon  5 what  means  this 
fhu  filing  of  Facer  tes , Cicilia  , Virgilius  and  Lucius  together  ? 
Thofe  names,  and  this  dearnefs,  what  means  it? 

Nigro.  Dare  you  truft  me  ? 

Cilius.  The  honour’d  Nigro. 
ia.  Orjjmc,  whofe  faith 
to  reconcile  this  wonder  ? 

Cilius.  Madam,  I am  all  your  (lave,  and  when  your  hand  deals 
it  deftruftion  (hall  fall  on  Cilius  unrefifted. 

Sophia.  Dare  you  {hew  your  breaft  ? ’tis  all  I beg. 

Cilius.  Yes,  fair  one,  and  every  thought  of  it  {hall  to  you  be 
vifible. 

Nigro . Here,  here,  ’tis  a thoufand  witneftes  to  prove  the  loft 
Lucius.  Capt. 


you  have  bought  5 and  give  us  leave 


or , Love  at  firft  Sight.  6j 

Capt.  ’Tis  fo,  and  upon  his  knees  Ferejius  begs  his  pardon  for 
keeping  this  fecret  fo  long  from  you  , But  now  it  comes  accom- 
pany’d  with  many  blefiings  3 fee  here  your  Brother,  the  Prince  Fa - 
certes , and  the  Excellent  Cicilta^ whole  Loves  have  been  by  Fate  ap- 
pointed to  reftoreour  Country  to  her  long-loft  liberty. 

Facer.  And  if  Lucius  finds  a part  of  this  Joy  Jet  him  with  friend- 
ly armes  embrace  Virgilius  , who  is  now  a Brother,  and  ever  a 
Friend. 

Cicilia.  Dare  you  from  my  hand  take  him  ? 

dims. That  I have  been  thus  long  filent  Jet  the  wonder  you  have 
begot  plead  for  me  5 And,  Sir,  that  we  durft  be  Enemies  lhould  They  embrace 
be  no  ftop  to  that  faith,  which  confirms  we  dare  be  friends. 

Virg.  Sir,  your  laft  aft:  affures  Virgilius , who  cannot  believe  he 
is  fafe  till  you  embrace  him  5 for  I know,  fuch  an  Enemy  as  Prince 
Lticius  reconcil'd  will  prove  a conquering  friend. 

Sophia.  The  Gods  make  this  friendlhip  as  lafting  as  ’tis  ftrange. 

Cilius.  Madam,doth  this  change  bring  no  hope  to  Lucius  ? muft  ^ emyace 
he  ftill  be  the  defpairing  Cilius  .<?  dare  you  not  yet  tell  me  who  you  aZain.  * 
are  i* 

Sophia.  Yes,  my  Name's  Sophia. 

Cilius.  Ha,  the  Princefs  Sophia  ? 

Facer.  Yes,  Lucius  : But  why  is  my  Brother  fad  ) do’s  he  mourn 
my  Intereft  there  ? 

Cilius.  No,  Sir,  I neither  mourn  yours  there,  nor  the  Excellent 
Sophias  here  5 but  I am  hunting  out  a way  to  bear  my  felf  like  Lu- 
cius in  this  great  day , your  hand,  Madam, Here  Facertes  from 

Fate  receive  this  Jewel,  ’tis  a Wealth  I cannot  hope  to  poflefs, 
but  by  being  unworthy  of  it  j and  it  fhall  be  Lucius  his  glory  to 
lay.  To  keep  his  Fame,  he  gave  that  away. 

Nigro.  Let  no  replyes  defer  the  Joyes  that  attend  this  day. 

Cilius.  To  the  Temple  then,  while  with  healing  facrifice  Vir- 
gilius loads  the  Altars. 

Virg.  I fhall  follow,  if  Lucius  will  lead  the  way.  Thus  bleft, 
and  thus  embraced,  more  a God  then  they. 

Yet  left  we  leave  our  Enemies  behind. 

Let's  know  how  thefe  our  Judges  ftand  enclind.  [ Exeunt  omms « 
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A 6 T.  I.  S C E N.  i: 

Enter  the  Captain  in  Choler , and  Wanton. 

Capt.  '"’T'O  more.  Tie  fboner  be  reconcil’d  to  want,  or 

ficknefs,  then  that  Rafcal  5 A thing,  that 
my  Charity  made  fociable^  one,  that  when  I 
fmil’d  would  fawn  upon  me  , and  wag  his 
ftearn,  like  ftarved  Dogs  $ fb  nafty , the  Com- 
pany cried  foh  upon  him  ? He  flunk  fo  of  Poverty , Ale , and 
Bawdry.  So  poor  and  defpicable,  when  I relieved  him,  he  could 
not  avow  his  calling,  for  want  of  a Caffock,  but  flood  at  Corners 
of  Streets,and  whifper’d  Gentlemen  in  the  Eat,  as  they  pafs’d,  and 
fo  deliver’d  his  Wants  like  a Meflage  which  being  done , the 
Rogue  vanifhed,  and  would  dive  at  Weftminfter  like  a Dabchick, 
and  rife  again  at  Temple-gate  5 The  ingenuity  of  the  Rafcal,  his 
Wit  being  fnuft  by  want,  burnt  cleer  then,  and  furnifh’d  him  with 
a bawdy  Jeft  or  two,  to  take  the  Company  5 But  now  the  Rogue 
fhall  find  he  has  loft  a Patron. 

Want.  As  I live,  if  I had  thought  you  would  have  been  in  fuch 
a fury,  you  fhould  never  have  known  it. 

Capt.  Treacherous  Rogue,  he  has  always  rayl’d  againft  thee  to 
me,  as  a danger  his  Friendfhip  ought  to  give  me  warning  of  5 and 
nightly  cry’d,  yet  look  back,  and  hunt  not,  with  good  Nature  and 
the  beauties  of  thy  Youth,  that  falfe  Woman?  But  hear  thy  Friend, 
that  fpeaks  from  fad  Experience. 

Want.  Did  he  fay  this  } 

Capt.  Yes,  and  fwears  ye  are  as  unfatiate  as  the  Sea,  as  Cove- 
tous 
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tous,  and  as  ungrateful : that  you  have  your  Tempefttoo}  and 
Calmes,  more  dangerous  then  it. 

Want.  Was  the  Have  fo  Eloquent  in  his  malice  ? 

Capt.  Yes,  faith,  and  urg’d,  you  ( for  your  part ) were  never 
particular,  and  feldom  found. 

Want.  Not  found  ? Why,  he  offer’d  to  marry  me  , and  fwore  he 
thought  I was  chaft,  I was  fo  particular  3 and  prov’d  it,  that  con- 
fent  was  full  marriage,  by  the  firft  Inftitution,  and  thofe  that  love, 
and  lie  together,  and  tell,  have  fulfill’d  all  Ceremonies  now. 

Capt.  Did  he  offer  to  marry  thee  ? 

Want.  Yes,  yes. 

Capt.  If  ever  then  I deferv’d  from  thee,  or  if  thou  be’ft  deer  to 
thy  felf,  as  thou  haft  any  thing  thou  hop’ft  (hall  be  fafe  or  found 
about  thee,  I conjure  thee,  take  my  Counfel  3 Marry  him,  to  af- 
flict him. 

Want.  Marry  him  ? 

Capt.  If  I have  any  power  I fhall  prevaile  3 thou  know’ft  he  has 
a fat  Benefice,  and  leave  me  to  plague  him,  till  he  give  it  me  to 
be  rid  of  thee. 

Want.  Will  you  notkeep  me  then  ? 

Capt.  I keep  thee  ? prithee,  wilt  thou  keep  me  ? I know  not  why 
men  are  fuch  Fools  to  pay  ? We  bring  as  much  to  the  fport,  as  Wo- 
men 3 Keep  thee  ? I’de  marry  thee  as  foon  3 Why  ? that's  Wedding 
pn  3 No,  no  keeping  I,  that  you  are  not  your  own,  is  all  that  pre- 
fers you  before  Wives. 

Want.  I hope  this  is  not  real. 

Capt.  Art  thou  foch  a ftranger  to  my  humor  ? Why  I tell  thee, 
I fhoiuld  hate  thee  if  I could  call  thee  mine,  for  I loath  all  Wo- 
men within  my  knowledge,  and  ’tis  fix  to  four  if  I knew  thy  fign 
I’de  come  there  no  more  3 A ftrange  Miftris  makes  every  night 
a-new,  and  thefe  are  your  pleafing  fins  3 I had  as  live  be  good  , as 
fin  by  courfe. 

Want.  Then  I am  miferable. 

Capt.  Not  fo,  if  you’le  be  inftru&ed  , and  let  me  pafs  like  a 
ftranger  when  you  meet  me. 

Want.  But  have  you  thefe  humors  ? 

Capt.  Yes  faith  3 yet  if  you  will  obforve  them, though  you  Marry 
him,  I may  perchance  be  your  Friend  3 But  you  muft  befure  to  be 
coy  3 for  to  me  the  hunting  is  more  pleafure  then  the  Quarry. 

Want.  But  if  I obferve  this,  will  you  be  my  Friend  hereafter  ? 

Capt.  Firm  as  the  day  3 Hark,  I hear  him  3 I knew  he  would 
follow  me,  I gave  him  a fmall  touch  that  waken’d  his  guilt  3 Re- 
folve  to  indear  your  lelf  to  him,  which  you  may  eafily  do,  by  ta- 
king his  part  when  I have  vex’d  him  3 No  difpute , Refolve  it,  or 
as  I live  here  I difclaim  thee  for  ever. 

Want.  ’Tis  well,  fomethingl’le  do.  {Exit  Wanton. 

Capt.  Open  the  door,  I fay,  and  let  me  in  3 your  favorite  and  his 
T ythes,  fhall  come  no  more  here.  {Enter  Parfon. 

P arf.  Yes,  but  he  fhall  3 ’tis  not  you,  nor  your  brac’d  Drum, fhall 
fright  me  hence,  who  can  command  the  fouls  of  men  3 I have  read 
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Divine  Seneca  \ thou  know’ft  nothing  but  the  earthly  part , and 
canft  cry  to  that,  Faces  about. 

Capt.  Thou  read  Seneca  ? thou  fteal  his  Cover,  to  clothe  thee, 
naked  and  wicked,  That  for  money  wouldft  fell  thy  (hare  of  the 
Twelve,  and  art  allow’d  by  all  that  know  thee,  fitter  to  have  been 
Judas ^ then  Judas  was  for  his  treachery. 

rarf  Rail,  do  Rail,  my  illiterate  Captain , that  can  only  abufe 
by  memory  5 and  (hould  I live  thou  couldft  read  my  Sentence , I 
{hould  never  die. 

Capt. No  ingrateful,live  till  I deftroy  thee^and  thanklefs  Wretch  5 
Did  all  my  care  of  thee  deferve  nothing  but  thy  malice,  and  trea- 
cherous fpeaking  darkly  (fill  ? with  thy  fine,  No,  not  he,  when  any 
malicious  difcourfe  was  made  of  mee,  and  by  thy  falfe  faint,  No, 
Faith,  Confefs,  in  thy  denials,  whilft  thy  finding  Excufes  flood  a 
greater  and  more  dangerous  Evidence  againft  me,  then  my  Ene- 
mies Affidavits  could  have  done. 

rarf.  I’le  lie  for  never  a lean  Souldier  of  you  all. 

Capt.  I have,  for  thee,  (lave,  when  I have  been  wondred  at  for 
keeping  Company  with  fuch  a face } But  they  were  fuch  as  know 
thee  not  5 all  which  thy  looks  deceiv’d,  as  they  did  me  5 They  are 
fo  fimple  they’d  Couzen  a Jury,  and  a Judge  that  had  Wit  would 
fwear  thou  ly’dft,  (houldft  thou  confefs  what  I know  to  be  true, 
and  award  Bedlam  for  thee  5 ’tis  fo  ftrange  and  fo  new  a thing , to 
find  fo  much  Rogue  lodge  at  the  fign  of  the  Fool. 

rarf.  Leave  this  injurious  language,  or  Fie  lay  off  my  Caffock, 
for  nothing  fhall  priviledge  your  Braggers  tongue,  to  abufe  me,  a 
Gentleman,  and  a Souldier  aricienter  then  thy  felf. 

Capt.  Yes,  thou  wer’t  fo^  and  now  1 think  on’t,  Fie  recount  the 
Caufe,  which,  it  may  be,  thou  haft  forgot,  through  the  variety  of 
fins  5 It  was  a Hue  and  Cry  that  follow’d  thee  a Scholar , and 
found  thee  a Souldier.  * 

rarf.  Thou  ly’ft  } thou,  and  fcandal  have  but  one  tongue,  hers 
dwells  with  thy  Cowards  teeth. 

Capt.  Oh  ! do  you  rage  ? nay,  Fie  put  the  caufe  in  Print  too, I am 
but  a skirvy  Poet,  yet  Fie  make  a Ballad  fhall  tell  how  like  a 
faithful  difcipleyou  follow’d  your  poor  Whore, till  her  Martyrdom 
in  the  Suburbs.  • • ; r 

Parf.  Fie  be  reveng’d  for  this  fcandal. 

Capt.  Then  (hall  fucceed,  thy  flight  from  the  llniverfity  , nlifi 
guis’d  into  Captain  only  the  outfide  was  worfe  Buff,  and  the  in- 
fide  more  Atheift,  then  they  furnifh’d  with  an  Infolent  Faith,  un- 
charitable heart,  envious , as  old  Women  , cruel  and  bloody  as 
Cowards , thus  arm’d  at  all  points,  thou  went’ft  ou.t , Threatning 
God,  and  trembling  at  men. 

rarf.  I’le  be  reveng’d,  thou  poor  man  of  War,  I’le  be  re- 
veng’d. [ Enter  Wanton. 

tV ant.  And  why  fo  bitter  ? whofe  houle  is  this  ? who  dares -tell 
this  ftory  ? hr u. 

Capt.  Why  fweet?  hath  he  not  treacheroufly  broke  into  our 
Cabinet,  and  would  have  ftol’n  thee  thence?  By  thefe  hilts,  lie 
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hang  him  $ and  then  I can  conclude  my  Ballad  with.  Take  warning 
allChrijlian  People  by  the  fame : I will,  you  lean  Slave  5 1’le  prolecute 
thee,  till  thou  art  fain  to  hide  in  a Servitors  gown  again , and  live 
upon  Crums  with  the  Robin  Red-breafts  that  haunt  the  Hall.,  your 
old  Mefs-Mates}  Do  you  l'narle?  l ie  do’t,  I will , and  put  thee  to 
fight  with  the  Dogs  for  the  Bones  that  but  fmell  of  meat  5 thofe 
that  your  hungry  Students  have  poliSh’d  with  their  teeth. 

Want.  If  you  do  this,  good  Captain,  Lieutenant,  and  Company 
( for  all  your  Command,  I think,  is  within  your  reach)  I fay,  if  you 
dare  do  this,  Khali  ling  a fong  of  one  that  bad  Stand,  and  made  a 
Carrier  pay  a dear  Rent  for  a little  ground,  upon  his  Majefties 
high-way. 

Capt.  How  now,  Miftrefs  Wanton  ? What’s  this  ? What’s  this  ? 

Parf.  This  ? ’Tis  matter  for  a Jury,  I’le  fweare,  and  positively, 
lie  hang  thee,  lie  do’t,  by  this  hand,  let  me  alone  to  fwcar  the  Ju- 
ry out  of  doubt. 

Capt.  But  you  are  in  Jeft,  Miftris  Wanton,  and  will  confefs  (I 
hope  ) this  is  no  truth. 

Want.  Yes  Sir,  as  great  a truth,as  that  you  are  in  your  unpay’d- 
for Scarlet}  Fool!  didft think,  I’de  quit  fuch  a Friend,  and  his 
(fay’d  fortune,  to  rely  upon  thy  dead  pay  , and  hopes  of  a fecond 
Covenant  ? 

Capt.  His  fortune?  what  is’ft  ? Th’Advowfon  of  Tybourn 
Deanry  ? 

Parf.  No,  nor  Rents  brought  in  by  long  (fafF-fpeeches,  that  alks 
Alms  with  frowns,  till  thy  looks  andfpeech  have  laid  violent  hands 
upon  mens  Charity. 

Want.  Let  him  alone,  Fie  warrant,  heel  never  be  indi&ed  for 
drawing  any  thing  but  his  tongue,  againft  a man. 

Capt.  Very  good. 

Parf  Dear  Mrs  Wanton , you  have  won  my  heart, and  I Shall  live 
to  dote  upon  you  for  abufing  this  impetuous  Captain  $ will  you 
liften  to  my  old  fuit  ? will  you  marry  me,  and  vex  him  ? fay,  dare 
you  do’t,  without  more  difpute  ? 

Cap t.  ’T was  a good  Queftion } She  that  dares  marry  thee  dares  do 
any  things  She  may  as  fafely  lie  with  the  great  Bell  upon  hef^jjd 
his  Clapper  is  lefs  dangerous  then  thine. 

Want.  Why, I pray? 

Capt.  What  a miferable  condition  wilt  thou  come  to  ? his  wife 
cannot  be  an  honeft  Woman  ^ and  if  thou  (hould’Sf  turn  honeSV, 
would  it  not  vex  thee  to  be  chalfe  and  Paxat , a Saint  without  a 
Nofe  ? what  Kalender  will  admit  thee,  by  an  incurable  Slave  that’s 
mad?  of  Rogues  flefh,  confider  that. 

Want.  Why,  that’s  fomething  yet  5 Thou  haft  nothing  but  a few 
(cars,  and  a little  old  Fame  to  tru(f  to>,  and  that  fcarce  thatches 
your  head. 

Capt.  Nay  then  I lee  thou rt  bale,  and  this  Plot  (not  Acci- 
dent,) and  now  I’doe  not  grudge  him  thee  5 go  together,  ’tis  pity 
to  part  you.  Whore  and  Parfon,  as  confonant. 

W int.  As  Whore  and  Captain. 

:^:r  • Capt. 
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Capt.  Take  her,  I’ll  warrant  her  a breeder.  I'll  prophecy  fhe 
(hall  lie  with  thy  whole  Congregation  * and  bring  an  Heir  to  thy 
Parifh,  one  that  thou  maid  enclofe  the  Common  by  his  Title, 
and  recover  [it  by  Common  Law. 

Farf.  ’That’s  more  then  thy  dear  Dam  could  do  for  thee,  thou 
Son  ofathoufand  Fathers,  all  poor  Souldiers,  Rogues,  that  ought 
mifehiefs,  no  Midwives  for  their  Birth  j But  I cry  thee  Mercy,  my 
Patron  hasanEdate  of  old  Iron  by  his  fide,  with  the  Farm  of  old 
Ladies  he  ferapes  a dirty  living  from. 

Want.  He  earn  from  an  old  Lady  ? hang  him,  he’s  only  wicked 
in  his  defires  j and  for  Adultery  he  cannot  be  condemn’d,  though 
he  fhould  have  the  vanity  to  betray  himfelf , God  forgive  me  for 
belying  him  fo  often  as  I have  done  3 the  weak-chin’d  Have  hir’d 
me  once  to  fay,  I was  with  Child  by  him. 

Capt.  This  is  pretty,  Farewell  } and  may  the  next  Pig  thou  far- 
row’ll have  a promifing  face,  without  the  Dads  fool  or  Gallows 
in’t,  that  all  may  fwear,  at  fird  fight,  That’s  a Baftard  5 and  it  fhall 
go  hard  but  I’ll  have  it  call’d  mine } I have  the  way,’tis  but  praifing 
thee,  and  fwearing  thou  art  honed  before  I am  alkt : You  taught 
me  the  trick. 

Farf.  Next  Levy  1 11  preach  againd  thee,  and  tell  them  what  a 
piece  you  are  5 your  Drum  and  borrowed  Icarf  fhall  not  prevail, 

' nor  dial  1 you  win  with  Charmes  half-ell-long,  ( hight  ferret  Rib- 
band) the  youth  of  our  Parifh,  as  you  have  done. 

Capt.  No,  lofe  no  time,  prithee  dudy  and  learn  to  preach,  and 
leave  railing  againd  the  Surplice,  now  thou  hall  preach’d  thy  felf 
into  Linen  , Adieu,  Abigail  Adieu,  Heir  apparent  to  Sir  Oliver 
Marre-text  5 To  Church,  go.  I’ll  fend  a Beadle  diall  fing  your  Epi- 
thalamium. 

Farf.  Adieu,  my  Captain  of  a tame  band,  I’ll  tell  your  old 
Ladyhow  you  abufed  her  breath, and  fwore  you  earn’d  your  money 
harder  therr-thofe  that  dig  in  the  Mines  for  t.  Exit  Captain. A fart, 
fill  thy  foil.  Captain  of  a Gaily  Foyd.  He’s  gone,  come  fweet,  let’s 
to  Church  immediatly,  that  I may  go  and  take  my  Revenge  ^ I’ll 
make  him  wear  thin  Breeches. 

Want.  But  if  you  fhould  be  fuch  a Man  as  he  fayes  you  are, 
what  would  my  Friends  fay,  when  they  hear  I have  cad  my  felf 
away  ? 

Farf  He  fayes  ? Hang  him,  lean,  mercenary,  provant  Rogue  $ 
I knew  his  beginning  when  he  made  the  liocks  lowfie,  and  fwarm’d 
fo  with  vermin  we  were  afraid  he  would  have  brought  that  Curfe 
upwi  the  County  5 He  fayes?  but  what’s  matter  what  he  fayes  ? 
a Rcfcue,  by  Sire  and  Damm  5 his  Father  was  a broad  fat  Pedler, 
a wha^L)  you  lack,  Sir,  that  haunted  good  houfes,and  dole  more 
then  he  nought } His  Damm  was  a Gypfie,  a pilfering  canting 
Sibyll  in  her  youth,  and  fhe  differed  in  her  old  age  for  a Witch  5 
Poor  stromwell , the  Rogue  was  a perpetual  Burthen  to  her,  fhe 
carried  him  longer  a!  her  back  then  in  her  belly  j he  dwelt  there, 
till  fhelod  him  one  night  in  the  great  Frod  upon  our  Common, 
and  there  he  was  found  in  the  morning  candid  in  Ice  : a pox  of 
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their  Charity  that  thaw’d  him,  you  might  fmell  a Rogue  then  in 
the  bud,  he  is  now  run  away  from  his  Wife. 

Want.  His  Wife  ? 

Varf.  Yes,  his  Wife  5 Why,  do  you  not  know  he’s  married  ac- 
cording to  the  Rogues  Liturgy  ? a Left-handed  Bridegroom  $ I faw 
him  take  the  Ring  from  a Tinkers  Dowager. 

Want.  Is  this  poflible  ? 

Varf.  Yes,  mod:  poflible,  and  you  fhall  fee  how  I’ll  be  reveng’d 
on  him  3 I will  immediatly  go  feek  the  Ordinance  againft  Re- 
formadoes. 

Want.  What  Ordinance  ? 

Varf.  Why,  they  do  fo  fvvarm  about  the  Town,  and  are  fo  de- 
ftru&ive  to  Trade  and  all  Civil  Government,  that  the  State  has 
declared.  No  perfon  (hall  keep  above  two  Colonels  and  four 
Captains,  (of  what  Trade  foever  ) in  his  Family  3 For  now  the 
War  is  done.  Broken  breech.  Wood-monger,  Rag-man,  Butcher, 
and  Link-boy  , ( Comrades  that  made  up  the  ragged  Regiment  in 
this  holy  War)  think  to  return  and  be  admitted  to  ferve  out  their 
times  again. 

Want.  Your  Ordinance  will  not  touch  the  Captain,  for  he  is  a 
known  Souldier. 

Varf.  He  a Captain?  an  Apochryphal  Modern  one,  that  went 
Convoy  once  to  Brainford  with  thofe  Troops  that  conduced 
the  Contribution-Puddings  in  the  late  holy  War  , when  the  City 
ran  mad  after  their  Rullet  Levites,  Apron-Rogues,  with  horn 
hands  3 Hang  him,  he’s  but  the  fign  of  a Souldier  3 and  I hope  to 
fee  him  hang’d  for  that  Commiflion,  when  the  King  comes  to  his 
Place  again. 

Want.  You  abufe  him,  now  he’s  gone  3 But, — 

Tarf.  Why?  doft  thou  think  I fear  him  ? No  Wench,  I know 
him  too  well  for  a Cowardly  Have,  that  dares  as  foon  eat  his  Fox, 
as  draw  it  in  earned:  3 the  flave’s  noted  to  make  a Confcience  of 
nothing  but  fighting. 

Vant.  Well,  if  you  be  not  a good  Man,  and  a kind  Hufband— 

Varf.  Thou  know’ftthe  Proverb,  as  happy  as  the  Parfons  Wife, 
during  her  Hufbands  life. 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Mijlrefi  Pleafant,  Widow  Wild  her  Afint0  and  Secret, 
her  Worn  an , above  in  the  Mufick,  Room,  as  drejjing  her , 

A Glafs , a Table , and  fie  in  her  night  cloathes. 

Vleaf.QEcret , give  me  the  Glafs,  and  fee  who  knocks. 

O Wid.  Niece,  what,fhut  the  Door  ? as  I live  thisMufick 
was  meant  to  you,  I know  my  Nephews  voice. 

Vleaf.  Yes,  but  you  think  his  friends  has  more  Mufick  in’t. 

Wid.  No  Faith,  I can  laugh  with  him  , or  fo,  but  he  comes  no 
nearer  then  my  lace. 

Vleaf.  You  do  well  to  keep  your  finock  betwixt. 

Wid. 
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Wid.  Faith,  Wench,  fo  wilt  thou  and  thou  beeft  wife,  from  him 
and  all  of  them, and  be  rul’d  by  me, well  abufe  all  the  Sex, till  they 
put  a true  value  upon  us. 

Fleaf.  But  dare  you  forbid  the  travel’d  Gentlemen,  and  abufe 
them  and  your  fervant,  and  fwear,  with  me,  not  to  marry  in  a 
twelve  moneth,  though  a Lord  bait  the  hook,  and  hang  out  the 
fign  of  a Court  Cupid , whipt  by  a Country  Widow  } then  I believe 
we  may  have  mirth  cheaper  then  at  the  price  of  our  felves,  and 
fome  fport  with  the  wits  that  went  to  lofe  themfelves  in  France. 

Wid.  Come,  no  diftembling,  left  I tell  your  fervant,  when  he  re* 
turns,  how  much  you’re  taken  with  the  laft  new  fafhion. 

Secret.  IVJadam,  ’tis  almoft  Noon,  will  you  not  drefs  your  felf 
to  day  ) 

Wid.  She  fpeaks  as  if  we  were  Boarders  5 Prethee,  Wench,  is 
not  the  dinner  our  own,  fure  my  Cook  fhall  lay  by  my  own  Roaft 
till  my  ftomack  be  up. 

Fleaf.  But  there  may  be  Company,  and  they  will  fay,  we  take 
too  long  time  to  trim.  Secret.  Give  me  the  flowers  my  fervant 
lent  me,  hefware  ’twas  the  firft  the  Wench  made  of  the  kind. 

Wid.  But  when  he  fhall  hear  you  had  Mulick  lent  you  to  day, 
’twill  make  him  appear  in  his  old  cloathes. 

Fleaf.  Marry,  I would  he  would  take  exception,  he  fhould  not 
want  ill  ufagetorid  me  of  his  trouble^  as  I live,  cuftom  has  made 
me  fo  acquainted  with  him,  that  I now  begin  to  think  him  not  fo 
difpleafing,  as  at  firft}  and  if  he  fall  not  out  with  me,  I muft  with 
him, to  fecure  my  felf.  Sure  (Aunt)  he  muft  find  Sence  and  Pvca- 
fon  abfent,  for  when  a Queftion  knocks  at  his  head,  the  Anfwer 
tells  that  there  is  no  body  at  home } I ask’d  him,th’other  day,  if  he 
did  not  find  a blemifh  in  his  underftanding,  and  he  fware  a great 
Oath,  Not  he  } I told  him  ’twas  very  ftrange,  for  Fool  was  fo  vifible 
an  eye-fore,  that  neither  Birth  nor  Fortune  could  reconcile 
to  me. 

Wid.  Faith,  methinks  his  humour  is  good,  and  his  purfe  will  buy 
good  company,and  1 can  laugh  and  be  merry  with  him  fometimes. 

Fleaf  Why,  pray,  Aunt,  take  him  to  your  felf,  and  fee  how 
merry  we  will  be  } I can  laugh  at  any  bodies  Fool,  but  mine  own. 

Wid.  By  my  troth,  but  that  I have  married  one  Fool  already, 
you  fhould  not  have  him.  Confider,  he  asks  no  portion,  and  yet 
will  make  a great  joynture } a Fool  with  thefe  conveniences,  a 
kind  loving  Fool,  and  one  that  you  may  govern,  makes  no  ill  huf* 
band}  Niece,  there  are  other  Arguments  too,  to  bid  a Fool  wel- 
come, which  you  will  find  without  teaching  } think  of  it,  Niece  } 
you  may  lay  out  your  afFeftion  to  purchafe  fome  dear  wit,  or 
judgement  of  the  City,  and  repent,  at  leifure  a good  bargain,  in 
this  Fool. 

Fleaf  Faith,  Aunt,  Fools  are  cheap  in  the  Butchery,  and  dear  in 
the  Kitchin  } they  are  fuch  unfavory  infipid  things  that  there  goes 
more  charge  to  the  fauce  then  the  Fool  is  worth,  ere  a woman  can 
confidently  lerve  him,  either  to  her  bed  or  board  } then  if  he  be 
a loving  Fool,  he  troubles  all  the  w7orld  a days,  and  me  all  night. 

Secret,’ 
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Secret.  Friendftiip-love,  Madam,  has  a remedy  for  that. 

Fleaf.  See  if  the  air  of  this  place  has  not  enclin’d  Secret  to  be  a 
Baud  already.  No,  Secret , you  get  no  Gowns  that  way.  Upon  my 
word  } if  I marry,  it  (hall  be  a Gentleman  that  has  wit  and  honour, 
though  he  has  nothing  but  a fword  by  his  fide  } fuch  a one  naked  is 
better  then  a Fool  with  all  his  Trappings, Bells  and  Baubles. 

Wid * Why,  as  I live,  he’s  a handfome  fellow,  and  merry  5 mine 
is  fuch  a fad  foul,  and  tells  me  ftories  of  Lovers  that  dy’d  in  de- 
fpair,  and  of  the  lamentable  end  of  their  Miftrefles  (according  to 
the  Ballad)  and  thinks  to  win  me  by  Example. 

Fleaf.  Faith  mine  talks  of  nothing  but  how  long  he  has  lov’d 
me^  and  thofe  that  know  me  not,  think  I am  old,  and  ftill  finds 
new  caufes,  (as  he  calls  them)  for  his  love  3 I ask’d  him  the  other 
day  if  I chang’d  fo  faff  or  no. 

Wid.  But  what  think’ft  thou,  Secret } my  Nephew  dances  well, 
and  has  a handfome  houfe  in  the  Piazza. 

Fleaf.  Your  Nephew  ? not  I,  As  I live  } he  looks  as  if  he  would 
be  woo’d}  I’ll  warrant  you,  he’l  never  begin  with  a woman  till  he 
has  loft  the  opinion  of  himfelf } Butfince  you  are  fo  courteous,  I’le 
fpeak  to  his  friend,  and  let  him  know  how  you  fuffer  for  him. 

Wid.  Him  ! marry  God  blefs  all  good  women  from  him  3 why, 
he  talks  as  if  the  Dairy-maid  and  all  her  Cows  could  not  ferve  his 
turn  3 then  they  wear  fuch  baudy-breeches,  ’twould  ftartle  an  ho- 
neft  woman  to  come  in  their  company,  for  fear  they  fhould  break, 
and  put  her  to  count  from  the  fall  of  them  3 for  I’le  warrant,  the 
year  of  the  Lord  would  fooner  out  of  her  head  then  fuch  a fight. 

rleaf.  I am  not  fuch  an  enemy  now  to  his  humour  as  to  your 
Nephews,  he  rails  againftour  fex,  and  thinks  by  beating  down  the 
price  of  women  to  make  us  defpair  of  Merchants  } But  if  I had  his 
heart-ftrings  tied  on  a T rue-lovers-knot,  I would  fo  firk  him  till  he 
found  phyfick  in  a Rope. 

Secret.  He’s  a feurvey  tongu’d  fellow,  I’me  fure  of  that}  and  if  I 
could  have  got  a ftaff,  I had  mark’d  him. 

IVid.  What  did  he  do  to  thee.  Secret  .<? 

Fleaf.  Why,  he  fwore,  he  had  a better  opinion  of  her  then  to 
think  fhe  had  her  Maiden-head  3 but  if  (he  were  that  Fool, and  had 
preferv’d  the  toy, he  fwore  he  would  not  take  the  pains  of  fetching 
it,  to  have  it } I confefs,  I would  fain  be  reveng’d  on  them,  becaufe 
they  arefo  blown  up  with  opinion  of  their  wit. 

Wid.  As  l live,  my  Nephew  gravels  ftill  3 the  fober  honeft  Ned 
Wild  will  not  be  at  home  this  moneth. 

Fleaf.  What  fay  you  } will  you  abufe  them  and  all  the  reft,  and 
ftand  to  my  firft  Propofition  ? 

Wid.  Yes,  faith5if  it  be  but  to  bury  my  fervant,«sW^}  for  he  can- 
not laft  above  another  Fall,  and  how,  think  you,  will  yourfervant 
take  it  ? 

Fleaf.  Mine  ! oh  God  help  me,  mine’s  a healthy  Fool,  I would 
he  were  fubjeft  to  pine  and  take  things  unkindly } there  were  (ome 
hope  to  be  rid  of  him  3 for  I’ll  undertake  to  ufe  him  as  ill  as  any 


or j Love  at  frji  Sight. 

Wid.  As  I live,  I am  eafily  relblv’d^for  if  I would  marry,  I know 
neither  who  nor  what  humour  to  chufe. 

Secret.  By  my  troth.  Madam,  you  are  hard  to  pleafe 3 elfe  the 
Courtier  might  have  ferv’d  turn. 

Wid.  Serve  turn  f Prithee  what  hafte,  Secret  <?  that  I fhould  put 
my  felf  to  bed  with  one  I might  make  a fhift  with  5 when  I marry, 
thou  (halt  cry  , I,  marry , Madam 3 this  is  a husband  without 
blufhing  wench,  and  none  of  your  fo-fo  husbands  5 yet  he  might 
half  overcome  my  averfion,  I confefs. 

Tleaf.  Overcome  ! I think  fo,  he  might  have  won  a City  his 
way  3 for  when  he  law  you  were  refolv’d  he  fhould  not  eat  with 
you,  he  would  fethimfelf  down  as  if  he  meant  tobefiegeus,  and 
had  vow’d  never  to  rife  till  he  had  taken  us  in  3 and  becaufe  our  fex 
forbad  force,  he  meant  to  do  it  by  famine  3 yet  you  may  flay,  and 
mifs  a better  market  3 for  hang  me,  I am  of  Secrets  opinion  3 he 
had  but  two  faults,  a handlbme  fellow,  and  too  foon  deny’d. 

Wid.  Tis  true,  he  was  a handlbme  fellow,  and  a civil,  that  I 
fhall  report  him  3 for  as  foon  as  it  was  given  him  to  underfland,  F 
defir’d  he  would  come  no  more,  I never  faw  him  lince,  but  by 
chance. 

Tleaf.  Why  did  you  forbid  him  ? 

Wid.  There  were  divers  exceptions  3 But  that  which  angred  me 
then,  was,  he  came  with  tlft  Kings  Letters  Patents,  as  if  he  had 
been  to  take  up  a wife  for  his  Majefties  ufe. 

Tleaf.  Alas!  was  that  all  ? why, ’tis  their  way  at  Court,  a com- 
mon courfe  among  them,  and  was  it  not  one  the  King  had  a great 
care  of?  when  my  mother  w?s  alive,  I had  fuch  a packet  from  the 
Court  dire&ed  unto  me,  I bid  them  pay  the  Poll,  and  make  the 
fellow  drink,  which  he  took  as  ill  as  I could  wifh,and  has  been  ever 
fince  fuch  a friendly  enemy. 

Wid.  Nay,  as  I live,  die  was  for  the  Captain  too  3 his  Scarfe  and 
Feather  won  her  heart. 

Secret.  Truly,  Madam,  never  flatter  your  felf  3 for  the  Gentle- 
man did  not  like  you  fo  well  as  to  put  you  to  the  trouble  of  fay- 
ing, no. 

Tleaf.  Lord,  how  I hated  and  dreaded  that  Scarfe  and  Buff- 
coat  ? 

Secret.  Why  , Miftrefs  Tleafint , a Captain  is  an  honourable 
Charge. 

Wid.  Prithee,  Secret , name  them  no  more,  Colonel  and  Cap- 
tain, Commiflioner,  Free-quarters,  Ordnance  and  Contribution  3 
When  Buff  utters  thefe  words,  I tremble  and  dread  the  found  3 it 
frights  me  ftill  when  I do  but  think  on  them  3 Cuds  body,  they  re 
twigs  of  the  old  Rod  (Wench)  that  whipt  us  fo  lately. 

Tleaf.  I,  I,  and  they  were  happy  dayes , Wench , when  the 
Captain  was  a lean,  poor,  humble  thing,  and  the  Souldier  tame, 
and  durft  not  come  within  the  City,  for  fear  of  a Conftable  and  a 
Whipping-pofl:  3 they  know  the  penal  Statutes  give  no  Quarter  5 
Then  Burt  was  out  of  countenance,  and  fculk’d  from  Ale-houfe  to 
Ale-houfe,  and  the  City  had  no  Militia  but  the  Sheriffs-men  3 In 
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thofe  merry  days,  a Bailiff  trode  the  ftreets  with  terror,  when  all 
the  Chains  in  the  City  were  rufty,  blit  Mr.  Sheriffs,  when  the 
people  knew  no  evil  but  the  Conftable  and  his  Watch  5 Now 
every  Committee  has  as  much  power,  and  as  little  manners,  an^ 
examines  with  as  much  ignorance,  impertinence  and  authority,  as 
a Conftable  in  the  Kings  Key. 

People  talks-  FFid.  See,  who’s  that  fo  loud  > 

ing  without.  Secret.  The  men  you  talk’d  of,  newly  come  to  Town. — 

[ Exeunt  omnes. 

A C T.  I.  S C E N.  1 1 1. 

Enter  ]*ckConjiant,  Will.  Sadd,  Jolly,  and  a Foot  man , they 
comb  their  heads , and  talk. 

Jol/.T)  em ember  our  covenants,  get  them  that  can,  all  friends } 

Jt\  and  be  fure  to  difpatch  the  Plot,  to  carry  them  into  the 
Country,  left  the  brace  of  new-come  Monfieurs  get  them. 

Conji.  Thofe  flefh-flies  ? I’ll  warrant  thee  from  them,  yet ’twas 
foolifhly  done  of  me  to  put  on  this  gravity  } I (hall  breakout,  and 
return  to  my  felf  if  you  put  me  to  a winters  wooing. 

Sadd.  A little  patience  do’s  it  5 and  I am  content  to  fuffer  any 
thing  till  they’re  out  of  Town  : Secl%ti ays,  they  think  my  pale 
face  proceeds  from  my  love. 

jf oil.  Do’s  fhe  ? that  fhall  be  one  hint  to  advance  your  defigns, 
and  my  revenge  5 for  fo  fhe  be  couzen’d  I care  not  who  do’s  it,for 
fcorning  me,  who  (by  this  hand)  lov’d  her  parloufly. 

Footm.  Sir,  what  (hall  I do  with  the  horfes? 

Sadd.  Carry  them  to  Brumjteds. 

Footm.  What  lhall  I do  with  your  worlhips. 

Jol/.  Mine  ? take  him,  hamftring  him,  kill  him,  any  thing  to 
make  him  away,  left  having  fuch  a conveniency  I be  betray’d  to 
another  journey  into  the  Country.  Gentlemen,  you  are  all  wel- 
come to  my  Country-houfe  5 Charing-croj f,  I am  glad  to  fee  thee, 
with  all  my  heart. 

Conji.  What  ? not  reconcil’d  to  the  Country  yet  ? 

Sadd.  He  was  not  long  enough  there  to  fee  the  pleafure  of  it. 

Jol/.  Pleafure  ? what  is’t  call’d  ? walking  or  hawking,  or  (hoot- 
ing at  Butts  ? 

Conji.  You  found  other  pleafures.or  elfe  the  ftory  of  the  Meadow 
is  no  Gofpel. 

jol/.  Yes,  a pox  upon  the  neceflity.  Here  I could  as  foonhave 
taken  the  Cow,  as  fuch  a Milk-maid. 

Sadd.  The  wine  and  meat’s  godd,  and  the  company. 

joU.  When,  at  a Tuefday-meeting  the  Country  comes  in  to  a 
match  at  two  fhillings  Rubbers,  where  they  conclude  at  dinner 
what  fhall  be  done  this  Parliament,  railing  againft  the  Court  and 
Pope,  after  the  old  Elizabeth-way  of  preaching,  till  they  are  drunk 
with  zeal } and  then  the  old  Knight  of  the  Shire  from  the  boards 
end,  in  his  Coronation  breeches,  vies  clinches  with  a filenc’d  Mini- 
. fter, 
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fter,  a Rogue  that  rail’d  againd  the  Reformation  meerly  to  be 
eas’d  of  the  trouble  of  preaching. 

Confl.  Nay,  As  I live,  now  you  are  to  blame,  and  wrong  him, 
the  man  s a very  able  man. 

jf oil.  You’l  be  able  to  lay  fo,  one  day,  upon  your  wives  report} 

I would  he  were  gelt,  and  all  that  hold  his  opinion : By  this  good 
day,  they  get  more  fouls  then  they  lave. 

Sadd.  And  what  think  you  of  the  Knights  Son  ? I hope  he’s  a 
fine  Gentleman,  when  his  green  Suit, and  his  blew  dockings  are  on  } 
and  the  welcomed  thing  alive  to  Mrs.  Abigail , but  Tib  and  Tom  in 
the  Stock. 

Joll.  Who,  Mr.  Jeoffry  ? Hobinol  thefecond}  By  this  life, ’tis  a 
very  Veal,  and  he  licks  his  Nofe  like  one  of  them  5 By  his  difeourfe 
you’ld  guefs  he  had  eaten  nothing  but  Hay  } I wonder  he  doth  not 
go  on  all  four  too,  and  hold  up  his  leg  when  he  dales  } he  talks  of 
nothing  but  the  dable.  The  Coblers  Black-bird  at  the  corner  has 
more  difeourfe  } he  has  notfo  much  as  the  family-jed,  which  thefe 
Coridons  ufe  to  inherit  $ I pos’d  him  in  Booker  s Prophelies,  till  he 
confed  he  had  not  mader’dhis  Almanack  yet. 

Confi.  But  what  was  that  you  whifper’d  to  him  in  the  Hall  > 

Jo//.  Why,  the  Butler  and  I,  by  the  intercedion  of  March  beer, 
had  newly  reconcil’d  him  to  his  Dads  old  Cod-piece  Corflet,  in 
the  Hall  } which,  when  his  zeal  was  up,  he  would  needs  throw 
down,  becaule  it  hung  upon  a Crofs. 

Conji.  But  what  think  you  of  my  neighbour  ? I hope  her  charity 
takes  you. 

^0#.Yes,and  her  old  Waiting-womans  devotion}(he  ligh’d  in  the 
Pew  behind  me  } A Dutch  Skipper  belches  not  fo  loud,  or  lo  fow- 
er  } my  Ladies  miferable  (inner,  with  the  wdiite  eyes,  (he  do’s  fo 
fqueeze  out  her  prayers  } and  fo  wring  out.  Have  mercy  upon  us  } i 
warrant  her,  fhe  has  a waiting-womans  ding  in  her  confidence}  (he 
looks  like  a dirty  foul’d  Baud. 

Cotift.  Who  is  this,  my  Lady  Freedoms  woman  that  he  de- 
feribes  ? 

jfa//.The(ame,the  Independent  Lady, I have  promiled  to  (end  her 
a Cripple  or  two  by  the  next  Carrier  5 her  (ubjeft  husband  would 
needs  (hew  me  his  houfe  one  morning}  I never  vifited  fuch  an  Ho- 
fpital,  it  dunk  like  Bedlam , and  all  the  fervants  were  carrying 
Poultides,  Julips,  and  Gliders,  and  feveral  Remedies  for  all  Dif- 
eafes,  but  his  } The  man  figh  d to  fee  his  Edate  crumbling  away  } 
I counfell’d  him  either  to  give  or  take  a ounce  ot  Rats-bane , to  cure 
his  mind. 

Coitjl.  She  is  my  Cozen}  but  he  made  fuch  a complaint  to  me,  I 
thought  he  had  married  the  Company  of  Surgeons  Hall}  for  his  di- 
rections to  me  for  feveral  things  for  his  Wives  ufe, were  fitter  for  an 
pothecaries-(hop  then  a Ladies  Clofet. 

Joll.  I advifed  him  to  fettle  no  Joynture,  but  her  old  Stills,  and 
a Box  of  Indruments  upon  her  } (he  hates  a man  with  all  his 
Limbs } a Wooden-leg , a Crutch  and  Fijlula  in  Ano , wins  her 
heart } her  Gentleman-ulher  broke  his  leg  lad  Dog-days,  meerly 
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to  have  the  honour  to  have  her  fet  it,  a foul  rank  Rogue,  andfo 
full  of  fait  humours,  that  he  pofed  a whole  Colledge  of  old  Wo- 
men with  a Gangrene  5 which  fpoil’d  the  jeft,  and  his  ambling  be- 
fore my  Lady,  by  applying  a hand-faw  to  his  gartnng  place  3 and 
now  the  Rogue  wears  booted  Bed-ftaves  , and  deftroys  all  the 
young  alhes  to  make  him  legs. 

Sadd.  I never  faw  fuch  a nafty  affeftion  y fhe  would  ha  done 
well  in  the  incurable  5 a Hand-maid  ' to  have  waited  on  the 
Cripples. 

Jolly.  She  eonverfes  with  naked  men, and  handles  ail  their  mem- 
bers though  never  fo  ill  affe&ed, and  calls  the  Fornication  Charity^ 
all  her  difcourfe  to  me  was  fiat  bawdry  , which  I could  not  chide, 
but  fpoke  as  flat  as  (lie, till  fhe  rebuked  me, calling  mine  beaftlinefs, 
and  hers,  Natural  Philofophy  } By  this  day,  if  I were  to  marry, 
I would  as  loon  have  chofen  a drawn  whore  out  of  mine  own  Hof- 
pital,and  cure  the  fins  of  her  youth,  as  marry  a Ihe-Chirurgeon 
one  that  for  her  fins  in  her  firft  Hufbands  dayes  cures  all  the 
crimes  of  her  Sex  in  my  time.  I would  have  him  call  her  Chiron , 
the  Centaur’s  own  Daughter,  a Chirurgeon  by  Sire  and  Damm, 
Ay  olio's  own  Colt,  (lie’s  red-hair’d  too,  like  that  bonny  bead  with 
the  golden  Mane  and  flaming  taile. 

Sadd. You  had  a long  difcourfe  with  heiy^faZ^what  wa’ft  about? 

Jolly.  I was  advifing  her  to  be  divorc’d,  and  marry  the  Man  in 
the  Almanack  5 ’tw'ould  be  fine  paftime  for  her  to  lick  him 
whole. 

Sadd.  By  this  day3  I never  faw  fuch  a Mule  as  her  Hufband  is, 
to  bear  with  her  madnefs  ^ the  houfe  is  a good  houfe,and  well  fur- 
nifhed. 

Jolly.  Yes , but  ’tis  fuch  a fight  to  fee  great  French  Bedds  full 
of  found  Children,  fons  of  Batchelors , Priefts  Heirs,  Bridewell 
Orphans  ^ there  they  lie  by  dozens  in  a Bed,  like  fucking  Rabbets 
in  a difh,  or  a row  of  pins  ^ and  then  they  keep  a whole  Dairy  of 
milch  Whores  to  fuckle  them. 

Sadd . She  is  fuccesful,  and  that  fpoils  her,  and  makes  her  deaf 
to  counfel  5 1 bad  him  poyfon  two  or  three , to  difgrace  her^for  the 
Vanity  and  Pride  of  their  remedies  make  thofe  W'omen  more  dili- 
gent then  their  Charity. 

Jolly.  I afked  him  why  he  married  her  j and  he  confefled,  if 
he  had  been  found  he  had  never  had  her. 

Conjl.  He  confefs’d,  (lie  cur’d  him  of  three  Claps  before  he 
married  her. 

Jolly.  Yes,  and  I believe  fome  other  member  (though  then  ill 
affe&ed)  pleaded  more  then  his  tongue:,  and  the  Rogue  is  like  to 
find  her  bufinefi  ftill,  for  he  flies  at  all  ^ My  God,  I owe  thee 
thanks  for  many  things  j but  ’tis  not  the  leaf!:,  I aiu  not  her 
Huiband,  nor  a Country  Gentleman,  whither  I believe  you  can- 
not eafily  feduce  me  again  , unlefs  you  can  perfwade  London  to 
band  in  the  Country  } To  Hide  Park or  fo,  I may  venture  upon 
your  Lady-fair  dayes,  when  the  Filly  Foales  of  fifteen  come  kick- 
ing in,  with  their  Maines  and  tailes  ty’d  up  in  Ribbands , to  fee 
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their  eyes  roule  and  neigh,  when  the  Spring  makes  their  blood 
prick  them  } io  far  I am  with  you  by  the  way  of  a Country 
Gentleman  and  a Beer-drinker. 

Sadd.  For  all  this  diflike,  Matter  J olly^  your  greateft  acquaint- 
ance lies  amongft  Country  Gentlemen. 

Jolly.  I,  at  London , there  your  Country  Gentlemen  are  good 
Company,  where  to  be  feen  with  them  is  a kind  of  credit  5 I come 
to  a Mercers  (hop  in  your  Coach  j Boy,call  your  Matter  3 he  comes 
bare,  I whifper  him,  Do  you  know  the  Conjlants  and  the  Sadds  of 
Norfolk J yes,  yes,  he  replyes,and  ftrokes  his  beard}  they  are  good 
Men  cry  I,  yes,  yes 3 No  more,  cut  me  off  three  futesofSattin,  he 
does  it,  and  in  the  delivery  whifpers,  Will  thefe  be  bound  ? pifh, 
drive  on  Coachman,  fpeak  with  me  to  morrow. 

Confl.  And  what  then  ? 

Jolly.  What  then  ? why,  come  again  next  day. 

Sadd.  And  what  if  the  Country  Gentleman  will  not  be 
bound  ? 

Jolly.  Then  he  mutt  fight. 

Sadd.  I would  I had  known  that  before  I had  fign’d  your 
Bond,  I would  have  fet  my  fword  fooner  then  my  Seal  to  it. 

Jolly.  Why,  if  thou  repent  there’s  no  harm  done,  fight  rather 
then  pay  it. 

Sadd.  Why,  do  you  thinkTdare  not  fight? 

Jolly.  Yes,but  I think  thou  hatt  more  wit  then  to  fight  with  me 3 
for  if  I kill  thee,  ’tis  a fortune  to  me,  and  others  will  fign  in  fear  3 
and  if  thou  fhould’ft  kill  me , any  body  that  knows  us  would 
fwear  ’twere  very  ftrange,  and  cry,  there’s  Gods  juft  judgement 
now  upon  that  lewd  youth,  and  thou  procur’d  his  hang-mans  place 
at  the  rate  of  thy  Eftatc. 

Conjl.  By  this  hand,  he  is  in  the  right 3 and  for  mine  I meant  to 
pay  when  I fign’d  3 hang  it,  never  put  good  fellowes  to  fay,  prithee 
give  me  a hundred  pounds. 

Sadd.  ’Tis  true,  ’tis  a good  ganty  way  of  begging 3 yet, for  being 
kill’d,if  I refufe  it,would  there  were  no  more  danger  in  the  Widows 
Unkindnefsjthen  in  your  fighting  3 I would  not  miftruft  my  defign. 

Jolly. Why  I, there’s  a point  now  in  nicity  of  Honour, I fhouldkill 
you  for  her 3 for,you  know  I pretended  firft}  and  it  may  be  if  I had 
writ  fad  lines  to  her,  and  hid  my  felf  in  my  Cloak,  and  haunted  her 
Coach  , it  may  be  in  time  fhe  would  have  fought  me  3 not  I,  by 
this  hand,  I’ll  not  trouble  my  felf  for  a Wench,  and  married  Wid- 
owesare  but  Cuttomary  authoriz’d  Wenches. 

Conjl.  Being  of  that  Opinion  , how  can’ft  thou  to  think  of  mar- 
rying one  ? 

• Jolly.  Why,  faith,  I know  not,  I thought  to  reft  me,  for  I was 
runout  of  breath  with  pleafure,  and  grew  fo  acquainted  with  fin, 

I would  have  been  good -(for  variety  3)  in  thefe  thoughts,  ’twas  my 
fortune  to  meet  with  this  Widow  , handfome , apd  of  a clear 
Fame. 

Conjl.  Did’ft  love  her  ? 

Jolly.  Yes,‘faith  ? I had  Love,  but  not  to  the  difeafe  that  makes 
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men  lick  $ and  I could  have  lov’d  her  ft  ill,  but  that  I was  angry  to 
have  her  refufe  me  for  a fault  I told  her  of  my  felf , fo  I went  no 
more. 

Sadd . Did  fhe  forbid  you  but  once  ? 

Joll.  Faith,  I think  I dipt  a fair  Opportunity,  a handfome 
wench,  and  three  thouland  pounds  per  annum  in  certainty,  befides 
the  poffibility  of  being  faved. 

Widow  and  Conjl . Which  now  you  think  defperate  ? 

Pleafant  pleaf.  That  is  you  5 Crofs  or  Pile,  will  you  have  him  yet  or  no  ? 
looking  out  at  peaCe,  obferve  them. 

a window.  p^jj  n0j  j d0  not  defpair,  but  I cannot  refolve. 

Enter  Wild,  Carelels,rfW  the  Captain,  going  in  hafle, 
he  comes  in  at  the  middle  Door. 


Wid.  Who  are  thofe  ? 

Carel.  Captain,  whither  in  fuch  hafte  ? what  defeated  ? call  you 
this  a retreat,  or  a flight  from  your  friends  ? 

Pleaf.  Your  Nephew,  and  his  Governour,  and  his  Friend  t here 
will  be  a Scene,  fit  dole,  and  we  may  know  the  fecret  of  their 
hearts. 

Wid.  They  have  not  met  yet  fince  they  return’d , I (hall  love 
this  bay  window. 

Capt.  Prithee  let  me  go,  there’s  mifchief  a Boyling  5 and  if  thou 
fbak’ft  me  once  more  thou  wilt  Jumble  a lye  together  I have  been 
hammering  this  hour. 

Carel.  A pox  upon  you,  a ftudying  lies  ? 

Capt.  Why,  then  they  are  no  lies,  but  fomething  in  the  praife  of 
an  old  Ladies  Beauty,  what  do  you  call  that  ? 

Joll.  Who  are  thole  ? 

7 hey  [pie  Sadd.  I’ft  not  the  Captain , and  my  Friend  ? 

tacb  other. 

Jolly  falutes  them , then  he  goes  to  the  Captain  to  embrace  him , 
the  Captain  Jlands  in  a French  pofture , and  Jlides  from  his 
old  vp ay  of  embracing. 

Joll.  Ned  Wild?  Tom  Carelcfsd  What  ayl’ft  thou,  doft  thou 
fcorn  my  embraces  ? 

Capt.  I fee  you  have  never  been  abroad , els  you  would  know 
how  to  put  a value  upon  thole  whole  careful  oblervation  brought 
home  the  moft  Exquifite  Garb  and  Courtfhip  that  Parts  could 
fell  us. 

Joll.  A pox  on  this  fooling,  and  leave  oft' Ceremony. 

7beym-  Capt.  Why  then  agreed,  off  with  our  masks,  and  let’s  embrace 
brace.  like  the  old  knot. 

Joll.  Faith, fay,  where  have  you  fpent  thefe  three  years  time  ? in 
Our  Neighbour  France  } or  have  you  ventur’d  o re  the  Alps , to  fee 
the  feat  of  the  Cafars  .<? 

Sadd.  And  can  tell  us  ( Ignorant , doom’d  to  walk  upon  our 
own  Land  ) how  large  a feat  the  Goddels  fix’d  her  flying  Tro- 
jans in. 
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Confi.  Yes,  yes,and  havefeen,  and  drunk  (perhaps)  of  Tybers  fa- 
mous ftream. 

J oily.  And  have  been  where  Mneas  buried  his  Trumpeter,  and 
his  Nurfe  } Tom  looks  as  if  he  had  fuck’d  the  one,  and  had  a Bat- 
tel founded  by  the  other,  for  Joy  to  fee  our  Nation  ambitious  not 
to  be  underftood  or  known  when  they  come  home. 

Capt.  So,  now  Fine  /welcome  home,  this  is  freedom,  and  thefe 
are  Friends,  and  with'thefe  I can  be  merry  , for  Gentlemen,  you 
muft  give  me  leave  to  be  free  to.  4. 

‘jolly.  So  you  will  fpare  us  miferable  men, condemn’d  to  London , 
and  the  Company  of  ^MichelmasTewn^  and  never  travel’d  thofe 
Countries  that  fet  Mountains  on  fire  a purpofe  to  light  us  to  our 
lodging.  % 

Wild.  Why  this  is  better  then  to  flay  at  home,  and  lie  by  hear- 
fay,  wearing  01*  youf  felves  and  Fortunes  like  your  cloathes,  to 
fee  her  that  hates  you  for  being  fb  fine,  then  appearing  at  a Play 
dreft  like  fbme  papt  of  it,  while  the  Company  admire  the  Mercers 
and  the  Taylors  work,  and  fwear  they  have  done  their  parts  to 
make  you  fine  Gentlemen. 

Carl . Then  leap  out  of  your  Coach,  and  throw  your  Cloak 
over  your  fhoulder,  the  Cafting  Nets  to  catch  a Widow , while 
we  have  feen  the  world,  and  learn ’d  her  Cuftoms. 

Capt.  Yes,  Sir,  and  return’d  perfed  Mounfieurs. 

Sadd.  Yes,  even  to  their  difeafes  5 1 confefs  my  Ignorance  5 1 can- 
not amble,  nor  ride  like  S.  George  at  Waltham.  y}n  Captain 

jolly.  Yet,  upon  my  Confidence,  he  may  be  as  welcome  with  a W a patch 
trot,  as  the  other  with  his  pace  $ and  faith,  Jack,  ( to  be  a littPe  aver  ^ls  Nofe. 
free  ) tell  me,doft  thou  not  think  thou  hadft  been  as  well  to  pafs 
here,  with  that  Englifh  Nol'e  thou  carryedft  hence,  as  with  the 
French  tongue  thou  haft  brought  home  ? 

Capt.  It  is  an  Accident,  and  to  a Souldicr  ’tis  but  a fear}  ’tis  true, 
fuch  a fign  upon  Mr.  jolly’s  face  had  been  as  ill  as  a Red  Crofs0  and 
Lord  have  mercy  upon  us^  at  his  lodging  door,  to  have  kept  women 
out  of  Court. 

Jolly.  For  ought  you  know  of  the  Court. 

Capt.  I know  the  Court,and  thee,  and  thyufe,  and  how  you 
ferve  but  as  the  handfomeft  movables,  a kind  of  Implement  above 
ftairs,  and  look  much  like  one  of  the  old  Court  Servants  in  the 
hangings. 

Wild.  But  that  they  move,  and  look  frefher,  and  your  Apparel 
more  Modern. 

Carl.  Yet,  faith,  their  Office  is  the  fame,  to  adorn  the  Room,  and 
be  gaz’d  on : Alas ! hee’s  fad.  Courage  man , thefe  riding  cloaths 
will  ferve  thee  at  the  latter  day.  j 

Capt.  Which  is  one  of  their  grievances, for  nothing  troubles  them 
more  then  to  think  they  muft  appear  in  afoul  winding  fheet,  and 
come  undreft. 

jolly.  Gentlemen,  I am  glad  to  find  you  krjbw  the  Court  $ we 
know  a Traveller  too,  efpecially  when  he  isjdius  chang’d  and  Ex- 
chang’d , as  your  Worihips  , both  in  Purfe  and  Perfon , and 

have 
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have  brought  home  forreign  vifages  and  Infcriptions. 

Conft.  Why  that’s  their  perfection,  their  ambition  to  have  it  faid, 
there  go  thofe  that  have  profitably  obferv’d  the  vices  of  other 
Countreys,  and  made  them  their  own  3 and  the  faults  of  feveral 
Nations,  at  their  return,  are  their  Parts. 

j folly.  Why  there’s  Jack  Carelefs , he  carried  out  as  good  liable 
manners  as  any  was  in  Suffolk 5 and  now  he  is  return’d  with  a 
fhrug,  and  a trick  to  (land  crooked,  like  a fkirvy  Bow  unbent,  and 
looks  as  if  he  would  maintain  Oyl  and  Sallads  againll  a Chyne  of 
Beef  3 I knew  a great  Beall  or  this  kind,  it  haunted  the  Court 
much,  and  would  Icarcely  allow  us  ( fully  reduc’d  to  Civility  ) for 
ferving  up  Mutton  in  whole  joynts. 

Conjl.  What,  filent  ? 

Sadd.  Faith,the  Captain  is  in  a lludy. 

Jolly.  Do,  do.  Conn  the  Rivers  and  Towns  perfectly,  Captain  3 
thou  may’ll  become  Intelligencer  to  the  People , and  lie  thy  two 
fheets  a week  in  Corrantoes  too. 

Conft.  And  could  you  not  make  Friends  at  Court , to  get  their 
Pictures  cut  ugly,  in  the  Corner  of  a Map,  like  the  old  Navigators. 
Jolly.  Wee’le  fee,  wee’le  fee.  \ Enter  Widow  and  Pleafant  above . 
Wid.  I’le  interrupt  them  3 Servant  ^ you’re  welcome  to  Town  3 
how  now , Nephew  ? what , dumb  ? where  are  all  our  travel’d 
tongues  ? 

J oil.  Servant ! who  doth  fhe  mean  ? By  this  hand , I difclaim 
the  Title. 

Pleaf.  Captain , Secret  has  taken  Notes , and  defires  you  would 
irrflruCt  her  in  what  concerns  a waiting  Woman  , and  an  Old 
Lady. 

Capt.  Very  good,  yet  this  (hall  not  fave  your  Dinner. 

Wid.  Nay,  while  you  are  in  this  humor  I’le  not  fell  your  Com- 
panies 3 and  though  Mailer  Jolly  be  incenfed,  I hope  he  will  do  me 
the  favour  to  dine  with  me. 

Jolly.  Faith,  Lady,  you  miltakeme  if  you  think  I am  afraid  of  a 
widow  3 for  I would  have  the  world  know  I dare  meet  her  any 
where,  but  at  Bed.  [ Exit  Jolly. 

Wild.  No  more  Aunt,  wee’le  come3  and  if  you  will  give  us  good 
Widow  (huts  meat,  weel  bring  good  humors,  and  good  llomacks. 
the  Curtain.  Carel.  By  this  day  I’le  not.  dine  there,  they  take  a pleafure  to 
raile  a fpirit  that  they  will  not  lay,  I’le  to  Bank/ s. 

Capt.  A Pox  forbid  it,  you  fhall  not  break  Company  , now  you 
know  what  we  are  to  do  after  Dinner. 

Carel.  I will  content,  upon  condition  you  forbid  the  fpiritual 
Non-fence  the  age  calls  Platonick Love. 

Capt.  I muff  away  too  3 But  I’le  be  there  at  Dinner,  you  will 
joyn  in  a Plot  after  dinner. 

Wild.  Any  thing,  Good,  Bad,  or  Indifferent,  for  a Friend  and 
Mirth.  j 'Exeunt  all  but  the  Captain. 

Capt.  I mull  go  and  prevent  the  Rogues  mifchief,  with  the  Old 
Lady.  • Exit  Captain. 
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ACT.  II.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Jolly,  and  the  old  Lady  Aove-all. 

Love-all . A Way,  unworthy,  falfe,  ingrateful  5 with  what  Brow 
dar’ft  thou  come  again  into  my  fight,  knowing  how 
unworthy  you  have  been,  and  how  falfe  to  love  ? 

Jolly.  No,  ’tis  you  are  unworthy,  ‘and  deferve  not  thofe  truths 
of  Love  I have  pay’d  here}  elfe  you  would  not  believe  ev’ry  report 
that  Envy  brings,  and  condemn,  without  hearing  me,  whom  you 
have  fo  often  try’d  and  found  faithful. 

Love.  Yes,  till  I too  credulous  had  pity  on  your  tears  5 till  I had 
mercy  you  durif  not  be  falfe. 

Joll.  Nor  am  not  yet. 

Love.  What  doff  thou  call  Falfe?  is  there  a treachery  beyond 
what  thou  haft  done}  when  I had  given  my  Fame,  my  Fortune,  my 
felf,  and  my  husbands  honour,  all  in  one  Obligation,  a facrifice  to 
that  Fa f lion } which  thou  feem’ft  to  labour  with  defpair  of,  to  tell 
and  Brag  of  a conqueft  o’re  a Woman,  fool’d  by  her  Paflion  , and 
loft  in  her  love  to  thee,  unworthy  } — (^Jhe  tarns  array  her  head. 

Joll.  By  this  Day,  ’tis  as  falfe  as  he  that  faid  it } hang  him,  ion  of 
a Batchelour  } a Have  that  envying  my  Fortune  infuch  a hap'pinefs 
as  your  love,  and  chaft  embraces,took  this  way  to  ruine  it } Come, 
dry  your  Eyes,  and  let  the  guilty  weep  } if  I were  guilty  I durft  as 
foon  approach  a Conftable  drunk,  as  come  here}  you  know  lam 
your  (lave. 

Love.  You  fwore  fo,  and  honour  made  me  leave  to  triumph 
over  your  miferies. 

Joll.  Do  you  repent  that  I am  happy  ?'  if  you  do , command 
my  death. 

Love.  Nay,  never  weep,  nor  fit  fadly , I am  Friends , lb  you  will 
onely  talk  and  difcourfe } for  ’tis  your  company  I onely  covet. 

Joll.  No,  you  cannot  forgive,  becaufe  you  have  injur’d  me}  tis 
right  womans  Juftice  } Accufe  firft,  and  harder  to  reconcile  when 
they  are  guilty,  then  when  they  are  Innocent,  or  elfe  you  would  not 
turn  from  me  thus. 

Love.  You  know  your  youth  hath  a ftrong  power  over  me} 

Turn  thofe  bewitching  Eyes  away}  I cannot  fee  them  with  fafety  of 
mine  honour. 

Joll.  Come  you  (hall  not  hide  your  Face,  there’s  a Charm  in  it 
againft  thofe  that  come  burnt  with  unchaft  fires  }*for  let  but  your 
Eyes  or  Nofe  drop  upon  his  heart  it  would  burn  it  up , or  quench 
it  ftrait. 

Love.  No  Cogging,  you  have  injur’d  me  } and  now  though  my  Jolly  kiffes 
love  plead,  I muft  be  deaf,  my  honour  bids  me } for  you  will  not  ljer  5 ari ^ 
fear  again  to  prove  unworthy  when  you  find  l am  io  eafie  to  for-  ft?  ftovu 
give  --  Why, you  will  not  be  uncivil.  '™h  Z? 

Joll.  So,  the  ftorm  is  lay’d,  I muft  have  thofe  Pearls — fhe  fhov’d  mmt ; ^ 
me  away  with  her  mouth,  I’le  to  her  again. 
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Still  as  he  ef*  Love.  Where  are  you  ? what  do  you  take  me  for  > why  you 
fers  to  touch  not  be  uncivil  ? 

her’fie  (jarts  j foil.  Uncivil  ! By  thy  chafte  felf,  I cannot.  Chick  5 thou  haft 

“pier  Mats  a terror3  a ^Liar<^  in  thofe  eyes,  I dare  not  approach  thee, 
" er  coa  ' nor  can  I gaze  upon  lb  much  fire  5 Prithee,  Sirrah,  let  me  hide  me 
from  their  power  here. 

Love . You  prefume  upon  the  weaknefs  of  our  fex } what  {hall  I 
(ay  or  do  } Tyrant  Love ! 

j \oU.  There’s  a charm  in  thofe  Pearls,  pull  them  off}  if  they  have 
a Froft  in  them,  let  me  wear  them,  and  then  we  are  both  fafe. 

Love-all.  I would  you  had  taken  themfooner,  I had  then  been 
innocent,  and  might  with  whitenefs  have  worn  my  love  which  I 
(hall  ne’re  out-live. 

j Joll.  Dear,  do  not  too  faft  pour  in  my  joys,  left  I too  loon  reach 
my  heaven. 

Love-all.  Be  gone  then, left  we  prove  (having  gain’d  that  height) 
this  fad  truth  in  Love  5 The  firft  minute  after  noon  is  night. 

Joll.  Part  now  } The  Gods  forbid  5 take  from  me  firft  this  load 
of  joys  you  have  thrown  upon  me  5 for  ’tis  a burthen  harder  to 
bear  then  fadnefs  5 1 was  not  born  till  now,  this  my  firft  night  in 
which  I reap  true  blifs. 

Love-all.  No,  no$  I would  it  had  been  your  firft  night,  then  your 
falfhOod  had  not  given  argument  for  thefe  tears } and  I hate  my 
(elf  to  think  I fhould  be  ftich  a foolilh  fly,  thus  again  to  approach 
your  dangerous  flame. 

Joll.  Come,  divert  thefe  thoughts  } I’ll  go  fee  your  Clofet. 

Love-all.  No,  no,  I fwear  you  ftiall  not. 

Joll.  You  know,  I am  going  out  of  Town  for  two  days. 

Love-all.  When  you  return,  I’ll  fhew  it  you  $ you  will  forget 
me  elfe  when  you  are  gone,  and  at  Court. 

Joll . Can  your  love  endure  delays  ? or  fhall  bufinefs  thee  from 
hence  remove  ? thefe  were  your  own  Arguments , come,  you  fhall 
fhew  it  me. 

0 

Love-all.  Nay,  then  I perceive  what  unworthy  way  your  love 
would  find  5 Ye  Gods,  are  all  men  falfe  ? 

He  pulls  !*r  Joll.  As  I live,  you  fhall  ftay,come,  you  ought  to  make  me 
Bodkin , that  amends  for  {landring  of  me  $ Hang  me,  if  ever  I told  j and  he  that 
it  tied  m a report^  js  the  damn’dft  Rogue  in  a Country,  Come,  I fay. — 
BMin  ^ Love- all.  Ah  ! As  I live,  I will  not,  I have  fworn  5 do  not  pull 
He  pulls  her,  me5  I not  be  damn’d,  I have  fworn.- — 

and  fays  this.  J°M'  As  I live,  I’ll  break  your  Bodkin  then,  a weeping  Tyrant ! . 
Come  5 by  this  good  day,you  fhall  be  merciful. 

Love-all.  Why,  you  will  not  be  uncivil  , you  will  not  force  me, 
will  you  ? As  I live,  I will  not. 

He  pulls  Hill,  Joll . Nay,  and  you  be  wilful,  I can  be  ftubborn  too. 

Love-all.  Hang  me.  I’ll  call  aloud,  why  Nan  / nay,  you  may 
force  me  ^ But,  As  I live.  I’ll  do  nothing.  \Exennt  ambo. 
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ACT.  II.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Captain. 

•'  . n;j  / )d  ■}( 

Capt.  A Pox  upon  you,  are  you  earth’d  > The  Rogue  has  got  her 
XJL  Neck-lace  of  Pearl}butl  hope  he  will  leave  the  Rone  to 
hang  me  in,  how  the  pox  came  they  fo  great  ? I muft  have  fome 
trick  to  break  his  neck,  elfe  the  young  Rogue  will  work  me  out  } 

’tis  an  excellent  old  Lady,  but  I dare  not  call  her  lb  } yet  would 
(he  were  young  enough  to  bear,  we  might  do  fome  good  for  our 
heirs,  by  leaving  fuch  a charitable  brood  behind  5 ihe’s  a woman 
after  the  firffc  kind}  ’tis  but  going  in  to  her  and  you  may  know  her  } 
then  fhe’l  oblige  fo  readily,  and  gives  with  greater  thankes  then 
others  receive,  takes  it  fo  kindly  to  be  courted.  I am  now  to  ob- 
lige her  (as  fhe  calls  it)  by  profefling  young  Wilds  love,  and  de- 
firing  anaflurance  } fhe’s  fenfible  of  his  fufferings,  which  though  it 
be  falfe,  and  beyond  my  Commiffion , yet  the  hopes  of  luch  a new 
young  thing  that  has  the  vogue  of  the  Town,forhandfomeft,  ’twill 
fo  tickle-her  age,  and  fo  blow  up  her  vanity,  to  have  it  laid.  He  is 
in  love  with  her,  and  fo  endear  her  to  me  for  being  the  means 

that  the  Parfons  malice  will  be  able  to  take  no  root} She 

comes,  I muft  not  befeen. [ Enter  Love-all,  and  lolly. 

Love-all.  Give  me  that  Letter  I’ll  fvvear,  you  fhall  not 
read  it. 

Joll.  Take  it,  I’ll  away,  What  time  fhall  I call  you,  in  the  even- 
ing ? there’s  a Play  at  Court  to  night. 

Love-all.  I would  willingly  be  there,  but  your  Ladies  are  fo  cen- 
forious,  and  malitiousto  us  young  Ladies,  in  the  Town,  efpecially 
to  me,  becaufe  the  Wits  are  pleas’d  to  afford  me  a vifit,  or  fo  } I 
could  be  content  elfe  to  be  feen  at  Court  } Pray  what  humour  is 
the  Queen  of?  the  Captain  of  her  Guard  I know. 

Joll.  The  Queen?  Who's  that  knocks  at  the  back-door.* — The  Captain 

Love-all.  Smooth  my  Band,  I know  not,  go  down  that  way,  Knocks. 
and  look  you  be  not  falfe}  if  you  fhould  be  falfe.  I’ll  lvvear,  I fhouid 
fpoil  my  felf  with  weeping. 

Joll.  Farewell,  in  the  evening  I’ll  call  you.  [ Exit  Jolly. 

Love-all.  Who’s  there  ? Captain  ? Where  have  you  been  all 
this  while  } I might  fit  alone,  I fee,  for  you,  if  I could  not  find  con- 
verfation  in  Books.  She  takes  a 

Capt.  Faith,  Madam,  friends  newly  come  to  Town  engag’d  me,  ‘j°Ajn 
and  my  ftay  was  civility  rather  then  defire,  what  Book’s  that  ? dom™  ^ 

Love-all.  I’ll  fwear  he  was  a Witch  that  writ  it } for  hefpeaks 
my  thoughts  as  if  he  had  been  within  me } the  Original,  they  fay, 
was  French. 

Capt.  Oh,  I know  it,  ’tis  the  accomplifh’d  Woman,  Your  felf,  he 
means  by  this,  while  you  are  your  felf. 

Love-all.  Indeed,  I confefs,  I am  a great  friend  to  converfation, 
if  we  could  have  it  without  fufpition  } But  the  world’s  foaptto 
fudge,  that  ’tis  a prejudice  to  our  honour  now  to  falute  a man. 
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Capt.  Innocence,  Madam,  is  above  opinion,  and  your  fame’s  too 
great  to  be  (hook  with  whifpers. 

Love-all.  You  are  ever  civil , and  therefore  welcome  5 pray, 
what  news  is  there  nowin  Town  ? for  I am  reclus’d  here}  unlefs 
it  be  yours}  I receive  no  vifits } and  I’ll  fwear,  I charg’d  the  Wench 
to  day  not  to  let  you  in  t,  I wonder  Ihe  let  you  come. 

Capt.  Faith,  Madam,  if  it  had  been  my  own  bufinefs  I Ihould 
not  have  ventur’d  fo  boldly  } But  the  necellity  that  forces  me  to 
come  concerns  my  friend,  againft  whom  if  your  mercy  be  now 
bounded  with  thofe  ftri<ft  ties  of  honour,  and  cold  thoughts  which 
I have  ever  found  guard  your  heart , My  friend,  a young  and 
handfome  man,  is  loft,  is  loft  in  his  prime,  and  falls  like  early  blof- 
foms } But  methinks  you  Ihould  not  prove  the  envious  froft  to  de- 
ftroy  this  young  man,  this  delicate  young  man, that  has  whole  bun- 
Sbe  mu  ft  be  dies  of  Boys  in  his  Breeches } yet  if  you  be  cruel,  he  and  they  dye, 
eameft  in  her  as  ufelefs  as  open  Arfes  gathered  green. 

looks  all  the  Love-all.  Good  Captain,  out  with  the  particular,  what  way  can 
time  he  my  charity  aflift  him  } you  know  by  experience  I cannot  be  cruel, 
jbeaks  • deft-  remernber  how  I fetch’d  you  out  of  a fwoond,  and  laid  you  in  my 

rm  to  know  J J 

who  be  d>i  aks  OWn  oeG* 

of  1 11  v Capt.  That  ad  preferved  a life,  that  has  always  been  labour’d  in 
your  fervice } and  I dare  fay,  your  charity  here  will  find  as  fruitful 
a gratitude. 

Love-all , But,  I hope,  he  will  not  be  fo  uncivil  as  you  were  } 
I’ll  fwear,  I could  have  hang’d  you  for  that  Rape,  if  I would 
have  follow’d  the  Law}  but  I forgave  you  upon  condition  you 
would  do  fo  again  } but  what’s  this  young  man  you  fpeak  of? 

Capt , Such  is  my  love  to  you  and  him,  that  I cannot  prefer  mine 
own  particular  before  your  contents } elfe  I’de  have  poylon’d  him 
ere  I’de  have  brought  him  to  your  houfe. 

Love-all.  Why,  I pray  ? 

Capt.  Becaufe,  he’s  young,  handfome,  and  found  parts}  that  I’me 
furewill  mine  me  here. 

Love-all.  His  love  may  make  all  thefe  beauties,  elfe  I have  an 
honour  will  defend  me  againft  him,  were  he  as  handfome  as  young 
Wild. 

Capt.  Why  I,  there  it  is  } that  one  word  has  remov’d  all  my 
fears  and  jealoufies  with  a defpair } for  that’s  the  man  whofe  Love, 
Life  and  Fortune,  lies  at  your  feet } and  if  you  were  fingle,  by  law- 
ful ways  he  would  hope  to  reach  what  now  he  defpairs  of. 

Love-all.  Let  him  not  defpair.  Love  is  a powerful  pleader,  and 
youth  and  beauty  will  aflift  him  } and  if  his  love  be  noble  I can 
meet  it } for  there's  none  that  facrifices  more  to  friendfhip-love, 
then  I. 

Capt.  My  friends  intereft  makes  me  rejoyce  at  this } dare  you 
truft  me  to  fay  this  to  him,  though  it  be  not  ufual,  pray  fpeak  } 
Nay,  you  are  fo  longftill  a refolving  to  be  kind  : Remember,  cha- 
rity is  as  great  a vertue  as  chaftity,  and  greater,  if  we  will  hear  na- 
ture plead  } for  the  one  may  make  many  Maids,  the  other  can  but 
preferve  one:  But  I know  you  will  be  perfwaded,let  be  my  impor- 
tunity 


going 
out  and  be 
calls  her . 


The  Vdrfons  Wedding.  <y\ 

tunity  that  prevail’d,  fhall  I bring  him  hither  one  evening  ? 

Love-all.  Why  do  you  plead  thus  ? pray  be  filent,  and  when 
you  lee  him,  tell  him  he  has  a feat  here,  and  I — She  turns 

Capt.  Out  with  it,  what  is’t  ? (hall  he  call  you  Miftrefs  ? and  his  an>ah 
Platonick  ? 

Love-all.  Away,  away  } Me  > 

Capt.  No  nicenefs,  is’t  a match  ? 

Love-all.  Lord,  would  I were  as  worthy  as  willing  (pray  tell 
him  lo)  he  (hall  find  me  one  of  the  humbled:  Miftreffes  that  ever  he 
was  pleas’d  to  honour  with  his  afledions. 

Capt , Dare  you  write  this  to  him , and  honour  me  with  bear- 
ing it  ? I confefs,  I am  fuch  a friend  to  friendlhip-love  too  that  I 
would  even  bring  him  on  my  back  to  a mid-nights  meeting. 

Love-all.  If  you  will  ftay  here,  I’ll  go  in  and  write  it. — S^e>s 

Capt.  Madam,  I forgot  to  ask  your  Ladifliip  one  Queftion. 

Love-all.  What  was’t  ? 

Capt.  There  hapned  a bufinefs  laft  night  betwixt  Mr.  Wild 
and  one  Jolly,  a Courtier  that  brags  extreamly  of  your  favour  5 I 
fwear,  if  it  had  not  been  for  friends  that  interpos’d  themfelves 
there  had  been  mifehief,  for  Mr.  Wild,  was  extream  zealous  in 
your  caufe. 

Love-all.  Such  aRafcal  I know  } Villain,  to  bring  my  name  up- 
on the  Stage,  for  a fubjeft  of  his  quarrels , I’ll  have  him  cud- 
geld. 

Capt.  And  I’ll  fwear,  he  deferv’d  5 it  for  the  quarrel  ended  in  a 
Bet  of  a Buck-hunting-nag,  that  fometime  to  day  he  would  bring 
a Neck-lace  and  chain  of  Pearl  of  yours  (not  ftoln,  but  freely  gi- 
ven) to  witnefs  his  power. 

Love-all.  Did  the  vain  Ralcal  promile  that  ? 

Capt.  Yes,  butwelaught  at  it. 

Love-all.  So  you  might } and,  as  I live,  if  the  Neck-lace  were 
come  from  bringing  I’de  fend  them  both  to  Mr.  Wild , to  wear  as 
a favour,  to  alfure  him  I am  his,  and  to  put  the  vain  Have  out  of 
countenance. 

Capt.  I marry,  fuch  a timely  favour  were  worth  a dozen  Let- 
ters, to  alfure  him  of  your  Love,  and  remove  all  the  doubts  the 
others  dilcourfe  may  put  into  his  head  j and  faith  I’de  fend  him 
the  chain  now,  and  in  my  Letter  promile  him  the  Neck-lace,  he’l 
delerve  liich  a favour. 

Love-all.  I’ll  go  in  and  fetch  it  immediately,  will  you  favour  me 
to  deliver  it  ? 

Capt.  I’ll  wait  upon  your  Ladifhip. 

Love-all.  I’ll  fwear  you  fhall  not  go  in,  you  know  I Forfwore  She  goes  and 
being  alone  with  you.  fnU°n>>s 

Capt.  Hang  me.  I’ll  go  in  j do’s  my  Melfage  delerve  to  wait  an  lhr^e!u.rt-,s 
Anfwer  at  the  Door  > M.bm 

Love-all.  I,  but  you’l  be  naught. 

Capt.  O,  ne’re  trull  me  if  I break. 

Love-all.  If  you  break  fome  fuch  forfeit  you’l  lofe  $ Well,  com© 
in  for  once. 

M ^ Capt . 
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Capt.  You  are  fo  fufpitious. 

Love-all.  I’ll  (wear,  I have reafon  fort,  you  are  fuch  another 
man.  \Exennt . 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Wanton  and  Baud. 

Want.T  S he  gone  ? 

£ Baud.  Yes,  he’s  gone  to  the  old  Ladies,  high  with  mif- 

chief. 

c M :7  j Want.  Fare  him  well,  eafie  Fool,  how  the  Trout  ftrove  to 
with  a Wed-  be  tickled,  and  how  does  this  Ring  become  me  ? Ha ! they  are 
ding  Ring  fine  kind  of  things  thefe  W edding  Rings. 

upon  her  fin-  Baud.  Befides  the  good  cuftom  of  putting  fo  much  Gold  in  ’em, 
ger-  they  bring  fuch  conveniences  along. 

Want.  Why  I,now  I have  but  onetopleafe  5 and  if  T pleafe  him, 
who  dares  offend  me  } and  that  Wife’s  a fool  that  cannot  make  her 
Hufband  one. 

Baud.  Nay  5 lam  abfolutely  of  Opinion  , it  was  fit  for  you  to 
marry  3 but  whether  he  be  a good  Hufband  or  no. 

Want.  A pox  of  a good  Hufband,  give  me  a wife  one  5 they 
onely  make  thefecure  Cuckolds,  the  Cuckold  in  grain  3 for  die  a 
Hufband  that  has  wit  but  with  an  Opinion  thou  arthoneft,  and  fee 
who  dares  wafh  the  colour  out  3 Now  your  fool  changes  with  eve- 
ry drop,  dotes  with  confidence  in  the  Morning  and  at  Night, 
jealous  even  to  Murther,  and  his  Love  (Lord  help  us)  fades  like 
my  Gredaline  Petticote. 

Baud.  This  is  a new  Doctrine. 

Want.  ’Tis  a truth.  Wench,  I have  gain’d  from  my  own  Obfer- 
vations,  and  the  Paradox  will  be  maintain’d.  Take  wife  Men 
from  Cuckolds,  and  fools  to  make  them  3 for  your  wife  Mart  draws 
eyes  and  fufpition  with  his  vifit,  and  begets  jealous  thoughts  in 
the  Hufband, that  his  Wife  may  be  overcome  with  his  parts  3 when 
the  fool  is  welcome  to  both,  pleafeth  both,  laughes  with  the  one, 
and  lies  with  the  other , and  all  without  fufpition  3 I tell  thee,  a 
fool  that  has  money  is  the  Man.  The  wits  and  the  we’s, which  is  a 
diftind  Parreal  of  Wit  bound  by  itfelf,  and  to  be  fold  at  Wit-hall , 
or  at  the.fign  of  the  Rings-head  in  the  Butcherr  y thefe  wife  things 
will  make  twenty  jealous,  ere  one  Man  a Cuckold  3 when  the  fa- 
mily of  fools  will  head  a Parifh  ere  they  are  fufpeded. 

Baud.  Well , I fee  one  may  live  and  learn  3 and  if  he  be  but  as 
good  at  it  now,  you  are  his  own  3 as  he  was,  when  he  was  your 
Friends  F riend , (as  they  call  it)  you  have  got  one  of  the  beft  hid- 
ers  of  fuch  a bufinefs  in  the  Town  3 Lord, how  he  would  Sifter  you 
- at  a Play  ! 'hioo"  u 

Want.  Faith,  tis  as  he  is  us’d  at  firfiyif  he  getyhebridle  in’s  teeth 
he’ll  ride, to  the  Devil  5 but  if  thoh  beeft  true,  we’ll  make  him 
amble  ere  We  have  done  3 the  Plot  is  here,'  ahd  if  it  thrive  I’ll  al- 
ter the  Proverb,  The  Parfon  gets  the  Children,  to,theParfonFa- 
’thcrsthem.  c I*  Baud . 
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Baud.  Any  thing  that  may  get  Rule  3 I love  to  wear  the 
Breeches. 

Want.  So  do  we  all,Wench  > Empire  ? tis  all  our  aim  $ and  I’ll 
put  my  ranting  Roger  in  a Cage  but  I’ll  tame  him  ^ he  loves  already, 
which  is  an  excellent  Ring  in  a fools  nofe,  and  thou  fhalt  hear  him 
ling. 

Happy  onely  is  that  Family,  that  fhewes 
A Cock  that’s  lilent,  and  a Hen  that  crowes. 

Baud.  Do  this,  I’ll  ferve  you  for  nothing  3 the  impetuous  (lave 
had  wont  to  taunt  me  for  beating  of  my  Hulband , and  would 
ling  that  fong  in  mockery  of  me. 

Want.  In  Revenge  of  which , thou  (if  thou  wilt  be  faithful) 
(halt  make  him  ling. 

Happy  is  that  Family  that  fhewes 
A Cock  that’s  filent,  and  a Hen  that  crowes.  \JlxeunU 

.1  *_  :•  --  . ; . -r 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Parfon,  Love-all,  and  Faithfull. 


Love-all.  O,  you  are  a naughty  Man  5 do  you  come  hither  to 
V J rail  againft  an  honeft  Gentleman  ? I have  heard  how 
you  fell  out,  you  may  be  alham’d  on’t,  a Man  of  your  Coat. 

Barf.  What } to  fpeak  Truth  and  perform  my  Duty  ? the  world 
cries  out  you  are  a fcab’d  fheep,  and  I come  to  tarr  you,  that  is, 
give  you  notice  how  your  Fameluffers  ith’  opinion  of  the  world. 

Love-all.  My  Fame,  Sirrah  ? ’tis  purer  then  thy  Do&rine,  get 
thee  out  of  my  houfe. 

Faithf  You  uncivil  fellow,  do  you  come  hither  to  tell  my  Lady 
of  her  faults,  as  if  her  own  Levite  could  not  dilcern  'em  ? 

Love-all.  My  own  Levite  ? I hope  he’s  better  bred  then  to  tell  me 
of  my  faults. 

Faithf.  He  finds  work  enough  to  correct  his  dearly  beloved 
finners.  • 

Parf.  And  the  Right  Worfhipfull  my  Lady  , and  your  felf,  they 
mend  at  leafure. 

Love- all.  You  are  a laucy  felloW,  Sirrah,  to  call  me  Sinner  ill 
my  own  houfe  5 get  you  gone  with — your  Madam  , I hear,  and 
(Madam)  I could  advife,  but  I am  loath  to  fpeak  5 take  heed,  the 
world  talkes , and  thus  with  dark  leniences  put  my  Innocence 
into  a fright,  with  you  know  what  you  know  good  Miftreft  Faith- 
full  $ fo  do  I,  and  the  world  fhall  know  too  thou  haft  married 
a Whore. 

Parf  Madam,  a Whore  ? 

Faith.  No,  Sir,  ;j!tiV  not  fo  well  as  a Madam-whore,  ’US' a poor 
Whore,  a Captains  caft  Whore. 

Love-all.  Now  blefs  me,  marry  a Whore  ? I wonder  any1  Man 
can  endure  thofe  things,  what  kind  of  Creatures  are  they  ? 

Parf.They’r  likeLadies,but  that  they  are  handfomer^and  though 
you  take  a priviledge  to  injure  me  , yet  I would  advile  your  Wo- 
man 


94 


The  Par [on s Wedding. 

man  to  tie  up  her  Tongue,  and  not  abufe  my  Wife. 

Love-all.  Fie,  art  thou  not  afham’d  to  call  a Whore,  Wife? 
Lord  blefs  us , what  will  not  thefe  men  do  when  God  leaves 
them ! But  for  a Man  of  your  Coat  to  call:  himfelf  away  upon 
a Whore,  come  Wench,  let's  go  and  leave  him!  I’llfwear,  ’tis 
ftrange,  the  State  doth  not  provide  to  have  all  Whores  hang’d  or 
drown’d. 

Faithf.  I,  and  ’tis  time  they  look  into  it,  for  they  begin  to  fpread 
fo,  that  a man  can  fcarce  find  an  honeft  woman  in  a Country  5 they 
fay,  they’re  voted  down  now,’twas  mov’d  by  that  charitable  Mem- 
ber that  got  an  Order  to  have  it  but  five  miles  to  Croyden , for  eafe 
of  the  Market-women. 

Love-all.  I,  I,  ’tis  a blefled  Parliament. 

[ Exit  Love-all  and  Faithful. 
, Parf.  That  I have  plaid  the  fool,  is  vifible,  this  comes  of  rafh- 
nefs$  fomething  I muft  do  to  fet  this  right,  or  elfe  fhe’l  hate,  and  he’l 
laugh  at  me,  I muft  not  lofe  him,  and  my  revenge  too,  fomething 
that’s  mifchief,  I am  refolv’d  to  do.  [Exit  Park 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  Wild  and  Carelefs. 

Wild."^  "[OW  is  the  Par  fins  Wife  fo  contemptible  ? 

1 Nf  Caret.  No,  but  I’mefo  full  of  that  refolution  to  diftike 
the  fex,  that  I will  allow  none  honeft,  none  handfome  5 I tell  thee, 
we  muft  beat  down  the  price  with  our  felves,  court  none  of ’em  5 
but  let  their  Maiden-heads  and  their  Faces  lie  upon  their  hands, 
till  they’re  weary  of  the  commodity,  then  they’l  haunt  us  to  find 
proper  Chap-men  to  deal  for  their  ware. 

Wild.  I like  this,  but  ’twil  be  long  a doing,  and  it  may  be  er’e 
they  be  forc’d  to  fell,  our  bank  will  be  exhaufted,  and  we  fhall  not 
be  able  to  purchafe. 

Caret.  I,  but  we’l  keep  a credit,  and  at  three  fix  moneths,  thou 
and  the  Captain  fhall  be  my  Factors. 

Wild.  You  had  beft  have  a partner,  elfe  fuch  an  undertaking 
would  break  a better  back  then  yours. 

Caret.  No  partners  in  fuch  commodities,  your  Faftor  that  takes 
up  Maiden-heads,  ’tis  upon  his  own  accompt  ftill. 

Wild.  But  what  courfe  will  you  take  to  purchafe  this  trade  with 
women  ? 

Caret.  I am  refolv’d  to  put  on  their  own  filence  and  modefty, 
anfwer  forfooth,  fwear  nothing  but  Gods  nigs,  and  hold  Argu- 
ments of  their  own  cold  Tenents,as  if  I believ’d  there  were  no  true 
love  below  the  line,  then  figh  when  ’tis  proper,  and  with  s forc’d 
ftudies  betray  the  enemy,  who  feeing  my  eye  fix’d  on  her,  her  va- 
nity thinks  I am  loft  in  admiration,  calls  and  fhakes  me  ere  I wake 
out  of  my  defign,  and  being  collected,  anfwer  out  of  purpofe. 
Love,  divineft  ? yes,  who  is  it  that  is  mortal  and  do’s  not,  or 
which  amongft  all  the  Senate  of  the  Gods,  can  gaze  upon  thofe 

eyes. 
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eyes,  and  carry  thence  the  power  he  brought  ? This  will  ftart  her. 

Wild.  Yes,  and  make  her  think  thee  mad. 

Caret.  Why  that’s  my  defign  5 for  then  I ftart  too,  and  rub  my 
eyes,  as  if  I wak’d,  then  figh  and  ftrangle  a yawn , ’till  I have 
wrung  it  into  tears,  with  which  I rife,  as  if  o’recome  with  grief  } 
then  kifs  her  hands,  and  let  fall  thofe  witnefles  of  faith  and  love, 
brib’d  for  my  defign.  This  takes } for  who  would  fufpeft  fuch  a 
Devil  as  Craft  and  Youth  to  live  together  ? 

Wild.  But  what  kind  of  women  do  you  think  this  will  take  ? 

Caret.  All  kind  of  women,  thofe  that  think  themfelves  hand- 
fome  } it  being  probable , concludes  it  real  5 and  thofe  that  are 
handfome  in  their  opinion,  that  fmall  number  will  believe  it,  be- 
caufe  it  agrees  with  their  wifhes. 

Wild.  And  when  you  are  gone,  it  may  be  they  figh,  and  their 
Love  breaks  out  into  Paper,  and  what  then  > 

Caret.  What  then  ? why  then  I’ll  laugh,  and  (hew  thee  their 
Letters,  and  teach  the  world  how  eafie  ’tis  to  win  any  woman. 

Wild.  This  is  the  way,  and  be  fure  to  diflikeall,  but  her  you 
defign  for}  be  fcarce  civil  to  any  of  the  fex  befides. 

Caret.  That’s  my  meaning.  But  to  her  that  I mean  my  prey,  all 
her  Have  } fhe  (hall  be  my  Deity  } and  her  opinion  my  religion. 

Wild.  And  while  you  fad  it  thus  to  one.  111  talk  freer  then  a pri- 
vilcdg’d  fool,  andfwearas  unreafonably  as  loling  Gamefters,  and 
abufethee  for  thinking  to  reclaim  a woman  by  thy  love,  call  them 
all  bowls  thrown  that  \\filf  ruh  where  they  will  run,and  Lovers  like 
fools  run  after  them.  Crying,  Rub,  and  By,  for  me } I believe  none 
fair,  none  handfome,  none  honeft,  but  the  kind. 

Caret.  We  muft  make  the  Captain  of  our  Plot,  left  he  betray  us} 
this  will  gain  us  fome  revenge  upon  the  Lovers  to  whom  I grudge 
the  Wenches,  not  that  I believe  they’re  worth  half  the  coft  they 
pay  for  them } and  we  may  talk,  but  ’tis  not  our  opinion  can  make 
them  happier,  or  miferable.  '[_Entcr  jolly. 

Wild,  ‘jolly 0Will0  where  haft  thou  been  ? We  had  fuch  fport 
with  the  Parfon  of  our  Town  , he’s  married  this  morning  to 
Wanton. 

joll.  Who  ? the  Captains  Wench  ? he’s  in  a good  humor  then  5 
as  you  love  mirth,  let’s  find  him,!  have  news  to  blow  his  rage  with, 
and  ’twill  be  mirth  to  us,  to  fee  him  divided  betwixt  the  feveral 
caufes  of  his  anger,  and  loie  himfelf  in  his  rage  while  hedifputes, 
which  is  the  greater  } your  opinion,  Gentlemen  } is  this,  or  his 
Wench,  the  greater  lofs  ? 

Caret.  What  haft  thou  there  ? Pearl ! they’re  falfe,  I hope. 

joll.  Why  do  you  hope  fo  ? 

Card.  Becaufe  I am  thy  friend,  and  would  be  loath  to  have 
thee  hang’d  for  ftealing. 

joll.  I will  not  fvvear  they  are  honeftly  come  by}  but  I’ll  be 
fworn,  there’s  neither  force  nor  theft  in’t. 

Wild.  Prithee,  fpeak  out  of  Riddles  , here’s  none  but  your 
Friends. 

Joll.  Faith,  take  it,  you  have  heard  the  Captain  brag  of  an  old 

Lady, 
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Lady,  which  he  thinks  he  keeps  clofe  in  a Box  $ but  I know  where 
hangs  a key  can  let  a friend  in,  or  fo  : From  her,  my  brace  of  wor- 
thies, whofe  wits  are  dull’d  with  plenty,  this  morning,  with  three 
good  words,  and  four  good  deeds,  I earn’d  this  toy. 

Caret.  The  mirth  yet,  we  will  all  (hare  5 1 am  in  pain  till  we  find 
him,  that  we  may  vex  his  wit  that  he  prefumes  fo  much  on. 

Wild.  Let’s  go , let’s  go,  I will  dcfire  him  to  let  me  fee  his 
Wench  5 I will  not  understand  him  if  he  fays  (he’s  gone. 

Caret.  I’ll  beg  of  him,  for  old  acquaintance  fake,  to  let  me  fee 
his  old  Lady. 

Joll.  Heark,  I hear  his  voice. Capt.  Which  way? 

Caret.  The  Game  plays  it  felf  5 begin  with  him,  Ned , while  we 
talk,  as  if  we  were  bufie,  we’l  take  our  Q. 

Wild.  When  I put  off  my  hat.  \_Enter  Capt. 

Capt.  ’sBlood,  I thought  you  had  been  funk,  I have  been  hunt- 
ing you  thefe  four  hours.  Death,  you  might  ha  left  word  where 
you  went , and  not  put  me  to  hunt  likeT^z  Fool , tis  well  you  are 
at.  London^  where  you  know  the  way  home. 

Wild.  Whyincholer?  We  have  been  all  this  while  fearching 
you  5 come,  this  is  put  on  to  divert  me  for  claiming  your  promife, 
I muff  fee  the  Wench. 

Capt.  You  cannot  a dad,  a dad  you  cannot. 

Wild.  I did  not  think  you  would  have  refus’d  Such  a kindnefs. 

Caret.  What’s  that  ? 

Wild.  Nothing,  a toy,  he  refufes  to  Shew  me  his  Wench. 

Card.  The  Devil  he  do’s  ^ what  have  we  been  thus  long  Com- 
rades, and  had  all  things  in  common,  and  muff  we  now  come  ter 
have  common  Wenches  particular?  I fay,  thou  (halt  fee  her,  and 
lye  with  her  too,  if  thou  wilt. 

Joll.  What  ? in  thy  dumps,Brother,call  to  thy  aid  thy  two  edged 
wit  5 the  Captain  fad  ? ’tis  prophetick,I’deas  live  have  dreamt  of 
Pearl,  or  the  lofs  of  my  teeth  5 yet  if  he  be  mufty,  I’ll  warrant 
thee,  Ned , I'll  help  thee  to  a bout  5 I know  his  Cloak,  his  long 
Cloak  that  hides  her  3 I am  acquainted  with  the  Parfon,  hefhall 
befriend  thee. 

Capt.  ’Tis  very  well,  Gentlemen } but  none  of  you  have  feen 
her  yet  ? 

Wild.  Yes,  but  we  have,  By  thy  felf,  by  thy  anger,  which  is  now 
bigger  then  thou  5 By  chance  we  croft  her,  coming  from  Church, 
leading  in  her  hand  the  Parfon,  to  whom  fhe  fwore  fhe  was  this  day 
married. 

Joll.  And  our  friendships  were  now  guiding  us  to  find  thee  out, 
to  comfort  thee  after  the  treachery  of  thy  Levite. 

Capt.  Come,  bear  it  like  a man,  there  are  more  Wenches,  What 
haft  thou  fpy’d  ? — 

Wild.  His  Pearl,  I believe. 

Capt.  Gentlemen,  I fee  you  are  merry  5 I’ll  leave  you  ^ I muff  go 
a little  way,  to  enquire  about  a bufinefs. 

Wild.  Has  got  a fore-eye,  I think. 

Capt.  I will  only  ask  one  Queftion,and  return. 
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Caret.  No  faith,  ftay,  and  be  fatisfy’d.  «. 

Joll.  Do,  good  Brother,  for  I believe  there  is  no  queftion  that 
you  now  would  afk,  but  here’s  an  Oracle  can  refolveyou. 

Capt.  Are  thofe Pearl  true? 

Joll.  Yes? 

Capt . And  did  not  you  fteal  them  ? 

Joll.  No.  ^ 

Card.  Nor  he  did  not  buy  them  with  ready  money  3 But  took 
them  upon  Mortgage  of  himfelf  to  an  old  Lady. 

Joll.  Dwelling  at  the  fign  of  the  Buck  in  Broad-Jlreet  3 are  you 
latisfy’d,  or  muft  I play  the  Oracle  ftill  ? 

Capt.  No,  no,  I am  fatisfied. 

Joll.  Like  Jealous  men,  that  take  their  wives  at  it,  are  you  not  ? 

Capt.  Well,  very  well,  ’tis  vifible,  I am  abus’d  on  all  hands  3 But 
Gentlemen,  why  all  againft  me  ? 

Carl.  To  let  you  lee  your  Wit’s  mortal , and  not  proof  a- 
gainft  all. 

Wild.  The  Parfon  hath  (hot  it  through  with  a Jeft:. 

Capt.  Gentlemen,  which  of  you,  faith,  had  a hand  in  that  ? 

Joll.  Faith,  none  3 onely  a general  Joy,  to  find  the  Captain  over 
reach’d. 

Capt.  But  do  you  go  fharers  in  the  Profit,  as  well  as  in  the  Jeft  > 

Joll.  No  faith,  the  Toy’s  mine  own.  * 

Capt.  They  are  very  fine , and  you  may  afford  a good  peny 
worth,  will  you  fell  them  ? 

Joll.  Sell  them  ? I,  where’s  a Chapman  ? 

Capt.  Here,  I’le  purchafe  them. 

Joll.  Thou  ? No,  no,  I have  barr’d  thee.  By  and  Mayo,  for  I am 
refolv’d  not  to  fight  for  them  3 that  excludes  thy  purcnafe  by  the 
fword  3 and  thy  wench  has  prov’d  fuch  a lo(s,in  thy  laft  Adventure 
of  Wit,  that  Tine  afraid,  it  will  (poil  thy  credit  that  way  too. 

Capt.  Gentlemen,  as  a Friend,  let  me  have  therefulal,  let  your 
price. 

Wild.  Hee’s  (erious. 

Caret.  Leave  fooling. 

J°ll.  Why  if  thou  could ’ft  buy  them  * what  would’ft  thou  do 
with  therm 

Capt.  They’re  very  fair  Ones,  let  me  fee  them , me-thinks  they 
iliould  match  very  well  with  thefe. 

Joll.  Thefe,  which? 

C nines.  Which  ? 

Caret.  They  are  true* 

Capt.  Yes,  But  not  earn’d  with  a pair  of  ftoln  verfes,  of,  I was 
not  born  till  now,  this  my  firft  night,  and  fo  forfooth  3 nor  given 
as  a Charm  againft  luft. 

Carl.  What  means  all  this  ? 

Joll.  What  ? why  ’tis  truth,and  it  means  to  ftiame  the  Divel  3 by 
this  good  day,  he  repeats  the  fame  words  with  which  I gather’d 
thefe  Pearls. 

wild.  Why  then  we  have  two  to  laugh  at. 

N Card. 
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Card.  And  all  Friends  hereafter,  let’s  fool  altogether. 

Cap.  Gentlemen  with  the  fine  Wits,  and  my  very  good  Friends 
do  you,  or  you,  or  he  think  Fie  keep  you  Company,  to  make  you 
laugh,  but  that  I draw  my  honey  from  you  too  ? 

Card.  Come,  come,the  Captain  s in  the  right. 

Capt.  Yes,  yes,  the  Captain  knows  it,  and  dares  tell  you,  your 
Wit,  your  Fortune,  and  his  Face, are  but  my  Ploughs  } and  I would 
have  my  fine  Mounfieur  know,  who,  in  fpight  of  my  Counfel , will 
be  finer  then  his  Miftrifs,  and  appears  before  her  fo  curioufly  built 
(he  dares  not  play  with  him  for  fear  of  fpoiling  him  $ and  to  let  him 
He  reads  the  know  the  truth  I fpeak.  To  his  fair  hands  I prefent  this  letter , but 
Letter . withal  give  him  to  underftand,  the  Contents  belong  to  me. 

Wild.  The  Pearl  are  fent  to  me. 

Capt . I deny  that,  unlefs  you  prove  you  lent  me  $ for  the  Letter 
begins.  Sir,  this  noble  Gentleman , the  bearer , whom  you  are 
pleas’d  to  make  the  meffenger  of  your  love , and  fo  forth  5 And 
now  you  fhould  do  well  to  enquire  for  that  noble  Gentleman,  and 
take  an  Account  of  him  how  he  has  lay ’d  out  your  Love  , and  it 
may  be  hee’l  return  you  Pearl  for  it  $ and  now  Gentlemen  , I dare 
propofe  a peace, at  leaft  a Ceflation  of  Wit  ( but  what  is  defenfive  ) 
tillfuch  time  as  the  Plot  which  is  now  in  my  head  be  effeded,  in 
which  you  have  all  your  (hares. 

Wild.  So  (he  knows  I have  not  the  Pearl,  I am  content. 

Capt:  Shee’l  quickly  find  that,  when  (he  fee’s  you  come  not  to 
night,  according  to  my  appointment,  and  hears  I have  fold  the 
Pearl. 

Joll.  Here  then  ceafeth  our  OfFenfive  War. 

Capt.  lie  give  you  Counfel  worth  two  Ropes  of  Pearl. 

Caret.  But  the  Wench,  how  came  the  rarfon  to  get  her  ? 

Capt.  Faith  kis  hard  to  (ay  which  labour’d  moft,  he,  or  I,  to 
make  that  Match,  but  the  knave  did  well  } There  it  is  ( if  you  afi- 
fift  ) I ihean  to  lay  the  Scene  of  your  mirth  to  night , for  I am  not 
yet  fully  reveng’d  upon  the  Rogue } for  that  I know  him  miferable 
is  nothing,  till  he  believe  (o  too , Wanton  and  I have  lay’d  the  Plot. 

"doll.  Do  you  hold  Correfpondence  ? 

Capt*.  Correfpondence?  I tell  thee  the  plots  we  lay’d  to  draw 
him  on  would  make  a Comedy.  [ Enter  a.  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  Ladiesifay  Dinner. 

j Joll.  And  as  we  go  He  tell  you  all  the  ftory , and  after  Dinner, 
be  free  from  all  Engagements,  as  we  promis’d  thee  5 and  follow  but 
your  directions.  He  warrant  you  mirth  and  a prety  Wench. 

Omnes.  Agreed,  any  thing  that  breeds  mirth  is  welcome. 

1 jfdZfc  Not  a word  at  the  Widows,  let  them  go  on  quietly , and 
fteail  their  Wedding  too. 

Capt.  I heard  a Bird  fing , as  if  it  were  concluded  amongft  the 
Couples. 

' WiMv  They  have  been  long  about  it  $ my  Couze  is  a girle  de- 
fer ves  more  hafte  to  her  Bed,  he  has  arriv’d  there  by  Carriers 

Journeys. 

Card,  But  that  I hater  wooing,  by  this  good  day.  Hike  your 
.L  , \A  Aunt, 


99: 


The  Farfotts  Wedding. 

Aunt  fo  well  and  her  humour  fhe  fhould  fcarce  be  thrown  away' 
upon  Pale-face,  that  has  figh’d  her  into  a Wedding -Pcing , and;  will 
but  double  her  Joynture.  f>:  vw.  ;• 

Capt.  Why  I,  thus  it  fhould  be,  pray  let  us  make  them  the - Seat  fi0>(r/; 
of  the  war  all  Dinner,  and  continue  united  and  true  apiongfpfij?>  “ ...  1 

felves,  then  we  may  defie  all  forreign  danger.  ' 

j foil.  And  with  full  Bowles  let  us  crown  this  peace  , and  ling. 

Wit,  without  war , no  Mirth  doth  brjng.  Exeunt . 

\ l *•  ‘ tj  - v * 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  VI. 


♦ Enter  Parfon  and  Wanton. 


Want.  *¥  X T As  fhe  deaf  to  your  report  ? 

Parf  V V Y es,  yes. 

Want.  And  ugly,  her  Abigail,  (lie  had  her  lay  too  ? 

Tarf  Yes,  yes.  : ’ ’ r "A 

Want.  And  do  you  walk  here  biting  your  Nayls  : do  you  think 
Me  be  fatisfy’d  with  fuch  a way  of  righting  me? 

Parf.  What  would  ft  have  me  do  ? 

Want.  Have  you  no  Gall  ? be  abus’d  and  laugh’d  at  by  a dull. 
Captain,  that  a drift  Mufter  would  turn  Froi  ? you  had  Wir,  and 
could  rail,  when  I offended  you,  and  none  fo  fuddairi,  none  fo  ter- 
rible, none  fo  fure  in  his  Pvevengc,  when  l difpleafeyou. 

Parf.  Something  lie  do. 

Want.  Doit  then,  or  1 (hall  curie  that  ere  I law  you  Death, 
let  the  fign  of  my  Lady,  an  out  of  fafhion  whore,  that  has  pay  'd 
for  fin,  ever  (incc  yellow  ftarch  and  wheel  Eard ingales  were  cry  d 
down,  let  her.  Abnfe  me,  and  (ay  nothing  ? if  this  pa  lies. 

Parf.  As  Chrih  bids  me,  but  l did  (fweet  heart:)  and  if  it 
were  not  Church  livings  are  mortal,  and  they  are  always  hitting 
me  in  the  teeth,  with  a man  of  your  Coat , fhe  fhould  find  f am  no 
Ch  h man  within,  nor  Mr  .Parfon  but  in  my  Coat  ^ Come  to 
Dinner,  and  after  Dinner  Me  do  fomething. 

Want.  ] fhall  do  fomething  will  vex  fome  body.  [Enter  Baud. 

, Eaud.  Will  you  pleafe  to  come  to  Dinner?  the  Company  (fays. 

Parf  Come, let’s  go  in. 

Want.  No, I mu  ft  walk  a little  to  difgeft  this  breakfa(f,the  guefts 
elfe  will  wonder  to  fee  I am  troubled. 

Parf  Come,  let  this  day  pals  in  Mirth,  fpight  ofmifchief,  for 
lucks  lake.  [Exit  Parfon. 

Want.  Me  follow  you,  and  do  what  I can  to  be  merry. 

Baud.  Why, -he  Hands  already. . 

Want.  Peace,  let  me  alone.  Fie  make  him  Joftle , like  the 
Millers  Mare,  and  Hand  like  the  Dun  Cow,  till  thou  may’ffc  milk 
him.  • ' - 


"I he.  Parfon 
tpalks  irour  , 
hied  -tip  and 
down. 


Baud.  Pray  break  him  of  his  mifetalalcnefs , it  is  one  of  the  chief 
Exceptions  I have  agaihfihim  $ he,  reared  a puppy  once,  till  it  was 
ten  days  old,  with  three  hap’ worth  of  milk,  and'  then  with  his  own 
-Dagger  (lew  it,  and  made  me  drefs  it  t’blefi:  my  fetif  to  fee  hihi  eat 
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it,  and  he  bid  me  beg  the  Litter  , and  fwore  it  was  Tweeter  and 
wholfomer  then  fucking  Rabbets,  or  London  Pigs,  which  he  call’d 
Belmens  iffue. 

Parfon  calls  Want.  Heark  , he  calls  me,  we  muft  humour  him  a little,  hell 
within.  Why  rebell  elfe. 

ftveA  heart,  ACT.  II.  S C E N.  VII. 

Enter  (at  the  rvindorves ) the  Widow  and  Majier  Carelefi, 
Mijirefs  Pleafant  and  Mafter  Wild,  Captain,  Majier 
Sad,  Conftant,  Jolly,  Secret,  a Table  and 
Knives  ready  for  Oyfters. 

Widr\7  Ou’re  welcome  all,  but  efpecially  Mafter  Jolly 3 no  reply, 
X with  I thank  your  Ladyfhip. 

Pleaf.  I befeech  you, Sir,  let  us  never  be  better  acquainted. 

She  freaks  to  Jolly.  I fhall  endeavour.  Lady,  and  fail  in  nothing  that  is  in  my 
Mafter  Jolly  power  to  dif-oblige  you  3 for  there  is  none  more  ambitious  of  your 
ill  Opinion  then  I. 

Pleaf.  I rejoyce  at  it,  for  the  lefs  Love,  the  better  welcome  ftill. 

Wid.  And  as  ever  you  had  an  ounce  of  Love  for  the  Widow, 
be  not  Friends  among  your  felves. 

Wild.  Aunt,  though  we  were  at  Strife  when  we  were  alone,  yet 
now  we  unite  like  a Politick  State  againft  the  common  Enemv. 

Pleaf.  The  common  Enemy,  what  is  that? 

Wild.  Women,  and  Lovers  in  general. 

Wid.  Nay,  then  we  have  a party  Niece,  claim  5 quickly,  now 
is  the  time,  according  to  the  Proverb  5 Keep  a thing  (even  years, 
and  then  if  thou  haft  no  ule  on’t  throw!  away. 

Pleaf.  Agreed , let’s  challenge  our  Servants  3 by  the  Love 
they  have  profes’d,  they  cannot  in  honour  refufe  to  joyn  with  us  3 
and  fee  where  they  come. 

Enter  Sadd  and  Conftant,  and  meet  Secret,  fhe  rchifpers 

this  to  Sadd. 

Secret.  Sir,  tisdone. 

Sadd.  Be  fecret  and  grave.  I’ll  warrant  our  defign  will  take  as 
we  can  wifh. 

Conft.  Sweet  Miftrefs  Pleafant. 

Wid.  Servant  Sadd. 

Sadd.  Madam. 

Wid. We  are  threatened  to  have  a War  wag’d  againft  us,will  you 
not  fecond  us  ? 

Sadd.  With  thefe  youths  we’ll  do  enough.  Madam. 

Widd.  I’ll  fwear  my  Servant  gave  hit  for  hit  this  morning,  as  if 
he  had  been  a Mafter  in  the  Noble  Science  of  Wit. 

Pleaf.  Mine  laid  about  him  with  fpik  and  fpan  new  Arguments, 
not  like  the  lamfe  Man,  his  old  fayings  and  Presidents  laid  by. 

Wid.  Thus  arm’d,  then,  we’ll  ftand  and  defie  them. 

Wild.  Where’s  your  Points  , fure  Aunt,  this  Ihould  be  your 
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Wedding  day,  for  you  have  taken  the  Man  for  better  for  worfe. 

Wid.  No,  Nephew , this  will  not  prove  the  day  that  we  (hall 
either  give  or  take  a Ring. 

Card.  Hang  me,  if  I know  you  can  go  back  again  with  your 
Honour. 

Wild.  Or  in  Juftice  refufe  him  Liberty,  that  has  ferv’d  out  his 
time  ^ either  marry  him  or  provide  for  him,  for  he  is  maim'd  in 
your  fervice. 

Wid.  Why  Servant  Sadd  > you'll  arm  5 my  Nephew  has  thrown 
the  firft  dart  at  you. 

Capt.  Haft  hit,  haft  hit  ? 

Wild.  No,  Captain,  'twas  too  wide. 

Capt.  Too  wide  ? Marry  he's  an  ill  Marks-man  that  fhoots 
wider  then  a Widow. 

'jolly.  We  are  both  in  one  hole,  Captain  5 but  I was  loath  to 
venture  my  Opinion , left  her  Ladyfhip  fhould  think  I was  angry} 
for  I have  a good  mind  to  fall  upon  the  Widow. 

rleaf.  You're  a conftant  Man,  Mafter  jolly you  have  been  in 
that  mind  this  twelve-months  day. 

Confl.  You  are  in  the  right.  Madam  } fhe  has  it  to  (hew  under 
his  hand,  but  file  will  not  come  in  the  Lift  with  him  again  5 fhe 
threw  him  the  laft  year. 

Wid.  Come,  fhall  we  eat  Oyfters  ? Who’s  there  ? call  for  fome 
Wine,  Mafter  jolly  } you  are  not  warm  yet,  pray  be  free,  you 
are  at  home. 

jolly.  Your  Ladyfhip  is  merry. 

Wid.  You  do  not  take  it  ill,  to  have  me  afl’ure  you  you  are  at 
home  here  ? 

Wild.  Such  another  invitation  (though  in  jeft)  will  take  away 
Mafter  Sadds  ftomack.  Ojfters  not 

Sad.  No,  faith,  Ned , though  fhe  fhould  take  him,  it  will  not 
takeaway  my  ftomack,  my  Love  is  fo  fix'd  I may  with  my  withes,"^’ 
but  fhe  fhall  never  want  them  to  wait  upon  hers. 

rleaf.  A Tray  tor,  bind  him, has  pull’d  down  a fide  5 profefs  your 
Love  thus  publick  ? 

jolly.  I by  my  faith, continue  Mafter  Sadd^gwc  it  out  you  Love, 
and  call  it  a new  Love,  a Love  never  feen  before,  we’ll  all  come 
to  it  as  your  Friends. 

Sadd.  Gentlemen,  ftill  I Love  } and  if  fhe  to  whom  I thus  facri- 
fice  will  not  reward  it,  yet  the  world  Malice  can  fay,  is,  I was  un- 
fortunate and  misfortunate  5 not  falfe  made  me  fo. 

jolly.  In  what  Chapter  fhall  we  find  this  written, and  what  verfe? 
you  fhould  preach  with  a Method,  Mafter  Sadd. 

Wid.  Gentlemen , if  ever  he  fpoke  fo  much  dangerous  fence 
before  (either  of  Love  or  Rcafon)  hang  me. 

Sad.  Madam,  my  Love  is  no  news  where  you  are  •>  Know,  your 
fcorn  has  made  it  publick  $ and  though  it  could  gain  no  return 
from  you  5 yet  others  have  efteemed  me  for  the  Faith  and  Con- 
ftancy  I have  pay'd  here. 

rleaf.  Did  not  I foretell  you  of  his  Love  ? I forefaw  this  danger, 

fhall 
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fhall  I never  live  to  fee  Wit  and  Love  dwell  together  ? 

Capt.  I am  but  a poor  Souldicr,  and  yet  never  reach’d  to  the 
Honour  of  being  a Lover  3 yet  from  my  own  obfervations.,  Mafter 
Saddyakc  a Truths  us  a folly  to  believe  any  Woman  loves  a Man 
for  being  conftant  to  another,  they  diflemblc  their  hearts  onely  3 
and  hate  a Man  in  Love  worfe  then  a Wencher. 

jolly.  And  they  have  Reafon  3 for  if  they  have  the  grace  to  be 
kind,  he  that  loves  the  Sex  may  be  theirs. 

Caret.  When  your  conftant  Lover,  if  a Woman  have  a mind  to 
him,  and  be  bleft  with  fo  much  grace  to  difcover  it  3 He,  out  of 
the  noble  miftake  of  Honour  hates  her  for  it , and  tells  it  per- 
chance , and  preaches  Reafon  to  her  Paffion,  and  cryes,  mkcrable 
Beauty  , to  be  fo  unfortunate  as  to  inhabit  in  lo  much  frailty. 

Capt.  This  counfel  makes  her  hate  him  more  then  fke  lov’d 
before  3 Thefe  are  troubles,  thole  that  love  are  fubjeft  to,  while 
we  look  on  and  laugh,  to  fee  both  thus  llav’d  while  we  are  free. 
Carl.  My  prayers  ff ill  (hall  be , Lord  deliver  me  from  Love. 
Capt.  ’ Lis  Plague,  Peftilence,  Famine,  Sword,  and  fometimes 
Hidden  death. 

S add.  Yet  I love,  I muft  love,  I will  love  , and  I do  love. 

Capt.  In  the  prefent  tenfe. 

H id.  No  more  of  this  Argument,  for  Loves  fake. 

Capt.  By  any  means,  Madam,  give  him  leave  to  love,  and  you 
are  retolv’d  to  walk  tied  up  in  your  own  Armes,  with  your  -Lnve 
as  vifible  in  your  Face,  as  your  Miftrefles  colours  in  your  Hat  3 
that  any  Porter  at  Charing-Crofs  may  take  you  like  a Letter  at  the 
Carriers,  and  having  read  the  luperlcfiption,  deliver  Mafter  Sadd 
to  the  fair  hands  of  Miftrefs  or  my  Lady  fuch  a one  , lying  at  the 
fign  of  the  hard  heart. 

Pleaf.  And  (he,  if  file  has  wit  (as  I believe  (he  hath)  will  fcarce 
pa)  the  Poft  for  the  Pacquet. 

Wid,  T reafon,  how  now  Niece:,  joyn  with  the  Enemy? 

<lhty  give  the  Capt.  A health,  Ned0  what  fhall  I call  it  ? 

Captain  Card.  To  Mafter  Sadd , he  needs  it  that  avowes  himfelf  a 

Wire.  Lover. 

Sadd.  Gentlemen,  you  have  the  Advantage , the  Time,  the 
Place,  the  Company  3 But  we  may  meet  when  your  wits  fhall  net 
have  fuch  advantage  as  my  Love. 

Tie  of.  No  more  of  Love,  I am  fo  lick  on  t. 

Confl.  By  your  Pardon,  Miftrefs,  1 mult  not  leave  Love  thus  un- 
guarded, I vow  my  felf  his  follower. 

Jolly.  Much  good  may  Love  do  him,  give  me  a Glafsof  Wine 
here  3 Will,  let  them  keep  company  with  the  blind  Boy,  give  us  his 
Mother,  and  let  them  preach  again  3 hear  that  will  , he  has  good 
luck , perfwades  me  ’tis  an  ugly  fin  to  lie  with  a handfome 
Woman. 

Captc  A pox  upon  my  Nurfe , flic  frighted  me  fo  when  I was 
young  with  ftories  of  the  Devil,  I was  almoft  fourteen  er'e  I could 
prevail  with  Reafons  to  unbind  my  Reafon,  itwasfo  llav’d  to 
Faith  and  Confidence  3 (he  made  me  believe  Wine  was  an  evilfpi- 
J . fit. 
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rit,  and  Fornication  was  like  the  Whore  of  Babylon , a fine  face, 
but  a Dragon  under  her  Pety-coats  3 and  that  made  me  have  a 
mind  to  peep  under  all  I met  fince. 

Wid.  Fie,  fie,  for  fhame,  do  not  talk  fo  3 are  you  net  afham’d  to 
glory  in  fin,  as  if  variety  of  women  were  none. 

jf oil.  Madam,  we  do  not  glory  in  Fornication  $ and  yet  I thank 
God,  I cannot  live  without  a woman. 

Capt.  Why,  do’s  your  Ladiihip  think  it  a fin  to  lye  with  variety 
of  handfome  women  ? if  it  be,  would  I were  the  wicked’ft  man  in 
the  company.  ^ j 1 

pie  of.  You  have  been  mark’d  for  an  indifferent  finner  3 that  way 
Captain.  : / T 1 • 

Capt.  Who  I?  No  faith,  I was  a fool,  but  and  I were  to  begirt 
again,  I would  not  do  as  I have  done,  I kept  one  3 but  if  ever  I 
keep  another.  Hang  me  3 nor  would  I advife  any  friend  of  mine  to 
do  it.  .mod  - 'i  - n 

j foil.  Why,  I am  lure ’tis  a provident  and  fafe  way  3 a man  may 
always  be  provided  and  found. 

Pleaf.  Fie  upon  this  difeourfo. 

Capt . Thofo  confiderations  betrayed  me,  A pox  5 it  .is  a dull  fin 
to  travel,like  a Carriers-horfe,  always  one  Road. 

Wid.  Fie,  Captain,  repent  for  (barne,  and  Marry. 

Capt.  Your  Ladiihip  would  havefaid.  Marry,  and  repent  3 No, 
though  it  be  not  the  greateft  pleafure,  yet  it  is  better  then  rharry- 
ing  3 for  when  I am  weary  of  her,  my  unconftancy  is  term’d  ver- 
tue  , and  I fhall  be  laid  to  turn  to  grace.  Beware  of  women,  for 
better  for  worfe  3 for  our  wicked  nature,  when  her  fport  is  lawful, 
cloyes  ftraight 3 therefore,  rather  then  Marry!  keep  a Wench. 

jol/.  Faith,  he  is  in  the  right,  for  ’tis  the  fame  thing  in  number 
and  kind  3 and  then  the  lport  is  quickned,  and  made  poynant 
with  fin. 

Capt.  Yet  ’tis  a fault,  faith.and  111  perfwsdtfallmy  friends  from 
it  3 elpecially  here  where  any  innovation  is  dangerous  3 ’twas  the 
newnefs  of the  fin  that  made  me  luffer  in  the  opinion  of  my  friends3 
and  I was  condemned  by  all  forts  of  people  3 not  that  I finn’d,  but 
that  I finn’d  no  more.  . . . .d ; 

Caret.  Why  I,  hadft  thou  been  wicked  in  falhiony  and  privily 
lain  with  ev’ry  body,  their  guilt  would  have  made  them  protect 
thee  3 fo  that  to  be  more  wicked  is  to  be  innocent  at  left  fafe  3 A 
wicked  world.  Lord  help  us. 

Capt. But  being  particular  to  her,and  not  in  love,nor  fubje<ft  to  it, 
taking  an  Antidote  ev’ry  morning,  before  I venture ! into  thofe  in- 
fectious places  where  Love  Beauty  dwells  3 this  enraged  the  Mai- 
den [Beauties  of  the  Time,  who  thought  it  a prejudice  to  their 
Beauties  to  fee  me  carelefs,  and  fecurely  pafs  by  their  conquering 
eyes  3 my  name  being  found  amongft  none  of  thofe  that  deckt 
their  T riumphs.  But  from  this  ’tis  eafie  to  be  fafe,  for  their  Pride 
will  not  let  them  love,  nor  my  leifure  me.  Then  the  old  Ladies 
that  pay  for  their  pleafores  3 they,  upon  the  news,  beheld  me  wirh 
their  natural  frowns,  defpairing  when  their  money  could  not  prer 

vail  3 
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vail  } and  hated  me  when  they  heard  that  I for  my  pleafure  would 
pay  as  large  as  they. 

Joll.  Gentlemen5  take  warning  } a Fee  from  ev’ry  man  } For  by 
this  day,  there’s  ftrange  counfel  in  this  confeffion. 

Wid.  Captain5  you  forget  to  pledge  Mr.  Carelefi  } here,  will  you 
not  drink  a cup  of  wine,  who’s  there  } Bring  the  Oyfters. 

Capt.  Yes,  Madam,  if  you  pleafe. 

Wild.  Proceed,  Captain. 

Pleaf.  Fie,  Mr.  Wild,  are  you  not  afham’d  to  encourage  him  to 
this  filthy  difcourfe. 

Capt.  A glafs  of  wine  then  5 and  I’ll  drink  to  all  the  new  marri- 
ed Wives  that  grieve  to  think,  at  what  rate  their  Fathers  purchafe 
a little  husband.  Thefe  when  they  lie  thirfting  for  the  thing  they 
paid  fo  dear  for,  [Enter  a Servant  with  Oyfters. 

Card.  Thefe,  methinks,  fhould  be  thy  friends,  and  point  thee 
out  as  a man  for  them. 

Capt.  Yes,  till  the  faithful  Nurfe  cries  3 Alas,  Madam,  he  keeps 
fuch  a one,  he  has  enough  at  home  } then  fhe  fwells  with  envy  and 
rage  againft  us  both,  calls  my  Miftrefs  ugly,  common,  unfafe  } and 
me,  a weak  fecure  fool. 

Joll.  Thefe  are  ftrange  truths.  Madam. 

Wid.  I,  I,  but  thefe  Oyfters  are  a better  jeft. 

Capt.  But  fhe  s abus’d  that  will  let  fuch  reafon  tame  her  defire, 
and  a fool  in  Loves  School}  elfe  fhe  would  not  be  ignorant  that  va- 
riety is  fuch  a friend  to  love,  that  he  which  rifes  a funk  coward 
from  the  Ladies  bed  would  find  new  fires  at  hevMaids  } nor  ever 
yet  did  the  man  want  fire,  if  the  woman  would  bring  the  fuel. 

Pleaf.  For  Gods  fake,  leave  this  difcourfe. 

Wid.  The  Captain  has  a mind  we  fhould  eat  no  Oyfters. 

Wild.  Aunt,  we  came  to  be  merry,  and  we  will  be  merry,  and 
you  fhall  ftay  it  out } Proceed  Captain. 

Wid.  Fie  Captain,  T’me  alham'rl  to hpar  you  talk  thus:  Marry, 
then  you  will  have  a better  opinion  of  women. 

Capt.  Marry ! yes,  this  knowledge  will  invite  me,  it  is  a good 
encouragement,  is  it  not  think  you  ? What  is  your  opinion  ? were 
not  thefe  Marriages  made  in  Heaven  > By  this  good  day,  all  the 
worldis  mad,  and  makes  hafte  to  be  fool’d,  but  we  four : And  I 
hope  there’s  none  of  us  believes  there  has  any  Marriages  been 
made  in  Heaven,  fince  Adam. 

Joll.  By  my  faith,  ’tis  thought  the  Devil  gave  the  Ring  there  to. 

Wid.  Nephew,  I’ll  fwear  I’ll  be  gone. 

He  points  to  Capt.  Hold  her,I\W,  fhe  goes  not  yet}there’s  a fourth  kind  of  wo* 
Sadd.  men  that  concerns  her  more  then  all  the  reft,  Eccefignum  — She  is 
one  of  thofe  who,  cloathed  in  Purple, triumph  over  their  dead  huf- 
bands  } thefe  will  be  caught  at  firft  fight,  and  at  firft  fight  muft  be 
catcht}  ’tis  a Bird  that  muft  be  fhot  flying,  for  they  never  fit}  if  a 
man  delay  they  cool,  and  fall  into  confiderations  of  Joynture,  and 
friends  opinion } in  which  time,  if  fhe  hears  thou  keep’ft  a Wench, 
thou  had’ft  better  be  a Beggar  in  her  opinion  } for  then  her  Pride, 
it  may  be,  would  betray  her  to  the  vanity  of  fetting  up  a proper 

man 
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man  ca^  it)but  fora  Wencher  no  Argument 'prevails 

with  your  Widow 3 for  ihe  believes  they  have  {pent  too  much  that 
way,  to  be  able  to  pay  her  due  benevolence. 

Wid.  As  I live.  I’ll  be  gone  if  youfpeak  one  word  more  of  this 
uncivil  fubjeft.  ' A 

j foil.  Captain,  let  me  kifs  thy  cheek , for  that  Widow  3 you  un- 
derdand  this,  Widow  ? I fay  no  more  5 Here  Captain,  here’s  to 
thee  5 as  it  goes  down,  A pox  of  care. 

Wid.  Jefus!  Mr.  Jolty  , have  you  no  observations  of  the  Court, 
that  are  fo  affe&ed  with  this  of  the  Town  ? 

Confl.  Faith,  they  fay,  there’s  good  fport  there,  fometimes. 

Tleaf.  Mr.  Jolly  is  afraid  to  let  us  partake  of  his  knowledge, 

Joll.  No  faith,  Madam. 

Capt.  By  this  drink,  if  he  day  till  I have  eaten  a few  more,  I’ll 
defcribe  it. 

Joll.  What  fhould  I fay,’tis  certain  the  Court  is  the  braved:  place 
in  the  Kingdom,  for  fport,  if  it  were  well  looktto,  and  the  Game 
ppeferved  fair  5 But  as  ’tis,  a man  may  fooner  make  a fet  in  the 
strand.  And  it  will  never  be  better,  whil’d  your  divine  Lovers 
inhabit  there. 

Carel.  Let  the  King  make  me  Mader  of  the  Game. 

Cap.  And  admit  us  Laiety-lovers. 

Joll.  I would  he  would  5 for  as  ’tis,  there’s  no  hopes  amongd  the 
Ladies^  befides,  ’tis  fuch  an  example  to  fee  a King  and  Queen  good. 
Husband  and  Wife,  that  to  be  kind  will  grow  out  of  fafhion. 

Cap.  Nay,  that’s  not  all,  for  the  women  grow  malicious,  be- 
caufe  they  are  not  courted  3 nay,  they  bred  all  the  lad  milchiefs, 
and  call’d  the  Kings  chadity  a negledof  them. 

Joll.  Thou  art  in  the  right  3 An  Edward , or  a Harry , with given 
Queens  in  Lucky  arn^  that  Hanght  among  the  men,and  Stroakp  the  wo- 
men, are  the  Monarchs  they  with  to  bow  to  3 they  love  no  tame- 
Princes,  but  Lyons  in  the  Fored. 

Cap.  Why,  and  thofe  were  properly  call’d  the  Fathers  of  their 
People,  that  were  indeed  akineto  their  Nobility  3 now  they  wear 
out  their  youth  and  beauty,  without  hope  of  a monumental  Bal- 
lad, or  Trophee  of  a Lie-bell  that  fhall  hereafter  point  at  fuch  a 
Lord,  and  cry  that  is  the  royal  Son  of  dich  a one. 

Joll.  And  thefe  were  the  ways  that  made  them  powerful  at 
home  3 for  the  City  is  a kinef^f  tame  Bead  3 you  may  lead  her  by 
the  horns  any  whither,  if  you  but  tickle  them  in  the  ear  lometimes. 
Queen  _Z>e/f,  of  famous  memory,  had  the  trick  on  1 3 and  I have 
heard  them  fay.  In  Eighty  eighty , er’e  I was  born,  as  well  I can  re- 
member, flic  rode  to  Tilbury  on  that  bonny  Bead,  the  Mayor. 

Capt.  I would  I might  counfel  him  3 Fde  fo  reform  the  Court. 

Carel.  Never  too  foon  3 for  now,  when  a dranger  comes  in,  and 
fpies  a Covey  of  a Beauties,  would  make  a Faulconer  unhood,  be- 
fore he  can  draw  his  Leafh  he  is  warn’d  that’s  a markt  Partridge  3 
and  that,  and  ev’ry  hg,  has  by  their  example  a particular  fhe. 

Wild.  By  this  light,  the  fix  fair  Maids  dand  like  the  Working- 
days  in  the  Almanack  3 one  with  A fcored  upon  her  bread,  that  is 

O as 
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as  much  to  fay,  I belong  to  fuch  a Lord  5 the  next  with  B for  an 
elder  Brother  5 C for  fuch  a Knight  3 D pofieft  with  melancholy, 
and  at  her  breaft  you  may  "knock  an  hour  ere  you  get  an  anfwer, 
and  then  (he’l  tell  you  there’s  no  lodging  there } {he  hasaconftant 
fellow  Courtier  that  has  taken  up  all  her  heart  to  his  own  ufe : in 
fhort,  All  are  difpos’d  of,  but  the  good  Mother  5 and  (he  comes  in 
like  the  Sabbath,  at  the  weeks  end$  and  I warrant  her  make  any  one 
reft  that  comes  at  her. 

Caret.  I marry  $ but  if  (he  were  like  the  Jews  Sabbath,  it  were 
(omewhat  5 but  this  looks  like  a Broken  Commandment,  that  has 
had  more  work  done  upon  her,  then  all  the  week  belides. 

Capt.  And  what  think  you,  is  not  this  finely  carryed  ? you  that 
are  about  the  King,  counfel  him,  if  he  will  have  his  fport  fair,  he 
muft  let  the  Game  be  free,  as  it  has  been  in  former  Ages  $ then  a 
ftranger  that  has  wit , good  means , and  handfome  cloaths,  no 
fooner  enters  the  privy  Chamber,  and  beat  about  with  three 
graceful  legs,  but  he  fpring  a Miftrefs  that  danc’d  as  well  as  he. 
Sung  better,  as  free  as  fair  5 thofe  at  firft  fight  could  fpeak,  for  wit 
is  always  acquainted  : Thefe  fools  muft  be  akin  ere  they  can 
{peak  5 and  now  the  friends  make  the  bargain,  and  they  go  to  Bed 
er’e  they  know  why. 

J oil.  F aith,he’s  in  the  right,you  {hall  have  a Buzzard  now  hover 
and  beat  after  a pretty  Wench,  till  {he  is  fo  weary  of  him  {he’s 
forc’d  to  take  her  Bed  for  covert,  and  find  lefs  danger  in  being 
trufs’d  then  in  flying. 

Capt.  And  what  becomes  of  all  this  pudder,  after  he  has  made 
them  {port  for  one  night,  to  fee  him  towfe  the  Quarry,  he  carries 
her  into  the  Country,  and  there  they  two  fly  at  one  another  till 
they  are  weary. 

Caret.  And  all  this  mifchief  comes  of  Love  and  Conftancy  $ we 
.{hall  never  fee  better  days  till  there  be  an  A ft  of  Parliament 
againft  it  5 Enjoyning  Husband  not  to  Till  their  Wives, but  change 
and  lay  them  fallow. 

Jol l.  A pox,  the  women  will  never  confent  to  it  5 they’l  be  till’d 
to  death  firft. 

Wid.  Gentlemen,  you  are  very  bold  with  the  fex. 

Capt.  Faith,  Madam,  it  is  our  care  of  them  $ why  you  fee  they 
are  married  at  fourteen,  yield  a Crop  and  a half,  and  then  dye,  ’tis 
meerly  their  love  that  deftroys’em  ^for  if  they  get  a good  hufi 
bandman,  the  poor  things  yield  then1  very  hearts. 

Tleaf.  And  do  you  blame  their  loves,  Gentlemen  > 

JoU.  No,  not  their  love, but  their  difcretion  j let  them  love,  and 
do,  a Gods  name  j but  let  them  do  with  difcretion. 

Wild.  But  how  will  you  amend  this  ? 

JoU.  Inftead  of  two  Beds  and  a Phyfitian  5 l’de  have  the  State 
prelcribe  two  Wives  and  a Miftrefs. 

Wild.  Ho  ! it  will  never  be  granted } the  State  is  made  up  of 
old  men,  and  they  find  work  enough  with  one. 

JoU.  We  will  petition  the  lower  Houfe,  there  are  young  men, 
and  (if  it  were  but  to  be  factious)  would  pafs  it,  if  they  thought 
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the  upper  houfe  would  Crofs  it } Befides , they  ought  to  do  it. 
Death!  they  provide  againft  cutting  down  old  Trees,  and  pre- 
ferring high-ways  and  Poft-horfes,  and  let  pretty  Wenches  run 
to  decay  ? 

Caret.  Why  may  it  not  come  within  the  Statute  of  Depopulation? 
As  Ilive,  the  State  ought  to  take  care  of  thofe  Pretty  creatures} 
Be  you  Judge,  Madam}  Is’t  not  a fad  fight  to  fee  a rich  young 
Beauty,  with  all  her  Innocence  and  Blofloms  on,  fubjeft  to  fome 
rough  rude  Fellow,  that  ploughs  her}  and  efteems  and  ufes  her  as 
a chattel,  till  (he  is  fo  lean,  a man  may  finde  as  good  Grafs  upon  the 
Common,  where  it  may  befhee’le  fit  coughing  with  funk  Eyes , fo 
weak  that  a Boy  ( with  a Dog  ) that  can  but  whittle,  may  keep  a 
fcore  of  them  ? 

Wid.  You  are  ftrangely  charitable  to  Our  Sex, on  a hidden. 

Capt.  I know  not  what  they  are } but  for  my  part.  Tie  be  a Tray- 
tor  ere  Tie  look  on,  and  fee  Beauty  go  thus  to  wrack  } it  is. enough, 
cuftom  has  made  us  fuffer  them  to  be  enclos’d } I am  fure,  they  were 
created  common,  and  for  the  ufe  of  Man,  and  not  intended  to  be 
fubjett  to  jealoufie  and  choler,  or  to  be  bought  or  fold  , or  let  for 
term  of  lives  or  years,  as  they  are  now,  or  elfe  fold  at  Out-crys  } 
Oh ! Yes  } who’le  give  moft  take  her. 

Wid.  Why  do  not  fome  of  you , Excellent  men , Marry,  and 
mend  all  thefe  Errours,  by  your  good  Example? 

Jolt.  Becaufe  we  want  Fortunes,  to  buy  rich  wives,  or  keep  poor 
ones,  and  be  loath  to  get  Beggars,  or  whores,  as  well  as  I love  ’em. 

Pleaf.  Why , are  all  their  Children  lo  that  have  no  fortune 
think  you  ? 

Jolt.  No,  not  all } I have  heard  of  Whittington  and  his  Cat,and  o- 
thers,  that  have  made  Fortunes  by  ftrange  means}  But  I fcarce 
believe  my  Son  would  rife  from  Hope,  a half  peny,  and  a Lambs- 
fkin}  And  the  Wenches  commonly  having  more  Wit  & Beauty  then 
Money,  foreleeing  fmall  Portions,  grow  fad,  and  read  Romances, 
till  their  Wit  fpie  fome  unfortunate  merit  like  their  own,  without 
money  too,  and  they  two  figh  after  one  another, till  they  grow  my- 
fterious  in  Colours,  and  become  a Proverb  for  their  conttancy}  and 
when  their  Love  has  worn  out  the  caufe , marry  in  the  end  a new 
Couple , then  grown  afham’d  of  the  knowledge  they  fo  long 
hunted,  at  length  part,  by  confent , and  vanifli  into  Abigail  and 
Governour. 

Wid.  Well  Gentlemen,Excufe  me  for  this  One  time  } and  if  ever 
I invite  you  to  Dinner  again, punilh  me  with  fuch  another  difcourfe, 
in  the  mean  time  let’s  go  in  and  dine,  meat  ftays  for  us .[Exe.Or/ines* 

Capt.  Faith  Madam,  we  wererefolved  to  be  merry  } We  have 
not  met  thefo  three  years  till  to  day,  and  at  the  Bear  we  meant  to 
have  din’d } and  fince  your  Ladyfhip  would  have  Our  Company, 
you  muft  pardon  Our  humour } here  Miftrifs  Sadd , here’s  the  Wi- 
dows health  to  you. 
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ACT.  III.  S C E N.  I. 

Enter  all  from  Dinner.  * 

Wid.  *^TEphew,  how  do- you  difpofe  of  your  felf  this  afternoon  } 
Wild.  ( We  have  a defign  we  muft  purfue  , which  will  rid  you 
of  all  this  troublefome  Company } and  wee’l  make  no  Excufe,  be- 
caufe  you  peeped  into  our  privacies  to  day. 

Carel.  Your  humble  fervant, Ladies  5 Gentlemen, wee’l  leave  you 
to  purfue  your  fortunes.  \_Exit  Carel. 

Joll.  Farewel  Widow , may ’ft  thou  live  unmarryed  till  thou 
run’ft  away  with  thy  felf.  [ Exit  Jolly. 

Capt.  No,  no.  When  that  day  comes.  Command  the  humbleft  of 
your  Servants.  [ Exit  Captain. 

Wild.  Farewel  Aunt  5 fweet  Miftris  Pleafant , I wilh  you  good 
fortune.  [ Exit  Wild. 

Wid.  Farewel, farewel  Gentlemen:,  Niece,  now  if  we  could  be  rid 
of  thefe  troublefome  Lovers  too,  we  would  go  fee  a Play. 

She  fpeahf  Pleaf  Rid  of  them  ? Why,  they  are  but  now  in  feafon  5 as  I live, 
*fide.  1 vvould  do  as  little  to  give  mine  content  as  any  fhe  in  Town , and 
yet  I do  not  grudge  him  the  happinefs  of  carrying  me  to  a Play. 

Wid.  I,  but  the  world  will  talk,  becaufe  they  pretend  ^ and  then 
we  (hall  be  lure  to  meet  my  Nephew  there,  and  his  wil’d  Company, 
and  they  will  laugh  to  fee  us  together. 

Pleat  Who  will  you  have  } Tym  the  Butler , or  Formal  your 
Gentleman  Ulher  ? I would  take  Philip  the  foreman  of  the  Ihop 
affoon. 

Wid.  Let’s  mafk  our  felves,  and  take  Secret , and  go  alone  by 
water. 

Pleaf  Yes,  and  follow  her  like  one  of  my  Aunts  of  the  Suburbs  $ 
it  is  a good  way  to  know  what  you  may  yield  in  a Market  for 
Fie  undertake,  there  are  thofe  lhall  bid  for  you  before  the  play 
will  be  done. 

Secret.  As  I live.  Madam,  Miftrifs  Pleafant  is  in  the  right , I had 
fuch  a kindnels  offer’d  me  once,  and  I came  to  a price  with  him  in 
knavery  5 and  hang  me,  if  the  Rogue  was  not  putting  the  earneft 
of  his  affe&ion  into  my  hand. 

Wid.  Let’s  go  to  the  Glafs-houfe  then. 

Pleaf.  I’le  go  to  a Play  with  my  Servant,  and  fo  fhall  you  } hang 
Opinion,  and  wee’le  go  to  the  Glafs-houfe  afterwards  5 it  is  too  hot 
to  Sup  early. 

Secret.  Pray  Madam  go,  they  lay ’tis  a fine  Play,  and  a Knight 
writ  it. 

P leaf  Pray  let  Secret  prevail.  Lie  propofe  it  to  the  Lovers  5 in  the 
mean  time  go  you  , and  bid  the  Coachman  make  ready  the 
Coach.  ("Secret  whifpers  Sadd,  twill  take.) 

Secret.  Alas,  Madam,  hee’s  lick,  poor  fellow  ? and  gone  to  bed, 
he  could  not  wait  at  Dinner. 

Wid.  Sick  > 


Pleaf 


The  Tarfons  Wedding. 

Pleaf.  Why,  fee  how  all  things  work  for  the  young  men,  either 
their  Coach,  or  a Foot 3 Mr.  Conflant , what  think  you  of  feeing  a 
Play  this  afternoon  ? is  it  not  too  hot  to  venture  , this  Infe&ious 
time  ? 

Conji.  Fie,Madam,  there’s  no  danger,  the  Bill  decreas’d  Twenty 
laft  week. 

Sad.  I fwear,they  fay,  ’tis  a very  good  Play  to  day* 

Wid.  Shall  we  go,  Niece  > 

Pleaf.  Faith  ’tis  hot,  and  there’s  no  body  but  we. 

Sadd.  Do’s  that  hinder  ? pray  Madam,  grudge  us  not  the  favour 
of  venturing  your  felf  in  Our  company. 

Wid.  Come,  leave  this  Ceremony , lie  go  in,  and  put  on  my 
Mask  ^ Secret  (hall  bring  you  yours  3 

Pleaf.  No,  I’le  go,  and  put  it  on  within.  [Exeunt  omnes . 
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ACT.  III.  SCEN.  If. 


Enter  Wild,  Carelefs,  Captain  and  Jolly. 

Carel.  TYY  this  day,  you  have  netled  the  Widow. 

Wild.  |_3  The  Captain  negle&ed  his  dinner  for  his  mirth  , as  if  he 
had  forgot  to  eat. 

doll.  When  did  he  overfee  his  drinking  fo  ? 

Capt.  Gentlemen,  ftill  it  is  my  fortune  to  make  your  worfhips 
Merry. 

Wild.  As  I live.  Captain , I fubfcribe,  and  am  content  to  hold  my 
wit  as  Tenant  to  thee  3 and  to  night  He  invite  you  to  Supper, 
where  it  fhall  not  be  lawful  to  fpeak  till  thou  has  vi&ual’d  thy 
Man  of  War. 

Capt.  Shall’s  be  merry  ? what  fhall  w'e  have  ? 

Wild.  Half  a (core  difhes  of  meat,  choole  them  your  felf. 

Capt.  Provide  me  then  the  Chines  fry’d  , and  the  Salmon  Cal- 
ver’d,  a Carp,  and  black  fawce,  Red-Dear  in  the  blood , and  an 
A ffembly  of Woodcocks,  and  Jack-fnipes,  fo  fat  you  would  think 
they  had  their  winding  Sheets  on  3 And  upon  thefe,  as  their  Pages, 
let  me  have  wait  your  Suflex  Wheat-Ear,  with  a Feather  in  his 
Cap  3 Over  all  which  let  our  Countrey-man,  General  Chyne  of 
Beef,  Command  : I hate  your  French  pottage,  that  looks  as  the 
Cook  maid  had  more  hand  in  it  then  the  Cook. 

Wild.  He  promife  you  all  this. 

Carel.  And  let  me  alone  to  Cook  the  Fifh. 

Capt.  You  Cook  it?  No,  no,  I left  an  honeft  fellow  in  Town, 
when  I went  into//^/y,Signiour  Ricardo  Ligones^  one  of  the  ancient 
houfe  of  the  Armenian  Amballadours  3 if  he  be  alive  he  fhall  be 
our  Cook. 

Wild.  Is  he  lo  Excellent  at  it  ? 

Capt.  Excellent  ? You  fhall  try,  you  fhall  try  3 Why,  I tell  you,  I 
faw  him  once  drefs  a fhooing-horn,  and  a Joyners  apron , that  the 
Company  left:  Pheafantfor  it. 

Wild.  A Shooing-horn  ? 

Cap, 
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Capt.  Yes,  a (hooing-horn } marry,  there  was  Garlick  in  the 
Sawce. 

Wild.  Is  this  all  you  would  have  ? 

Capt.  This,  and  a Bird  ofParadife,  to  entertain  the  reft  of  the 
night,  and  let  me  alone  to  Cook  her. 

Wild . A Bird  of  Paradife,  whats  that  ? 

Capt.  A Girl  of  Fifteen,  fmooth  as  Satten,  White  as  her  Sunday 
Apron,  Plump,  and  of  the  firft  down  : Tie  take  her  with  her  guts 
in  her  Belly,  and  warm  her  with  a Countrey  dance  or  two  , then 
pluck  her,  and  lay  her  dry  betwixt  a couple  of  ftieets  ^ There  pour 
into  her  fo  much  oyl  of  Wit  as  will  make  her  turn  to  a man,  & ftick 
into  her  heart  three  corns  of  whole  love , to  make  her  tafte  of 
what  (he  is  doing,  then  having  ftrewed  a man  all  over  her,  (hut  the 
door,  and  leave  us,  wee’le  work  our  felves  into  fuch  a Sauce  as  you 
can  never  furfeit  on,  fo  Poynant  and  yet  no  Hogough } Take  heed 
of  a hogough, your  Onion  and  woman  make  the  word  fawce  5 This 
(hook  together  by  an  Englifh  Cook  (for  your  French  feafoning 
fpoils  many  a woman  ) and  there’s  a Di(h  for  a King. 

Wild.  For  the  firft  Part,  I’le  undertake. 

Capt.  But  this  for  Supper  } Capt.  No  more  of  this  now  5 This  af- 
ternoon, as  you  are  true  to  the  Pettycoat,obferve  your  Inftru£tions, 
and  meet  at  Neds  houfe  in  the  Evening. 

Onsnes.  We  will  not  fail. 

Capt.  I muft  write  to  Wanton ,to  know  how  things  ftand  at  home, 
and  to  acquaint  her  how  we  have  thrived  with  the  Old  Lady 
to  day. 

H ild.  Whither  will  you  go  to  write  ? 

Capt.  To  thy  houfe,  ’tis  hard  by, there’s  the  Fleece. 

Joll.  Do,and  in  the  mean  time  I’le  go  home  and  diipatch  a little 
bufinefs,and  meet  you. 

Wild.  Make  hafte  then. 

Joll.  Where  (hall  I meet  you  ? 

Wild.  Whither  (hall  we  go  till  it  be  time  to  attend  the  defign. 

Card.  Let’s  go  to  Court  for  an  hour. 

Joll.  Do,  I’le  meet  you  at  the  Queens  fide. 

Wild.  No,  prithee,  we  are  the  Mounfieurs  new  come  Over , and 
ifwegofine  they  will  laugh  at  Us,  and  think  we  believe  Our 
felves  fo } if  not,  then  they  will  abufe  our  cloaths,  and  fwear  we 
went  into  France  onely  to  have  our  cloaks  cut  fhorter. 

Card.  Will  you  go  fee  a Play  ? 

Capt.  Do,  and  thither  I’le  come  to  you,  if  it  be  none  of  our 
Gentlemen  Poets,  that  excufe  their  writings  with  a Prologue  that 
profefles  they  are  no  Scholars. 

Joll.  On  my  word  this  is  held  the  beft  penn’d  of  the  time,and  he 
has  writ  a very  good  Play^By  this  Day, it  was  extreamly  applauded. 

Capt.  Do’s  he  write  Plays  by  the  day  } Indeed  a man  would  ha 
judged  him  a labouring  Poet. 

Joll.  A Labouring  Poet  ? by  this  hand  hee’s  a Knight  upon  my 
recommendation  venture  to  fee  it  5 hang  me  if  you  be  not  extream- 
ly well  fatished. 
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CareL  A Knight  and  write  Playes  ? it  may  be,  but  ’tis  ftrange  to 
us:,  fb  they  fay  there  are  other  Gentlemen  Poets  without  Land  or 
Latine } this  was  not  ordinary  } prithee  when  was  he  knighted  > 

"jolly.  In  the  Northb  thelaft  great  knighting,  when ’twas  Gods 
great  Mercy  we  were  not  all  Knights. 

Wild.  Ill  fwear,  they  fay,  there  are  Poets  that  have  more  Men 
in  Liveries,  then  Books  in  their  ftudies. 

Capt.  And  what  think  you.  Gentlemen , are  not  thele  things  to 
ftart  a Man  > I believe  ’tis  the  firft  time  you  have  found  them  lie  at 
the  fignof  the  Page,  Foot-men  and  gilded  Coaches  5 They  were 
wont  to  lodge  at  the  thin  Cloak,  they  and  their  Mufes  made  up  the 
Family  } And  thence  fent  Scenes  to  their  Patrons,  like  Boyes 
in  at  windowes,and  one  would  return  with  a Dublett, another  with 
a pair  of  Breeches,  a third  with  a little  ready  Money  5 which, to- 
gether with  their  credit  with  a company ,in  three  Tearms  you  rare- 
ly faw  a Poet  repaired. 

J oily.  This  truth  no  body  denies. 

Wild.  Prithee  let  us  refolve  what  we  (hall  do,  left  we  meet  with 
fome  of  them  .*  for  itfeemes  they  fwann,  and  I fear  nothing  like  a 
Dedication,  though  it  be  but  of  himfelf}  Fori  mu  ft  hear  him  fay 
more  then  either  I defer ve  or  he  believes}  I hate  that  in  a Poet, 
they  muft  be  dull,  or  all  upon  all  Subjects,  fo  that  they  can  oblige 
none  but  their  Mufe. 

jolly.  I perceive  by  this  you  will  not  fee  the  Play  } what  think 
you  of  going  to  Sims , to  Bowles,  till  I com..  ? 

Card.  Yes,  if  you  will  go  to  fee  that  Comedy  } but  there  is  no 
reafon  we  fhould  pay  for  our  coming  in,  and  Aft  too}  like  fome 
whofe  intereft  in  the  Timber  robs  them  of  their  Reafon,  and  they 
run  as  if  they  had  ftolne  a Byafs. 

Wild.  Refolve  what  you  will  do,  I am  contented. 

Card.  Let’s  go  walk  in  the  Spring-garden. 

Wild.  I’ll  do  it  for  Company,  but  I had  as  live  be  rid  in  the 
Horfe-market,  as  walk  in  that  fools  faire}  where  neither  wit  nor 
money  is , nor  lure  to  take  up  a Wench  } there’s  none  but  honeft 
Women. 

Capt.  A pox  on’t,  what  fhould  we  do  there  ? let’s  go  and  crofs 
the  Field  to  Pikes , her  kitching  is  cool  Winter  and  Summer. 

Card.  I like  that  motion  well,  but  we  have  no  time,  and  I hate 
to  do  that  bufinefs  by  halfe } after  Supper,  if  you  will,  we’ll  go  and 
make  a night  on’t. 

Capt.  Well,  I muft  go  write,  therefore  refolve  of  fomewhat} 
fhall  I propofe  an  indifferent  place  where  ’tis  probable  we  fhall  all 
meet. 

Omnes.  Yes. 

Capt.  Go  you  before  to  the  Devil,  and  I’ll  make  hafte  after. 

Carel.  Agreed, we  fhall  be  fure  of  good  Wine  there  and  in  Frefco 3 
for  he  is  never  without  Patent  fnorv. 

Wild.  Patent  fnow,  what  doth  that  projed  hold  ? 

jolly.  Yes,  faith,  and  now  there  is  aCommiffion  appointed 
for  Toaftsagainft  the  next  Winter. 

Wild. , 
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Wild.  Marry,  they  are  wife,  and  fore-faw  the  Parliament,  and 
were  refolv  d their  Monopolies  fhould  be  no  grievance  to  the 
People. 

Capt.  Farewell,  you  will  be  fure  to  meet. 

0 nines.  Yes,  yes.  [ Exeunt  omnes . 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Wanton  and  her  Maid,  with  her  lap  full  of  things. 

Want.  TTId  them  ply  him  clofe  and  flatter  him,and  rail  upon  the 
_Dold  Lady  and  the  Captain  } and,  do  you  hear,  give  him 
(ome  hints  to  begin  the  dory  of  his  life  ; do  it  handfomely,  and 
you  (hall  fee  how  the  Sack  will  clip  his  tongue. 

Maid.  I warrant  you.  I’ll  fit  him. 

Want.  When  he  is  in  hisdifcourfe  , leave  him  and  come  down 
into  the  Parlour,  and  deal  away  his  box  with  the  falfe  Rings  that 
(lands  by  his  bed-fide  } I have  all  his  little  Plate  here  already. 
Maid . Make  you  hade.  I’ll  warrant  you  111  drefs  him.  [Exeunt. 

A C T.  1 1 1.  S C E N.  I V. 

Enter  the  Captain  with  a Letter  in  his  hand0  and  his  Boy 
to  him  with  a Can  die , his  going  to  write  the 
fuperfcription. 

Loy.ff^  I R,  the  Lady  Love-all  pafled  by  even  now. 

O Capt.  The  Lady  Love-all?  which  way  went  the. 

Boy.  To  the  rich  Lady  the  Widow,  where  your  Worfhip  dined. 
Capt.  ’Tis  no  mattery  here,  carry  this  Letter,  and  bring  an  an- 
fwer  to  the  Devil  quickly } and  tell  her  well  day  there  till  the 
time  be  fit  for  the  defign.  [ Exeunt . 

A C T.  1 1 1.  S C E N.  V. 

Enter  Carelefs,  Wild,  and  a Drawer,  at  the  Devil. 

Carelefs.^fAck a3  How  goes  the  world?  Bring  us  fome  bottles  of 
J the  bed  Wine. 

Drawer.  You  (hall.  Sir}  your  Worfhip  is  welcome  into 
England. 

Car  el.  Why  look  you,  who  (ayes  a Drawer  can  fay  nothing,  but 
anan,  anan,  Sir  ? fcore  a quart  of  Sack  in  the  half-moon. 

Draw.  Your  Worfhip  is  merry } but  111  fetch  you  that,  Sir,  fhal- 
fpeak  Greek,  and  make  your  Worfhip  prophecy,  you  drank  none 
fuch  in  your  journey. 

Gives  him  an  Wild.  Do  it  then,  and  make  a hole  in  this  Angell  thou  maid 
Apgel.  creep  through  } who  is’t  that  peepes,  a Fidler  ? Bring  him  by  the 
Ears.  [Enter  the  T ay  lor  that  pipes. 

Taylor.  A Taylor,  an ’t  like  your  Worfhip. 
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Caret.  A Taylor?  haft  thou  a ftout  Faith  ? 

Taylor.  I have  had  , ant  like  your  Worftiip  5 But  now  lam  in 

defpair.  s 

Carl.  Why  then  thou  art  damn’d } go,  go  home,  and  throw 
thy  felf  into  thine  own  Hell,  it  is  the  next  way  to  the  other. 

Taylor.  I hope  your  Worftiip  is  not  difpleas’d. 

Caret.  What  doft  do  here?  a Taylor  without  faith,  dos’tcome 
to  take  meafiire  of  ours  ? 

Taylor.  No,  I come  to  (peak  with  one  Mafter  Jolly,  a Courtier, 
a very  fine  fpoken  Gentleman  , and  a juft  Compter,  but  one  of 
the  worft  pay-mafters  in  the  world. 

Wild.  As  thou  lov’ft  me,  let’s  keep  him  here  till  he  comes,  and  AJide. 
make  him  valiant  with  Sack  that  he  may  urge  him  till  he  beates 
him  $ we  (hall  have  the  fport,  and  be  reveng’d  upon  the  Rogue 
for  dunning  a Genleman  in  a Tavern. 

Caret.  I’ll  charge  him  : Here  drink,  poor  fellow,  and  ftay  in  the 
next  room  till  he  comes. 

Taylor  \ thank  your  Worftiip, but  I am  fafting^and  if  it  pleafe  your 
Worftiip  to  call  for  a dozen  of  Manchets  that  I may  eat  a cruft  firft, 
then  I’ll  make  bold  with  a glafs  of  your  Sack. 

Wild.  Here,  here,  drink  in  the  mean  time,  fetch  him  fome 
bread.  . j 

Taylor.  Will  your  Worftiip  have  me  drink  all  this  veflel  of  Sack? 

Caret.  Yes,  yes,  off  with’t,  ’twill  do  you  no  harm.  The  Taylor 

Wild.  Why  do  you  not  take  fome  Order  with  that  Jolly  to  drinks. 
make  him  pay  thee  ? 

Taylor.  I have  petition’d  him  often,  but  can  do  no  good. 

Caret.  A pox  upon  him,petition  him,  his  heart  is  hardned  to  ill, 
threaten  to  arreft  him  5 nothing  but  Serjeant  can  touch  his  Con- 
fidence. • - ' , • . .<;■/ 

Taylor.  Truly,  Gentlemen,  I have  reafion  to  be  angry,  for  he  j0jiy  /peak's 
ufies  me  ill , when  I afk  him  for  my  money.  within. 

Jolly.  Where  is  Mafter  VVild , and  Mafter  Carelefs  d 

Taylor.  • I hear  his  voice. 

Jolly.  Let  the  Coach  ftay.  How  now,  who  would  he  fipeak 
with  ? [ Enter  Jolly. 

Wild.  Do  not  you  know  ? 

Jolly.  Yes,  and  be  you  Judge  if  the  Rogue  does  not  fiuffer  defier- 
vedly  ^ I have  bid  him  any  time  this  twelve  moneth  but  fiend  his 
wife,  and  I’ll  pay  her,and  the  Rogue  replyes,  no  body  (hall  lie  with 
his  wife  but  himfelf. 

Caret.  Nay,  if  you  be  fiuch  a one. 

Taylor.  No  more  they  {hall  not,  I am  but  a poor  man. 

Jolly.  By  this  hand,  he’s  drunk. 

Taylor.  Nay  then,I  arreft  you  in  mine  own  Name  at  his  Majefties 
Suit. 

Wild.  As  Ilive,  thou  (halt  not  beat  him. 

Jolly.  Beat  him  ? I’ll  kifis  him.  I’ll’ pay  him, and  carry  him  about 
with  me,  and  be  at  the  charge  of  Sack  to  keep  him  in  the  humour.  jje  % ^ 

Taylor . Help,  reficue.  I’ll  have  his  body?  no  Bayle  fhall  ferve.  qmrt 

p Enter 
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Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  yonder  is  a Gentleman  would  fpeak  with  you  3 I do 
not  like  his  followers. 

j ]oll.  What  are  they.  Bailiffs? 

Drawer . Little  better. 

Joll.  Send  him  up  alone,  and  {land  you  ready  at  the  Stairs  feet. 

Card.  How  can  that  be  ? 

jf oil.  It  is  the  Scrivener  at  the  Corner,  pick  a Quarrel  with  him 
for  coming  into  our  Company  3 the  Drawers  will  be  armed  be- 
hind them,  and  we  will  fo  rout  the  Rafcals 3 take  your  fwords,  and 
let  him  fleep. 

Caret.  What  Scrivener  ? 

j \oll.  Cropp  the  Brownift,he  that  the  Ballad  was  made  on. 

Caret.  What  Ballad  ? 

Joll.  Have  not  you  heard  of  the  Scriveners  Wife  that  brought 
the  Black-moore  from  the  holy  Land,  and  made  him  a Brownift  3 
and  in  pure  charity  lay  with  him,  and  was  deliver’d  of  a Mag-Pie  3 
a pied  Prophet  3 which  when  the  eleft  faw,  they  propheffd,  if  it 
liv’d,  ’twould  prove  a great  enemy  to  their  Sed  3 for  the  Mid-wife 
cri’dout,  ’twas  born  a Bilhop,  with  Tippet  and  white-fleeves  3 at  * 
which  the  zealous  Mother  cri’d,  Down  with  the  Idoll  3 fo  the  Mid- 
wife and  (he  in  pure  devotion  kill’d  it. 

Wild.  Kill’d  it  ? what  became  of  them  ? 

Joll.  Why,  they  were  taken  and  condemn’d,  and  (uffer’d  under 
a Catholick  Sheriff,that  afflided  them  with  the  Letany  all  the  way 
from  New-gate  to  the  Gallows,  which  in  Rog’ry  he  made  to  be  fet 
up  Altar-wife  too,  and  hang’d  them  without  a Pfalm. 

Wild.  But  how  took  they  that  breach  of  Priviledge  ? 

Joll.  I know  not , Gregory  turn’d  them  off,  and  fo  they  de- 
fended, and  became  Brown-martyrs. 

Wild.  And  is  the  husband  at  door  now  ? 

Joll.  Yes,  yes,  but  he’s  married  again  to  a riel:  Widow  at  Wap- 
ping,  a Wench  of  another  temper,  one  that  you  cannot  pleafe  bet- 
ter then  by  abufing  him  3 I always  pick  quarrels  with  him,  that  (he 
may  reconcile  us,  the  peace  is  always  worth  a dinner,  at  leafr. 

Hark,  I hear  him. Save  you  Mr.  Cropp,  you  are  come  in  the 

nick  to  pledge  a health. 

Crop.  No,  Sir,  I have  other  bufinefs,  (hall  I be  paid  my  money, 
or  no  ? 

Jolly  drink/ . J°B*  Yes.^ 

Crop.  Sir  ? 

Joll.  You  asked  whether  you  fhould  be  paid  your  money, or  no, 
and  I (aid,  Yes. 

Crop.  Pray,  Sir,  be  plain. 

Caret.  And  be  you  fo.  Sir  3 how  durft  you  come  into  this  Room, 
and  company,  without  leave  ? 

Crop.  Sir,  I have  comeinto  good  Lords  company,  er’e  now. 

Card.  It  may  be  (b,  but  you  (halt  either  fall  upon  your  knees, 
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and  pledge  this  health.,  or  you  come  no  more  into  Lords  compa- 
nies, no,  By  thefe  hilts. 

Crop.  Tis  Idolatry  j Do,  martyr  me,  I will  not  kneel,  nor  joyn  They  tug  bid 
in  (in  with  the  wicked.  and  mak^ 

Joll.  Either  kneel,  or  I’ll  tear  thy  Cloak,  *which  by  the  age  and  him  ^neel’ 
looks,  may  be  that  which  was  writ  for  in  the  time  of  the  Primitive 
Church. 

Crop.  Pay  me,  and  I’ll  wear  a better  5 it  would  be  honeftlier 
done,  then  to  abufe  this,  and  prophane  the  Text  5 a Text  that 
(hews  your  Bifhops  in  thofe  days  wore  no  Lawn-lleeves } and  you 
may  be  afham’d  to  protect  him  that  will  not  pay  his  debts  5 The 
cries  of  the  Widow  will  come  againlf  you  for  it. 

J oil.  Remember,  Sirrah,  the  dinners  and  fuppers,  fat  Venifon 
and  good  words,  I was  fain  to  give  you,  Chriftning  your  Children 
ftill,  by  the  way  of  Brokadge  5 count  that  charge,  and  how  often 
I have  kept  you  from  fining  for  Sheriff,  and  thou  art  in  my  debt , 
then  I am  damn’d  for  fpeaking  well  of  thee  lo  often  againft  my 
confidence,  which  you  never  confider. 

Crop.  I am  an  honelfi  man.  Sir. 

JoU.  Then  ufheringyour  wife,  and  Miftrefs  Vgly  her  daughter, 
to  Plays  and  Mafques  at  Court  5 you  think  thefe  courtefies  defer ve 
nothing  in  the  hundred  } ’tis  true,  they  made  room  for  themfelves 
with  their  dagger  Elbows  5 and  when  Spider  your  daughter  laid 
about  her  with  her  breath,  the  Devil  would  not  have  fat  neer  her. 

Crop.  You  did  not  borrow  my  money  with  this  language. 

Jo//.  No,  Sirrah  $ then  I was  fain  to  flatter  you,  and  endure  the 
familiarity  of  your  family,  and  hear  (nay  fain  fometimes  to  joyn  in) 
the  lying  praifesofthe  holy  Sifter  that  expir’d  at  Tyburn. 

Crop.  Do,  abufe  her,  and  be  curff } ’tis  well  known  fhe  dy’d  a He  offers  to 
martyr  5 and  her  blood  will  be  upon  fome  of  you,  ’tis  her  Orphans  go , and  Jolly 
money  I require  } and  this  is  the  laffc  time  I’ll  ask  it.  I’ll  find  a way  flays  b'm. 
to  get  it. 

Joll.  Ar’tferious?  By  that  light.  I’ll  con  fen  t,  and  take  it  for  an 
infinite  Obligation  if  thou  wilt  teach  the  reft  of  my  Creditors  that 
trick}’ twill  fave  me  a world  oflabour}For,hang  me  if  I know  how 
to  do’t. 

Crop.  Well,  Sir,  fince  I fee  your  refolution,  I fhall  make  it  my 
bufinefs. 

Caret.  Prithee,  let’s  be  rid  of  this  fool. 

Crop.  Fool  ? let  him  pay  the  fool  his  money,  and  he’l  be  gone. 

Joll.  No,  Sir,  not  a farthing , ’twas  my  bufinefs  to  borrow  it, 
and  it  fhall  be  yours  to  get  it  in  again  } nay,  By  this  hand.  I’ll  be 
feafted  too,  and  have  good  words } nay,  thou  fhalt  lend  me  more 
er’e  thou  get’ft  this  again. 

CJT  J11  laX  “J  Aa>on  upon  you.  n ^ 

you.  X our  Action  you  Rogue,  lay  two.  him  and 

Caret.  Lay  three  for  Battery } What  have  we  here  ? a fhe  Credi-  tbrufibim 
tor  too  } who  would  file  fpeak  with  } out  the  room 
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Enter  Faithful,  Wild  and  Carelefs  return  and  Meet  her. 

Wild.  She  looks  as  if  fhe  had  trufted  in  her  time. 

Caret.  Would  you  {peak  with  any  here,  old  Gentlewoman  ? 

Faithf.  My  bufinefs  is  to  Mr.  Jolty . 

Caret.  From  your  felf,  or  are  you  but  a MefTenger  ? 

Faithf.  My  bufinefs,  Sir,  is  from  a Lady. 

Caret.  From  a Lady  ? from  what  Lady,  pray  ? Why  fb  coy  ? 

Faithf.  From  a Lady  in  the  Town. 

Caret.  Hoh  ! hoh!  from  a Lady  in  the  Town.}  Is  it  poflible  I 
fhould  have  gueft  you  came  from  a Lady  in  the  Suburbs,  or  fome 
Country-madam,  by  your  riding  face  ? [ Enter  Jolly  again. 

Jolt.  I think  we  have  routed  the  Rafcals.  Faithful?  what 
makes  thy  gravity  in  a Tavern  ? 

Faithf.  Sport 0 it  feems,for  your  faucy  companions. 

Jolt.  Ho,  ho,  Mull,  ho  } No  Fury,  Faithful. 

Faithf.  Tis  well.  Sir  } my  Lady  prefents  her  fervice  to  you,  and 
hath  fent  you  a Letter,  there’s  my  bufinefs. 

Caret.  Prithee,  who  is  her  Lady  ? 

Jolt.  The  Lady  Love-all. 

Caret.  Oh,  oh,  do’s  fhe  ferve  that  old  Lady  ? God  help  her. 

Faithf.  God  help  her  : Pray  for  your  felf.  Sir,  my  Lady  fcorns 
your  prayers. 

Joll.  Faithful , come  hither.  Prithee  is  thy  Lady  drunk  ? 

Faithf.  Drunk,  Sir  ? 

Joll.  I,  drunk,  or  mad,  fhe’d  never  writ  this  elfe } fhe  requires 
me,  here,  to  fend  back  by  you  the  Pearl  fhe  gave  me  this  morning , 
which  fure  fhe’d  never  do  if  fhe  were  fbber } for  you  know,  I earn’d 
them  hard. 

Faithf.  I know  ? What  do  I know  ? you  will  not  defame  my 
Lady,  will  you  ? 

Caret.  By  no  means,  this  is  by  way  of  counfel } fie,  give  a thing, 
and  take  a thing}  if  he  did  not  perform,  he  fhall  come  at  night,  and 
pay  his  feores. 

Faithf.  ’Tis  well,  Sir}  is  this  your  return  for  my  Ladies  Favours? 
(hall  I have  the  Pearl,  Sir  ? 

Joll.  No  } and  tell  her  ’tis  the  opinion  of  us  all,  he  that  opens  her 
(finking  Oyfler  is  worthy  of  the  Pearl. 

Faithf.  You  are  a foul-mouth’d  fellow.  Sirrah}  and  I fhall  live  to 
fee  you  load  a Gallows,  when  my  Lady  fhall  find  the  way  to  her 
own  again. 

Joll.  If  flic  mifs,  there  are  divers  can  direct  her,  you  know } 
adieu,  Faithful , do  you  hear  ? fteal  privately  down  by  the  back- 
door, left  fome  knavifh  Boy  fpie  thee,  and  call  thine  age.  Baud. 

[ Exit  Faithful. 

Carel.  Prithee,  who  is  this  thing  ? 

Joll.  Tis  my  Ladies  Waiting- woman,  her  Baud,  her  fhe  Confefi- 
for,  her  felf  at  fecond  hand  } her  beginning  was  fimple  and  below 
(fairs,  till  her  Lady  finding  her  to  be  a likely  promifing  Baud } fe- 
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cretas  the  Key  at  her  Girdle,  obedient  as  her  thoughts,  thofe  yer- 
tues  rais’d  her  from  the  flat  Peti-coat,  and  Kercher,  to  the  Gorget 
and  Bum-roll  $ and  I remember  ’twas  good  5 fport  at  hr  ft,  to  fee  the 
Wench  perplext  with  her  Metamorphofis:,  fhe  ft  nee  has  been  in  fove 
with  all  the  Family,  and  now  fighs.after  the  Lgvite  5 and  if  he  for- 
fike  her  too,  I prophefie,  a Waiting-womans  curie  will  fall  upon 
her,to  dye  old,  defpis’d,  poor,  and  out  of  fafhion.  [Enter  Capt*. 

Capt.  Why  do  you  not  hang  out  a painted  cloath  ? and  take  two 
pence  a piece,  and  let  in  all  the  tame  fools  at  door,  thofe  fons  of 
wonder  that  now  gape,  and  think  you  mad. 

Caret.  ’Tis  no  matter  what  they  think,  madnefs  is  proper  here ; 
are  not  Taverns  Bacchus  his  Temples,  the  place  of  madnefs,  Do’s 
not  thefign  of  madnefs  hang  out  at  the  door  ? 

Jolt.  While  we  within  poffefsour  joys  and  cups,  as  full  of  plea- 
fure  as  weeping  Niobe’s  afflicted  eyes  were  fwell’d  with  grief  and 
tears  ^ Blefiing  on  the  caufe  that  made  our  joys  thus  compleat  5 for 
fee  E tutus  in  our  Pockets,  Mars  by  our  (ides,  Bacchus  in  our  head, 
felf-love  in  our  hearts,  and  change  of  Virgins  in  our  Arms,  Beau- 
ties whofe  eyes  and  hearts  fpeak  love  and  welcome  ■,  No  rigid 
thinkers,  no  niggard  beauties  that  malicioufly  rake  up  their  fire  in 
green  ficknefsto  preferve  alpark  that  fhall  flame  only  infomedull 
day  of  Marriage  , let  fuch  (wear  and  forfwear,  till  (of  the  whole 
Parifh)they  love  each  other  leaft,whifft  we  wifely  fet  out  our  cob- 
webs in  the  moft  perfpicuous  places  to  catch  thefe  foolifh  flies. 

Caret.  He’s  in  the  right  j do’ft  think  we  retreated  hither  to  beat 
a bargain  for  a fcore  of  Sheep,  or  difpute  the  legality  of  Votes, 
and  weigh  the  power  of  Prerogative  and  Parliament,  and  club  for 
concluding  Sack,  or  read  the  Fathers  here,  till  we  grow  coftive, 
like  thofe  that  have  worn  their  fufFering  Elbows  bare,  to  find  a 
knowledge  to  perplex’em?  A pox  on  fuch  brain-breaking  thoughts, 
avoid  them,and  take  with  me  into  thy  hand  a glafs  of  eternal  Sack, 
and  prophefie  the  reftauration  of  fenfes,  and  the  fall  of  a Lover 
from  grace,  which  our  dear  friend,  Mr.  "jolly , will  prove  to  whom 
the  Lady  Love-all  (by  Faithful  lately  departed)  fent  for  the  Pearl 
you  wot  of. 

Capt.  But,  I hope,  he  had  the  grace  to  keep  them. 

Jolt.  No,  no  j Line  a fool,  I. 

Capt.  Was  not  my  Boy  here  ? 

Jolt.  No,  we  faw  him  not. 

Capt.  A pox  of  the  Rogue,  he’s  grown  fo  lafie. 

Wild.  Your  Boy  is  come  in  juft  now,  and  call’d  for  the  key  of 
the  back-door,  there’s  women  with  him. 

Capt.  Oh ! that’s  well,  ’tis  Wanton  I fent  for  her,  to  laugh  over 
the  ftory  of  the  old  Lady  and  her  Pearl  ^ where  have  you  been  all 
this  while.  Sirrah  ? [Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  I could  overtake  the  Coach,  Sir,  no  fooner. 

Capt.  The  Coach  ? what  Coach  ? 

Boy.  The  Lady  Love-alls. 

Capt.  The  Lady  Love-alls  .<*  why  what  had  you  to  do  with  her 
Coach? 

Boy . 


1 18  The  Tarfons  Wedding. 

Boy.  I wcttt  to  give  her  the  Letter  your  worfhip  fent  her. 

Capt.  The  Letter  ? what  Letter  ? 

Boy.  That  your  worfhip  gave  me. 

Capt.  That  I writ,  at  Neds  houfe,  to  Wanton  <? 

Boy.  The  Letter  you  gave  me,  Sir}  was  dire&ed  to  the  Lady 
Love-all , and  fheftorm’dlike  amad-womanat  the  reading  of  it. 

Caret.  Why,  thou  wilt  not  beat  the  Boy  for  thy  own  fault  > 
What  Letter  was  it  ? 

Capt.  ;T was  enough,  only  a relation  of  the  Pearl,  wherein  fhe 
finds  herfelf  fufficiently  abus’d  to  Wanton. 

Jolt.  Now,  Gentlemen,  you  have  two  to  laugh  at. 

Capt.  A pox  of  fooling,  let’s  refolve  what  to  do,  there’s  no  deny- 
ing, for  fhe  has  all  the  particulars  under  my  hand. 

Boy.  You  muft  refolve  of  fomething, for  (he’s  coming,  and  flay’d 
only  till  the  back-door  was  open’d. 

Capt.  How  did  fhe  know  I was  here  ? 

Boy.  Your  worfhip  bad  me  tell  her,  you  would  llay  here  for 
her. 

Caret.  How  came  this  miftake  ? 

Capt.  Why,  the  Devil  ought  us  a fhame  it  feems.  You  know 
I went  home  to  give  Wanton  an  accompt  how  we  advanc’d  in  our 
defign  } and  when  I was  writing  the  fuperfcription,  I remember  the 
Boy  came  in  and  told  me  the  Lady  Love-all  pafs’d  by. 

Joll.  And  lb,  it  feems,  you  in  pure  miftake  dire&ed  your  Letter 
to  her. 

Car  el.  Well,  refolve  what  you’l  do  with  her,  when  fhe  comes. 

Capt.  Faith,  bear  it  like  men,  ’tis  but  an  old  Lady  loft  5 lets  re- 
folve to  defie  her,  we  are  lure  of  our  Pearly  but  left  we  prolong  the 
war,  take  the  firft  occafion  you  can  all  to  avoid  the  room  , when 
fhe’s  alone.  I’ll  try  whether  fhe’l  liften  to  a compofition. 

tfoll.  Have  you  no  friends  in  the  clofe  Committee  ^ 

Capt.  Yes,  yes,  I am  an  Ejfex  man. 

Card.  Then  get  fome  of  them  to  move,  it  may  be  voted  no 
Letter. 

foil.  1, 1 5 and  after  ’tis  voted  no  Letter,then  vote  it  falle,  fcan- 
dalous  and  illegal,  and  that  is  in  it  5 they  have  a prefident  for  it  in 
the  Danifh  packet,  which  they  took  from  a foolifh  fellow,  who  pre- 
fuming upon  the  Law  of  Nations,  came  upon  an  Embafiie  to  the 
King  without  an  Order,  or  Pafs  from  both  houfes. 

Capt.  Heark,  I hear  her  coming.  [_ Enter  Love-all  and  Faithf. 

Love.  Sir,  I received  a Letter,  but  by  what  accident  I know 
not  5 for  I believe  it  was  not  intended  me, though  the  contents  con- 
cern me. 

Capt.  Madam,  ’tis  too  late  to  deny  it  } is  it  peace  or  war  you 
bring  ? without  difpute,  if  war,  I hang  out  my  defiance  5 if  peace,  I 
yield  my  weapon  into  your  hands. 

Love.  Are  you  all  unworthy  } your  whole  fex  falfhood  ? is  it 
not  poffible  to  oblige  a man  to  be  loyal } this  is  fuch  a treachery 
no  age  can  match  $ apply  your  felf  with  youth  and  wit  to  gain  a 
Ladies  love  and  friendfhip  only  to  betray  it  ? was  it  not  enough 

you 
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you  commanded  my  fortune,  but  you  muft  wrack  my  honour  too, 
and  inftead  of  being  grateful  for  that  charity  which  ftill  affifted 
your  wants,  Strive  to  pay  men  with  injuries,  and  attempt  to  make 
the  world  believe  I pay  to  lofe  my  fame  } and  then  make  me  the  He  fmilei. 
fcorn’d  fubjett  of  your  Whores  mirth  y Bafe  and  unworthy  , do 
you  fmile,  falfe  one  ? I fhall  find  a time  for  you  too,and  my  venge- 
ance fhall  find  you  all. 

Faithf.  Yea,  Sir  } and  you  that  had  fuch  a ready  wit  to  proclaim 
my  Lady,  Whore  and  me  Baud,  I hope  to  fee  you  load  a Gallows 
for  it. 

Capt.  Once  again,  is  it  peace  or  war  ? 

Love.  Peace  ? I’ll  have  thy  blood  firft,  Dog  } where’s  my  Pearl  ? ^ r , 

You  ought  to  right  me.  Sir,  in  this  particular } it  was  to  you  I wild. 

fent  them. 

Wild.  Madam,  I fent  not  for  them. 

Capt.  No  more  words  } I have  them,  I earn’d  them,  and  you 
paid  them. 

Faithf.  You  are  a foul-mouth’d  fellow.  Sirrah. 

Love.  Peace,  Wench,  I fcorn  their  flander,  it  cannot  fhake  my 
honour  } ’tis  too  weighty  and  too  fixt  for  their  calumny. 

foil.  I’ll  be  fworn  for  my  part  on’t,  I think  it  is  a great  honour  } 

I am  fure  I had  as  much  as  I could  carry  away  in  ten  nights,  and  yet 
there  was  no  mils  on't. 

Capt.  You  ? I think  fo  } there’s  no  mark  of  my  work,  you  fee, 
and  yet  I came  after  thee,  and  brought  away  loads  would  have 
funk  a Sedan-man. 

Wild.  By  this  relation  {he  fhould  be  a woman  of  a great  fame. 

Carel.  Let  that  consideration,  with  her  condition,  and  her  age, 
move  forrie  reverence,  at  leaft  to  what  fhe  was}  Madam,  I am  forry 
I cannot  ferve  you  in  this  particular.  [ Exe . Joll.  and  Carel. 

Love.  I fee  all  your  mean  bafenefs,  purfue  your  fcorn  } Come, 
let’s  go.  Wench,  I fhall  findfome  to  right  my  fame  } and  though  I 
have  loft  my  opinion,  I have  gain’d  a knowledge  how  to  diftin- 
guifh  of  Love  hereafter}and  I fhall  fcorn  you  and  all  your  Sex,that 
have  not  Soul  enough  to  value  a noble  Friendship. 

Wild.  Pray,  Madam,  let  me  fpeak  with  you. 

Capt.  We’ll  have  no  whifpering}  I faid  it,  and  I’ll  maintain  it 
with  my  fword.  [Enter  Drawer. 

Drawer.  Sir,  there’s  one  without  would  fpeak  with  you  ? 

Capt.  With  me  ? 

Drawer.  No,  Sir,  with  Mafter  Wild. 

Wild.  Madam,  I’ll  wait  upon  you  prefently.  [Ex#  Wild. 

Capt.  Madam,  I know  my  Company  is  difpleafing  to  you, 
therefore  I’ll  take  my  leave  , ' Drawer , {hew  me  another 
Room  ? [ Exit  Captain.  Capt. 

Love-all.  Oh  Faithfully  Faithfully  I am  moft  miferably  abus’d,, 
and  can  find  no  way  tp  my  Revenge. 

Faithf.  Madam,  I’ll  give  them  Rats-bane,  and  fpeedily  too,  ere  ot^er}  t\Hn  ye 
they  can  tell  } for  that  Rafcall  the  Captain  has  a Tongue  elfe,  will tyes  ’out. 
proclaim  you,  and  undoe  your  Fame  for  ever. 
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Love-aU.  1,1,  my  Fame,  my  ¥ aithfull  3 and  if  it  were  not 
for  mine  Honour,  (which  I have  kept  unftained  to  this  minute)  I 
would  not  care. 

Faithf.  This  it  is  3 you  will  fHU  let  your  affettion  upon  every 
young  thing  3 I could  but  tell  you  on’t. 

Love-all.  Who  could  have  fufpe&ed  they  would  have  been  fb 

falfe  in  their  Loves  to  me  that  have  been  fo  faithfull  to  them.  — 

Honeft  Friend,  where  is  Mafter  Wild  ? [ Enter  Drawer. 

Drawer.  The  other  Gentlemen  carried  him  away  with  them  ? 

Love-all.  Are  they  all  gone  then  > 

Drawer.  Yes,  by  this  hand  3 Thefe  Gentlemen  are  quickly  la- 
tisfi’d  3 what  an  ugly  Whore  they  have  got ! how  (he  ftates  it ! 

Love-all.  Come,  let’s  go  Wench. 

Drawer.  Miftrefs,  who  payes  the  reckoning  ? 

Love-all.  What  faies  he  ? 

Faithf.  He  afkes  me,  who  payes  the  reckoning  ? 

Love-all.  Who  payes  the  reckoning  ? why,  what  have  we  to  do 
with  the  reckoning  ? 

Drawer.  Shut  the  door,  Dick^0  we’ll  have  the  reckoning  before 
you  go. 

Faithf.  Why,  good-man  fawce-box,  you  will  not  make  my  La- 
dy pay  for  their  reckoning,  will  you  ? 

Drawer.  My  Lady?  a pox  of  her  Tide,  fhe’d  need  oflomething 
to  make  her  pals. 

Faithf.  What  do  you  fay.  Sirrah  ? 

Drawer.  I fay,  the  Gentlemen  paid  well  for  their  Iport 3 and  I 
know  no  reafon  why  we  Ihould  lofe  our  reckoning. 

Love-all.  What  do  you  take  me  for,  my  Friend  ? 

Drawer.  In  troth,  I take  you  for  nothing  3 but  I would  be  loath 
to  take  you  for  that  ufe  I think  they  made  Ihift  with  you  for. 

Faith.  Madam,  this  is  that  Ralcally  Captains  plot. 

Love-all.  Patience,  Patience , oh  for  a bite  at  the  flaves  heart. 
Friend,  miftake  me  not,  my  name  is  Love-all , a Lady  y fend  one 
along  with  me  and  you  fhall  have  your  money. 

Drawer.  You  muft  pardon  me,Madam,I  am  but  a Servantjifyou 
be  a Lady  pray  fit  in  an  Inner  Room,  and  fend  home  your  Woman 
for  the  money  3 The  fum  is  fix  pounds,  and  be  pleafed  to  remem- 
ber the  Waiters. 

Love-all.  Go  Faithfully  go  fetch  the  money  3 Oh  Revenge,  Re- 
venge : (hall  I lofe  myHonour,and  have  no  Revenge.  [Exeunt  omn. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Wanton,  Captain,  Carelefs  ^WWild. 

• J o.  t . • -r  4,->  _ 4 

Want.'V^fi all  that  a longing  Bride  hopes  for,  which  I am  not,  I 
Dam  better  pleas’d  with  this  Revenge  then  mine  own  plot, 
which  tafes  as  I could  \yift13I  have  fo  anointed  my  high  Priefts  with 
Stack,  that  he  would  have  confuted  Baals  Prieft  > and  now  he  do’s 

fo 


The  Parfons  Wedding.  1 2 1 

fo  (lumber  in  his  Ale,  and  calls  to  bed  already,  fweares  the  Sun  is 
fet. 

Capt.  Faith,  Wench,  herabufingof  me  made  me  leave  her  for 
the  Reckoning. 

Caret.  Yes,  faith,  they  have  treated  her  upfey  Whore  lain  with 
her,  told,  and  then  pawn’d  her. 

Want.  Yes,  yes,  you  are  fine  things , I wonder  Women,  can  en- 
dure you  } for  me,  I expeft  you  worfe,  and  am  arm’d  for’t. 

Wild.  Faith  let’s  fend  and  releafe  her  , the  jeft  is  gone  far 
enough  5 as  I live,  I pity  her. 

Want.  Pity  her  ? hang  her,  and  rid  the  Country  of  her,  fhe  is  a 
thing  wearesout  her  limbs  as  faft  as  her  cloathes,  one  that  never 
goes  to  bed  at  all,  nor  fleepes  in  a whole  fkin,but  is  taken  to  pieces 
like  a Motion,  as  if  (he  were  too  long  5 (he  (hould  be  hang’d  for 
offring  to  be  a Whore. 

Capt.  As  I live,  (he  is  in  the  right  5 I peep’d  once  to  fee  what 
fhe  did  before  fhe  went  to  bed } By  this  light,  her  Maids  were  dif- 
fering her  5 and  when  they  had  done, they  brought  fome  of  her  to 
bed  , and  the  reft  they  either  pin’d  or  hung  up,  and  fo  (he  lay  dil- 
membred  till  Morning  5 in  which  time,  her  Chamber  was  ftrew’d 
all  over,  like  an  Anatomy  School. 

Want.  And  when  (he  travels  any  where  fhe  is  tranfported  with 
as  great  a care,  and  fear  offpoiling,as  a Juglers  Motion,when  he  re- 
moves from  Faire  to  Faire. 

Caret.  She  is  a right  broken  Gamefter,  who,  though  (he  lacks 
wherewithal!  to  play,  yet  loves  to  be  looking  on. 

Enter  Wantons  Maid. 


Baud.  He  is  awake , and  calls  for  you  impatiently,  he  wTould 
fain  be  in  Bed,  the  Company  is  all  gone. 

Want.  Are  you  inftrufted  ? 

Baud.  Let  me  alone,  I’ll  warrant  you  for  my  part. 

Want.  Farewell  then  , you  are  all  ready } who  playesMafter 
Conftable? 

Capt.  I,  1 5 and  Ned  Jolly  the  fumner. 

Want.  Farewell,  farewell  then. 

Exit  Wanton  and  Baud. 


Wild.  It  is  a delicate  wench. 

Caret.  She  has  excellent  flefh,  and  a fine  face,  by  this  light,  w e They  rvhifper 
mu  ft  depofe  the  Captain  from  his  reign  here. 

Wild.  I like  herfhrewdly^  I hate  a wench  that  is  all  Whore 
and  no  Company  $ This  is  a Comedy  all  day,  and  a Faire  at  night. 

Caret.  I hope  to  exalt  the  Parions  horn  here. 

Capt.  And  what  think  you  ? is  it  not  a (weet  fin,  this  lying  with 
another  mans  Wife?  w 

Want.  Is  Jolly  come 

Capt • 


CL 
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Capt.  No,  but  hell  be  here  inftantly. 

Wild.  Is  he  a bed  ? 

Want.  Yes  3 yes,  and  he  fleepes  as  if  he  had  been  put  to  bed 
by  his  Sexton,  with  duft  to  duft,  and  aihes  to  afhes. 

Capt.  And  well  wake  him  with  that  fhall  be  as  terrible  to  him 
as  the  latter  day. 

Want.  Let  him  deep  a while  that  he  may  be  frefh,  elfe  the  Jeft 
is  fpoil’d  5 for  it  is  his  fenfe  of  his  difgrace  muft  work  my  Ends. 
Wild.  I’ll  go  home  then , and  get  fupper  ready,  and  expeft 

you.  . [Enter  Jolly. 

Capt.  Do,  Our  Scene  lies  here  5 Who’s  there,  J oily  .<? 

Joll.  Yes. 

Capt . Are  you  fitted  ? 

J Joll.  Yes,  I have  got  the  Blacbcfryers  Mufick  5 I was  fain  to  ftay 
till  the  laft  Aft } and  who  do  you  think  I faw  there  ? 

Wild.  I know  not. 

Joll.  Guefs. 

Wild:  Prithee,  I cannot  guefs. 

Toll.  Your  Aunt  and  Miftrifs  Tleafa?2t , and  trufty  Secret. 

Wild.  What  man  ? 

* Joll.  The  Lovers  onely,  fb  clofe  in  a Box ! 

Capt.  It  will  be  a match,and  there’s  an  End  5 prithee  let  them  go 
to’t  } what  is’t  to  Us,let’s  mind  our  bufines  now,and  think  on  them  • 
hereafter.' 

Want.  A pox  upon  them  for  a couple  of  St^uk-hounds.}  have 
they  killed  at  laft  ? Why, this  is  Fools  fortune  5 it  would  be  long 
enough  ere  one  that  has  wit  got  fuch  a wife. 

Capt.  No  more  of  this  now } have  you  borrowed  the  watchmens 
Coats?  * 4 ■' 

Joll.  Yes,  and  Bills,  Beards,  and  Conftables  ftaff,  and  Lanthorn  $ 
and  let  me  alone  to  fit  him,  for  the  Summery  But  when  this  is 
done  I expeft  my  Fee,  a Tythe  Night  at  lead:  } Wanton  , I will  lie 
with  thee  for  thy  Roguery}  what  are  you  dumb,you  will  not  refufe 
me,  I hope  ? 

Want.  Not,  if  I thought  thou  defiredftit}  but  I hate  to  have  it 
defired  indifferently,  and  but  fb  fo  done  neither  when  ’tis  done. 

J oil.  I hope  you  will  not  difgrace  my  work,  will  you  ? 

Want.  Faith, they  fay  thy  pleafure  lies  in  thy  Tongue}  and  there- 
fore. Though  I do  not  give  thee  leave  to  lie  with  me,  yet  I will 
give  thee  as  good  a thing  that  will  pleafe  thee  as  well. 

J oil.  Some  Roguery  I expefted. 

Want.  No  Faith,  lam  ferious } and  becaufe  I will, pleafe  you 
both,  MafferJF/7^  fhall  lie  here,and  you  fhall  have  leave, to  fay  you 
; do,  which  will  pleafe  you  as  well.  . 

j foil.  Faith,and  my.part  is  fome  pleafure,  elfe,  I have  loved , en- 
joyed, and  told,  is  miftook. 

Want.  I, but  never  to  love,  feldpm  enjoy  , and  always  tell? 
Faugh,  it ftinks,  and  ftains  worfe  then  Shoreditpb  durt  s;And  wo- 
men hate  and  dread  men  for’t}  Why,  I that  am  a whore  profefs’d 
- . cannot  fee  you,he  digeft  it,  though  it  bemyProfit  andlptereib  For 
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to  be  a private  whore  in  this  Town  ftarves  in  the  neft  like  young 
Birds  when  the  old  one’s  kil’d. 

Caret . Excellent  Girl,  ’tis  too  true  Jolly } your  tongue  has  kept, 
many  a woman  honeft. 

Want . Faith,  ’tis  a truth,  this  I (hall  fay, you  may  all  better  your 
pleafures  by,  if  you  will  obferve  it  $ I dare  fay  , the  fear  of  telling 
keeps  more  women  honeft  then  Bridewell  Hemp  5 And  were  you 
wife  men, and  true  Lovers  of  liberty,  now  were  the  time  to  bring 
wenching  to  that  perfection  no  age  could  ever  have  hoped  } now 
you  may  fow  fuch  feed  of  pleafure,  you  may  be  prayed  for  here- 
after } Now,  in  this  Age  of  zeal  dnd  Ignorance,  would  I have  you 
four,in  old  cloathes,  and  demure  looks,prefent  a Petition  to  both 
Houfes,  and  fay,  you  are  men  touched  in  Confcience  for  your  fhare 
in  that  wicked nefs  which  is  known  to  their  worships  by  the  plea- 
fure of  Adultery,  and  defire  it  may  be  death,  and  that  a Law  may 
be  pafs’d  to  that  purpole  } How  the  women  will  pray  for  you,  and 
at  their  own  charges  rear  Statu’s  in  memory  of  their  Benefactors  } 
the  young  and  kind  would  then  haunt  your  Chambers,  Pray,  and 
prefent  you,  and  Court  the  Sanguine  youth , for  the  lweet  fin  fe- 
cur’d  by  fuch  a Law  5 None  would  lole  an  Occalion  , nor  chur- 
lifhly  oppofe  kind  Nature,  nor  refufe  to  liften  to  her  fummons, 
when  youth  and.  Pallion  calls  for  thofe  forbidden  fweets  $ when 
fuch  fecurity  as  your  lives  are  at  hake,  who  would  fear  to  truft  } 
with  this  Law  all  Oaths  and  Proteftations  are  cancell’d  } Letters 
and  Bawdes  would  grow  ufelefs  too  } By  inftinct  the  Kind  will  find 
the  Kind}  and  having  one  nature  become  of  one  mind}  Now  we 
lole  an  Age,  to  obferve  and  know  a mans  humour, ere  we  dare  truft 
him } But  get  this  Law,  then  ’tis,  like  and  enjoy}  and  whereas  now, 
with  expence  of  time  and  Fortune, you  may  glean  fome  one  Miftrifs 
amongft  your  neighbours  wives , you  (ball  reap  women  whole 
Armfulls  as  in  the  Common  field  } there  is  one  fmall  Town,  wile 
onely  in  this  Law}  and  I have  heard  them  fay,  that  know  it  well. 
There  has  been  but  one  Execution  this  hundred  years}  yet  the 
fame  party  fearched  feven  years,  and  could  not  find  an  honeft  wo- 
man in  the  Town. 

Car  el.  An  Excellent  Plot,  let  us  about  it } Inke  and  Paper,  dear 
Wanton , we  will  draw  the  Petition  prefently. 

Want.  Will  Mafter  ‘jolly  content  too  ? You  muft  not  then,alToon 
as  a handfome  woman  is  named,  fmile,  and  ftroak  your  Beard,  tell 
him  that  is  next  you , you  have  layen  with  her  } fuch  a lie  is  as 
dangerous  as  a truth,  and  ’twere  but  Juftice  to  have  thee  hang’d 
for  a fin  thou  never  commitedft,  for  having  defam’d  lb  many 
women. 

joll.  If  all  thole  Lyars  were  hang’d,  I believe  the  fcale  would 
weigh  down  the  guilty. 

Want.  One  Rogue  hang’d, for  Example, would  make  a thoufand 
kind  Girls:  If  it  take  it  (hall  be  called  my  Law,  Wanton  s Law } 
Then  we  may  go  in  Pettycoats  again,  for  women  grew  imperious 
and  wore  the  Breeches,only  to  fright  the  poor  cuckolds, Sc  make  the 
Fools  digeft  their  Horns  — Are  you  all  ready,  fhall  I open  the  door  ? 

0.2  ■ Gap. 
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They  kjiocl^ 
within , and 
the  Parfon 
difcover’d  in 
his  Bed  and 
the  Baud 
with  him. 


He  delivers 


Capt.  Yes. 

Wild.  lie  exped  you  at  my  houfe.  [ Exit  Wild  one  rvay^  andthe 
Onities.  W eel  come,  weel  come.  reji  of  the  Company  another. 

Capt.  So,  knock  lowder.  ion'-'  /Byr*- 

Farf  Who’s  there?  what  would  you  have  ? 

Capt.  Here’s  his  Majefties  Watch,  and  Mafter  Conftables  Wor- 
fhip  muft  come  in  j We  have  a warrant  from  the  Lords  to  fearch 
for  a Delinquent. 

Farf.  You  come  not  here,  He  anfwer  your  warrant  to  morrow. 
foil.  Break  open  the  door. 

Farf.  I would  you  dur ft. 

Baud.  Lord  ! Dear  wrhat  fhall  we  do  ? 

Farf.  Why,  fweet,Ile  warrant  you,  art  thou  not  my  wife  , my 
Rib, bone  of  my  bone  ? Lie  fuffer  any  thing  ere  one  hair  of  thee 
fhall  be  touch’d. 

Baud.  Heark,  they  break  open  the  door. 

Farf.  They  dare  not  5 why  doft  thou  tremble  fo  ? alas,  fweet 
Innocence,  how  it  fhakes  ? 

Capt.  Break  open  the  door. 

Farf.  Lie  complain  to  the  Bifhop  of  this  Infolence. 

Baud.  They  come,  they  come.  Lamb. 

Farf.  No  matter  fweet  j They  dare  not  touch  thee  3 what  would 
the  Warrant.  yOU  have  Mr.  Conftable?  you  are  very  rude. 

Capt.  Read  our  Warrant, and  our  bufinefs  will  excufe  us  ? do  you 
know  any  fuch  perfon  as  you  find  there  ? 

Farf  Yes,  Sir,  but  not  by  this  name  3 fuch  a woman  is  my  wife, 
and  no  Lindabrides } we  were  married  to  day,  and  lie  juftifie  her 
my  wife  the  next  Court  day:,  you  have  your  anfwer,  and  may  be 
gone. 

j foil.  We  muff:  take  no  notice  of  fuch  Excufes  now  5 if  fhe  be 
your  wife,  make  it  appear  in  Court , and  fhe  will  be  delivered 
unto  you. 

Farf  If  fhe  be  my  wife  Sir  ? I have  wedded  her  and  Bedded 
her,  what  other  Ceremonies  would  you  have  ? Be  not  afraid, fweet 
heart. 

foil.  Sir,  We  can  do  no  lefs  then  Execute  our  Warrant  5 we  are 
but  Servants  5 And,Mafter  Conftable,  I charge  you  in  the  Kings 
Name  to  do  your  Duty  5 behold  the  body  of  the  Delinquent. 

Farf.  Touch  her  that  dares } Lie  put  my  Dagger  in  him,  fear 
nothing, fweet  hearty  Mafter  Conftable  you’ll  repent  this  Infolence 
ofierd  to  a man  of  my  Coat. 

Baud.  Help,  my  deareft,will  you  let  me  be  hal’d  thus  ? 

Farf  Villains,  what  will  you  do  ? Murther,  Rape. 

Capt.  Yes,  yes,  ’tis  likely  j I look  like  a Ravifher. 

Joll.  Hold  him,  and  wee’le  do  well  enough  with  her. 

Capt.  What  have  we  here,  an  old  woman  ? 

Farf.  Let  me  go,flaves  and  Murtherers. 

Capt.  Let  him  go. 

j loll.  Do  any  of  you  know  this  w7oman  ? this  is  not  fhe  we 


He  t.ikys  his 
Dagger. 
Here  they 
firive  to  tal’£ 
her  out. 


As  they  goto 
pull  ber  out  of 
the  Bel,  tbr) 
dijcover  the 
Ba  id.  iVoen 

the)  let  bimgo  

he  surtu  to  her,  1 *|,»  j r 

and  holds  her  look  d for. 
in  his  Arms . 


Farf. 
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parf.  No?  Rafcal,  that  miftake  (hall  not  excufe  you. 

Joll.  It  is  old  Goodman  what  d'ye  call  him  ? his  wite. 

Capt.  Hold  the  Candle;,  and  let's  fee  her  face. 

When  they  hold  the  Candle , JIjc  lies  in  his  bofom  and  his  Arms 
about  her  } She  ntuft  be  as  naflily  drefi  as  they  can  drefs  her  5 
rohen  he  fees  her  he  falls  into  a ma^e^  and  flioves  her  from  him . 

loll.  What  have  were  here.  Adultery  ? take  them  both , here 
wifi  be  new  matter. 

Parf.  Matter  Conttable,  a little  Argument  will  perfwade  you  to 
believe  I am  grotty  abus'd  } fure  this  do5^  not  look  like  a piece  that 
a man  would  fin  to  enjoy,  let  that  then  move  your  Pity  , and  care 
of  my  Reputation  } confidermy  calling,  and  do  not  bring  me  to  a 
publike  fhame  for  what  you're  lure  I am  not  guilty  of,  but  by  plot 
of  fome  Villains. 

Baud.  Dear,  will  you  dilclaim  me  now  ? 

Parf.  Oh,  Impudence  ! 

Joll.  Matter  Conttable,  do  your  duty , take  them  both  away,  as 
you  will  anfwer  it. 

Capt.  Give  him  his  Calfock,  to  cover  him.  pf,Cy  put  on 

Parf.  Why  Gentlemen,  whither  will  you  carry  me  ? bis  Cafrocl^ 

Capt.  To  the  next  Juttice,  I think  it  is  Matter  Wild^  he  is  newly  ancl  her  coat , 
come  from  travel,  it  will  be  a good  way,Neighbours,to  exprtlsour^^^'” 
Refpefts  to  him.  an  ay, 

Parf.  No  faith,  Gentlemen,  e’ne  go  the  next  way  toTybourn, 
and  difpatchthe  bufinefs  without  Ceremony,  for  yee'll  utterly  dif- 
grace  me}  this  is  that  damn’d  Captain  , My  wife  is  abroad  too,  I fear 
Die  is  of  the  Plot. 

Joll.  Come, away  with’em. 

Baud.  Whither  will  they  lead  us,  Dear  ? 

Parf.  Oh, oh.  Impudence  ! Gentlemen,  do  not  lead  us  together 
I befeech  you. 

Capt.  Come,  come,  lead  them  together,  no  Ceremony’s } your 
faults  are  both  alike.  [Exeunt Omnes. 

A C T.  IV.  S C E N.  II. 


Enter  Wanton  and  Wild. 


Ou  had  beft  brag  now , and  ule  me  like  my  Lady 


Want 

what’ft  ye  call } But  if  you  do  I care  not. 

Wild.  Come,y’are  a Fool,  Lie  be  a faithful  Friend,  aad  make 
good  conditions  for  thee  before  thy  husband  be  quit. 

Want.  You  mutt  do  it  now  or  never.  w.. , r 

Wild.  Heark,heark,  I hear  them  — What’s  the  news  ? down  with 

Enter  Captain,  Jolly,  Watch,  Baud  and  Parfon.  Ihi^Lap 

Capt.  We  have  brought  a Couple  of  Delinquents  before  your 
Worlhip,  they  have  committed  a very  foul  fault. 
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Joll.  And  we  have  brought  the  fault  along  too,  that  your  Wor- 
fhip  may  fee  it , you  will  be  the  better  able  to  judge  of  the  of- 
fenders. 

Parf.  Ha  ! What  do  I fee  ? my  wife  in  Matter  Juftices  Lap  ? 

Want.  What  has  the  poor  fellow  done  ? 

Capt.  Why  Madam,  he  has  been  taken  a Bed  with  this  woman, 
anothers  mans  wife. 

Want.  In  bed  with  her  ? and  do  you  raife  him  to  punifli  him  ? 
Matter  Conftable,  if  you  would  afflict  him.  Command  them  to  He 
together  'again } Is  not  the  man  mad  ? _ 1 ; - 

Parf  This  is  fine  Roguery,  I find  who  rules  theroatt. 

Wild.  Well,  to  the  bufinefs}  you  fay,  he  was  taken  in  bed 
with  another  mans  wife. 

Capt.  Yes,  and’t  like  your  Worfhip. 

Wild.  Make  his  Mittimus  to  the  Hole  at  New-gate. 

Want.  Sure  I have  feen  this  Fellows  face. — Friend,  have  I ne- 
ver feen  your  face  before  ? 

Parf.  If  I miftake  not,  I have  feen  one  very  like  your  Ladyfhips 
too,  fhe  was  a Captains  caft-whore  in  the  Town.  I fhall  have  a time 

to  be  reveng’d. 

Wild.  How  now.  Sirrah  ? are  you  threatning  ? away  with  him. 

Capt.  I’ll  fetch  a ttronger  Watch , Sir,  and  return  prefently. 

Wild.  Do,  Matter  Conftable,  and  give  the  poor  Woman  fome- 
thing,  and  fet  her  free}  for  I dare  fay  ’twas  his  wickednefs,  fhe 
lookes  iikeone  thatne’re  thought  onfuch  a thing. 

Baud.  God  blefs  your  Worfhip,  I am  innocent} he  never  left 
making  Love  till  I confented.  j Enter  Captain  in  his  own  Jfjape. 

Parf.  Oh  miferable ! miferable  ! 

Capt.  How  now,  what’s  the  news  here?  my  honoured  Friend, 
and  Matter  Parfon , what  makes  you  here  at  this  time  of  night  ? 
Why  I fhould  have  thought  this  a time  to  have  envy’d  you  for  your 
fair  Brides  embraces,  do  you  give  thefe  favours  ? are  thefe  your 
Vlayes  with  Bride-laces?  It’s  a new  way. 
the  cord  th.it  Parf.  Is  it  new  to  you  ? 

Want.  How  now  Captain  ? 

Capt.  Wanton , is  this  your  plot  to  endear  your  Hufband  to  you  ? 
Parf.  No,’tis  thy  plot,poor  beaten  Captain ,but  I fhall  be  reveng’d. 
Capt.  Yes,  faith,  it  was  my  plot,  and  I glory  in’t.to  undermine  my 
Machiavell , which  fo  greedily  fwallowed  that  fweet  bait  that  had 
this  hook. 

Parf  ’Tjswell. 

Capt.  But  my  anger  ends  not  here.  Remember  the  bale  language 
you  gave  me  , Son  of  a thoufand  F athers,  Captain  of  a tame  band, 
and  one  that  got  my  living  by  the  long  ftaffe-fpeeches } for  which, 
and  thy  former  T reacheries.  I’ll  ruine  thee,Slave } I’ll  have  no  more 
Mercy  on  thee,  then  old  women  on  blind  puppies}  I’ll  bring  you  to 
your  Commendations  in  LatineEpiftles  again,  nor  leave  thee  any 
thing  to  live  on,  no,  not  Bread,  but  what  thou  earn’ft  by  raking 
Gentlewomens  names  in  Anagrams } and  Matter  Juftice , if  ever 
you’ll  oblige  me,  ftand  to  me  now,that  I may  procure  the  whipping 
ofhim  from  the  Reverend  Bench.  . 
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Parf.  I am  undone. 

Wild.  I can  do  nothing  but  Juftice,  you  muft  excufe  nv> } I (Thall 
onely  make  it  appear  how  fit  it  is  to  punifh  this  kind  of  fin  in  that 
Coat  in  time,  and  to  crufh  fuch  ferpents  in  the  fhels. 

Parf.  Mercy,  Oh  Mercy  ! . They  pull 

Wild.  Officers,  away  with  him.  him  array. 

*Parf.  No  Mercy  ? 

Want.  Yes,  upon  Conditions  there  may  be  (ome  Mercy.  7/;ePar(on 

Wild.  And  thefe  they  are let'  the  watch  ftay  in  the  t’other 

Roome. — Firft,  your  W ife  (hall  have  her  liberty , and  you  yours,  ^£CU''‘ 
as  (he  reports  of  you  5 and  when  you  bring  her  with  you,  you  thall 
be  welcome  } then  you  (hall  not  be  jealous , that’s  another 
point.  [Exit  Watch. 

Capt.  That  he  (hall  have  a Cure  for — 

Want.  Yes,  yes,  I’ll  apply  fomething  to  his  Eyes  (hall  cure  him  of 
his  doubt. 

Wild.  Then  you  (hall  alk  the  Captain  pardon  and  your  Wife  } to 
him  you  (hall  allow  half  your  Parfonage  to  maintain  her}The  Deedes 
are  ready  within  5 if  you’ll  fign  them,  and  deliver  your  Wife  to  our 
ufe,  (helhalldifchargcyou. 

Parf.  I lubmit,  Sir,  But  I hope  your  Worfhip  will  defire  no  wit- 
nefs  to  the  ufe  of  my  Wife  5 The  Sumner  and  the  Watch  too  5 1 hope 
your  Worlhip  will  enjoy n them  filence. 

Want. You  (hall  not  need  to  fear,  I’ll  have  a Care  of  your  Credit}  she  difeovers 
call  in  the  Watch } Do  you  know  thefe  Faces  ? them. 

Parf  Ha  ! abus’d  ? 

‘jolly.  Nay,  no  flinching,  if  you  do,  I betake  me  to  Mafter  Stunner 
again. 

Capt.  And  I become  fevere  Mafter  Conftable  in  a trice. 

Parf  No,  no,  Ifubmit,  and  I hope  we  are  all  Friends}  I’me  fure 
I have  the  hardeft  part, to  forgive. 

Want.  And  I,  before  all  this  Company,  promife  to  forget  and 
forgive  thee,  and  am  content  to  take  thee  again  for  my  dear  and 
mortal  Hulband  , now  you  are  tame  } but  you  muft  fee  you  do  fo 
no  more,  and  give  your  left  to  be  blind  } when  it  is  not  fit  for  you  to 
fee  } and  pradifeto  be  deaf } and  learn  to  (leep  in  time,  and  find 
bufinefs  to  call  you  away  when  Gentlemen  come  that  would  be 
private. 

Capt.  Why  fo,  now  things  are  as  they  (hould  be  } and  when  you 
will  obey,  you  (hall  command:  But  when  you  would  be  imperi- 
ous, then  I betake  me  to  my  Conftables  Staff ’till  you  fubferibe. 

Cedunt  Armis  Pog£  } arid  if  it  be  falfe  Latine,  Farfon0  you  muft  par- 
don that  too. 

_ jolly.  By  this  hand, I muft  have  my  T ythe-night  with  thee}  thou 
art  fuch  a wag } fay,  when  ? when  wilt  thou  give  me  leave  ? ha  ! 

Want.  Never. 

jolly.  Never? 

Want.  No,  never. 

jolly.  D’  ye  hear,  I am  none  of  them  that  work  for  Charity } ei- 
ther refolve  to  pay,  or  I kick  down  all  my  Milk  again. 

Want* 
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Want.  What  would  you  have  ? ~ 

Give  me  leave  to  lie  with  you. 

Want.  No  indeed. 

jf oily.  No  ? 

Want.  No  5 but  rather  then  quarrell,  as  I faid  before,  I will  give 
you  leave  to  fay  you  have  lain  with  me. 

Wild.  I am  of  opinion  (he  owes  you  nothing  now,  fo  Mi  fir  els 
Wanton , take  your  Hufband  s,  and  to  remove  all  doubts,this  night 
I’ll  be  at  the  charge  of  a Wedding  fupper. 

Parf .This  is  better  then  Newgate  hole  yet.  Bridewell  Hemp, brown 
bread  and  whip-cord.  [ Exeunt  omnes. 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  the  Widow  and  Af/fre/S"  Pleafant,  A/ajier  Sad, 
andMajier  Conftant. 

Wid.Ty  Y my  troth,  is  was  a good  Play. 

fti  Pleaf.  And  I am  glad  I am  come  home,  for  I am  en’e  as 
weary  with  this  walkings  For  Gods  fake  whereabouts  do’s  the 
pleafure  of  walking  lie  ? I fwear,  I have  often  fought  it  till  I was 
A at  weary  , and  yet  I could  ne’re  find  it. 

Ve , /*lc'oWS  Sadd.  What  do  thefe  Halberds  at  your  door  ? 

Wid.  Halberds,  where  ? 

Sadd.  There,  at  your  Lodging. 

Conji.  Friend,  what  would  thofe  Watch-men  have  ? 

Watchm.  The  houfe  is  fhut  up  for  the  ficknefs  this  afternoon. 

Pleaf.  The  ficknefs  ? 

Watchm.  Yes  forfooth,  there’s  a Coach-man  dead  full  of  the 
Tokens. 

Sadd.  Where  is  the  Officer  ? 

Watchm.  He  is  gene  to  feek  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  and  fome 
other  Company  that  din’d  here  yefterday,  to  bring  her  in,or  carry 
her  to  the  Peft-houfe. 

Wid.  Ha  ! What  fhall  we  do,Niece? 

Sadd.  If  you  pleafe  to  command  our  Lodging. 

Pleaf.  It  will  be  too  much  trouble. 

Wid.  Let’s  go  to  Love-all’s. 

Pleaf.  Not  I , by  my  Faith  5 it  is  Icarce  for  our  Credits  to  let 
her  come  to  us. 

VVid.  Why?  is  (he  naught? 

Conf.  Faith,  Madam,  her  Reputation  is  not  good. 

VVid.  But  what  fhall  we  do  then  ? 

Conft.  Dare  you  adventure  to  oblige  us  ? 

Wid.  Thajik  you  Sir , We’ll  go  to  my  Nephews  at  Covcnt- 
Garden } he  may  fhift  among  his  acquaintance. 

Pleaf  It  was  well  thought  on,  the  Piazza  is  hard  by  too. 

Vtid.  We’ll  borrow  your  Coach  thither,  and  we’ll  fend  it  you 
back  again  ftraite. 

Conjt.  We’ll  wait  upon  you,  Madam. 

VVid.  This  accident  troubles  me 5 lam  heartily  forry  for  the 
poor  Fellow.  ' . Pleaf. 
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pleaf.  I am  forry  too  j but  pray.  Aunt,  let  us  not  forget  our 
felves  in  our  grief  j>  I am  not  ambitious  of  a Red-crofs  upon  the 
door. 

Confi,  Miftrefs.  Pleafant  is-in  the  right  5 for  if  you  Ray  the  Offi- 
cers will  put  you  in.  . ' - 

JVid.  We  lhall  trouble  you,  Sir,  for  your  Coach.  [E&okiites. 

,j  rr  0} 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  IV:. 

r -i-r.  jam  W'.  ■*  ■■  t' rn  < . \r<  ,vij  elrr;  ts.s.  iw-o  fi : \:la 

Enter  Parfcn,  Captain,  Wild,  Wanton,  Car elefs^r/  Jolly. 

Parf.  T Am  reconcil’d  • and  will  no  longer  be  an  uncharitable 
j Church-man  5 1 think  this  fack  is  a cooler. 

Capt.  What  ? do’s  it  make  you  to  fee  your  errour  ? 

Parf.  Yes,  and  confider  my  man  of  war  5 nor  will  I again  difpute 
his  Letters  of  Mart,  nor  call  them  Paffes  for  Pyrates  5 I am  free. 

Capt.  And  welcome,  any  thing  but  anger  is  fufferable,  and  all  is 
jeft  when  you  laugh  $ and  I will  hug  thee  for  abufing  me  with  thy 
eyes  in  their  fcabbards  $ but  when  you  rail  with  drawn  eyes,  red 
and  naked,  threatning  a Levites  fecond  revenge  to  all  that  touches 
your  Concubine,  then  I betake  me  to  a dark-lanthorn,  and  a Con- 
ftables-ftaff,  and  by  help  of  thefe  Fathers  whom  I cite  I prove  my 
Text,  women  that  are  kind  ought  to  be  free. 

Parf.  But  Captain,  is  it  not  lawful  for  us  Shepherds  to  reclaim 
them  } 

Capt.  A meet  miftake,  for  fin  like  the  Sea  may  be  turned  out, 
but  will  ne’re  grow  lcfs  $ and  though  you  (herald  drain  this  Miftrefs 
Do//0  yet  the  Whore  will  find  a place,  and  perhaps  overflow  feme 
Maid,  till  then  honeft  5 and  lo  you  prove  the  author  of  a new  fin, 
and  the  defiler  of  a pure  Temple  $ therefore  I fay,  while  you  live, 
let  the  Whore  alone  till  (lie  wears  out  ^ nor  is  it  fafe  to  vamp  them, 
as  you  (hall  find,  read  Ball  the  firft  and  the  fecond. 

Wild.  No  more  difeourfe.  Strike  up  Fidlers. 

Capt.  See,  who’s  that  knocks  ? 

( When  they  are  merry  Ringing  Catches  and 
A Country-dance.  \ drinking  healths , the  Wid.  Mrs.  Pleaf 
^ and  the  two  Lovers  hpoch^at  the  door. 

Serv.  Sir,’tis  Miftrefs  Pleafant  ^ and  the  two  Gentlemen  that  din’d 
there  to  day. 

Wild.  My  Aunt, and  Miftrefs  Pleafant. 

Jo//.  What  a pox  makes  them  abroad  at  this  time  of  night  ? 

Capt.  It  may  be,  they  have  been  a wenching. 

Serv.  Sir,  they  were  upon  alighting  out  of  the  Coach  when  I 
came  up. 

Wild.  Quickly,  Mrs’.  Wanton , you  and  your  husband  to  bed, 
there’s  the  Key  5 Mr.  Parjbn , you  know  the  way  to  the  old  Cham- 
ber, and  to  it  quickly,  all  is  friends  now. 

Parf.  Sweet  heart,  we’l  fteal  away. 

Want.  The  Devil  on  them,  they  have  fpoyld  our  mirth. 

j"  Exit  Parfbiio 
R ' " Wild , 
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Wild . Jack,  get  you  and  your  company  down  the  back-way  in- 
to the  Kitchin,  and  ftay  there  till  we  fee  what  this  Vifit  means. 

[Exeunt  Fidlers. 

Capt.  Means ! What  fhould  it  mean  ? it  is  nothing  but  the  mif- 
chievous  Nature  all  honeft  Women  are  endu’d  with,  and  natu- 
rally given  to  fpoyl  fport : I wonder  what  Fart  blew  them  hither 
to  night. 

Wild.  Nay , have  a little  patience.  Captain  5 you  and  Mr.  Jolly 
muft  fit  quietly  awhile  within,  till  we  know  the  caule. 

Capt.  It  is  but  deferring  our  mirth  for  an  hour , or  lb. 

Servant.  Sir , here's  my  Lady. 

Wild.  Quickly  remove  thofe  things  there  : Captain  , ftep  in 
there. — [Enter  Widow,  Plealant,  Sad  and  Conftant. 

Wid.  Nephew,  do  you  not  wonder  to  fee  me  here,  at  this  time 
of  night ? 

Wild . I know  it  is  not  ordinary,  therefore  I believe  ’tis  fome  de- 
figne  : what  is  it,  Mrs.  Pleafant  ? Shall  I make  one  ? 

Pleafant.  As  I live,  Sir,  pure  neceflity  3 neither  mirth  nor  kind- 
nefs  hath  begot  this  Vifit. 

Carlefs.  What , is  your  Coach  broke  ? 

Widorv.  Faith,  Nephew,  the  truth  is, the  Sicknefs  is  in  my  houle, 
and  my  Coach-man  dy’d  fince  Dinner. 

Wild.  The  Sicknefs ? 

Pleafant.  I,  as  I live , we  have  been  walking  fince  the  Play  5 
and  when  we  came  home  we  found  the  Watch  at  the  door,  and  the 
houfe  (hut  up. 

Sadd.  And  a Conftable  gone  in  fearch  of  all  thole  that  dined 
there  to  day,  with  order  to  furnilh  us  lodgings  in  the  Peft-houfe. 

Wid.  Are  you  not  afraid  to  receive  us  ? 

Wild.  As  I live,  the  accident  troubles  me  , and  I am  lorry  luch 
a misfortune  fhould  beget  me  this  favour  , and  I could  wifh  my 
felf  free  from  the  honour,  if  the  caufe  were  removed  too. 

Pleaf.  As  I live,  Mr.  Wild^  I muft  have  been  forc’d  to  have  lain 
with  my  fervant  to  night,  if  you  had  not  received  me. 

Wild.  If  I thought  fo,  I would  carry  you  out  in  my  arms,  I am  lo 
much  Mr.  Conftant' s friend. 

Pleaf.  But  are  you  more  his  friend  then  mine,  Mr.  Wild  ? 

Wild.  No,  but  I prefume  by  this  he  has  gain’d  lo  much  intereft 
as  he  would  not  be  very  difpleafing  to  you. 

Conji.  Oh  ! your  humble  lervant.  Sir. 

Pleaf.  If  I had  had  a mind  to  that  lodging,  I had  ne’re  come  hi- 
ther 5 for  when  I have  a mind  to  it.  I’ll  marry  without  difpute  5 
for  I fear  no  body  fo  much  as  a husband  5 and  when  I can  conquer 
that  doubt.  I’ll  marry  at  a minutes  warning. 

Wid.  No  dilpute  now,  can  you  furnilh  tft  with  a couple  of  Beds? 

Wild.  Yes,  yes.  » 

Wid.  And  have  you  er’e  a woman  in  the  houle  ? 

Wild.  My  Sifters  Maid  is  here. 

Caret.  Madam,  if  you  refol  ve  to  do  us  this  honour,  you  fhall  find 
clean  linen,  and  your  Beds  quickly  ready. 

Wid. 
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Wid.  But’where  will  my  Nephew  and  you.  Sir,  lie  to  night  ? 

Caret.  Ob,  Madam,  we  have  acquaintance  enough  in  the  Town* 

Wid.  Well,  Sir,  we’l  accept  this  courtefie  5 and  -when  you  come 
into  Suffolk,  you  fhall  command  my  houle. 

Wild.  Prithee  call  Beff  and  bid  her  bring  Iheets  to  make  the 
Bed  $ I’ll  go  and  fetch  in  a Pallet,  3tis  as  good  a Bed  as  the  other, 
and  if  you  will  ftay  the  removing,  wel  fet  up  a Bed-ftead. 

rleaf  No,  a Pallet,  pray  $ but  what  (hall  we  do  for  night 
cloathes,  Aunt  ? 

Wild.  Why,  what  are  thole  you  bought  my  Sifters  > 

Wid.  Is  not  that  Linen  gone  yet  ? 

Caret.  No  faith,  Madam,his  man  forgot  it.,  till  the  Carriers  were 
gone  laft  week. 

Wild.  Will  that  lerve  ? 

Pleaf.  Yes,  yes,  pray  do  us  the  favour  to  let  us  have  it,  ’tisbut 
wafhing  oPt  again. 

Wild.  Nay,  if  it  will  lerve,  difcourfe  no  more  5 I’ll  fetch  the 
bundle:,  and  prithee  fetch  the  Combs  and- Looking-glafies  I bought 
the  other  day  $ for  other  neceflaries  that  want  a name  the  wench 
fhall  furnilh  you  with. 

Wid.  Nay,  but  where  is  fhe,  Nephew  ? 

Wild.  I’ll  call  her,  if  fhe  be  not  gone  to  Bed  j it  is  an  ignorant 
young  thing,  I am  to  lend  her  to  my  Sifters  in  the  Country  5 1 have 
had  fuch  ado  to  put  her  in  the  Fafhion. 

Pleaf.  What  Country  is  Ihe  ? Prithee,  Mr.  Wild,  let’s  lee  her. 

Wild.  Ill  call  her  down.  [Exit  Wild. 

Sadd.  Madam,  now  we  fee  y'are  fafe  wel  kils  your  hands,  and 
wait  upon  you  to  morrow. 

Wid.  It  muft  be  early  then.  Sir  5 for  l fhall  borrow  my  Nephews 
Coach,  and  be  gone  betimes  into  the  Country  to  take  a little  frefh 
Air,  and  prevent  the  learch. 

Conjl.  Pray,  Madam,  be  pleafed  to  command  ours. 

Wid.  No,  Sir,I  humbly  thank  you  3 my  Nephew’s  will  hold  our 
company. 

Conji.  Your  humble  fervant,  Miftrefs  Pleafant. 

Sadd.  Your  fervant,  Madam. 

Pleaf.  Good  night,  Mr.  Conjlant. 

Wid.  Sir,  you!  excufe  us,  we  have  no  body  here  to  light  you 
down. 

Caret.  Madam,  I am  here  your  fervant  as  much  as  thofe  that 
wear  your  Livery  5 and  this  houfe  holds  no  other  j we  can  be  civil. 
Madam,  as  well  as  extravagant. 

Wid.  Your  humble  lervant,  Mr.  Carelef. 

Car  el.  Gentlemen,  if  youlwaitonmy  Lady  to  her  Chamber, 
then  I’ll  wait  upoq  you  down. 

Sadd.  You  obliges.  Sir.-  [Exeunt  omnes. 
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ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  Wild.,  Captain,  Wanton,  Parfon  and  Jolly. 

Capt / | He  Plague? 

JL  Wild,  The  Plague^  As  I live,  and  all  my  relation  is 
truth,  every  fyllable  } But,  Mrs.  Wanton , now  muft  you  play  your 
mafter-piece } be  Pure  to  blufh,  and  appear  but  fimple  enough,  and 
all  is  well } thou  wilt  pafs  for  as  arrant  a Chamber-maid  as  any  is  in 
the  Parifh. 

Parf.  Hum  ! new  Plots  ? 

Capt,  Let  me  put  on  a Petti-coat  and  a Muffler, and  111  fo  Cham- 
ber-maid it,and  be  fo  diligent  with  the  clean  Smock  and  the  Cham- 
ber-pot : now  would  I give  all  the  Shooes  in  my  Shop  to  lie  with 
’em  both. 

Want.  Let  me  alone  to  fit  them,  I can  make  a fcurvey  Curtlie  na- 
turally } remember,  I am'  an  Efex  woman,  if  they  ask. 

Wild.  Come,  come  quickly,  take  thole  Sweet-meats } bring  the 
great  Cake  and  Knife,  and  Napkins,  for  they  have  not  l'upp’d  } 
and  Captain,  make  fome  Lemonade , and  fend  it  by  the  Boy  to  my 
Chamber  } and  do  you  hear,  Jolly,  you  muft  flay  till  we  come,  for 
we  muft  lie  with  you  to  night. 

jf oil.  Wei  flay,  but  make  hafte  then. 

Capt.  And  bring  our  Cloaks  and  Swords  out  with  you. 

Wild.  I will,  I will } but  be  quiet  all. 

Parf.  Mr.  Wild,  l hope  there  is  no  Plot  in  this." 

Capt.  There’s  no  jealoufie,[Mr.  Varfon } ’tis  all  ferious  upon  my 
life.  \JExeunt  umnes , Come  away  with  us. 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  VI. 

The  Tyring-Room , Curtains  drawn , and  they  difcourfe , his  Cham- 
ber, two  Beds,  two  Tables,  Looking-glaJJes,Night-cloathes,  Wajie- 
coats.  Sweet-bags,  Sweet-meats  and  Wine,  Wanton  drejl  like  a 
Chamber-maid  } all  above  if  the  Scene  can  be  fo  order  d. 

Enter  Widow  and  Mrs.  Pleafant,  Wild  and  Carelefs } the 
Widow  and  Airs.  Pleafant  falute  Wanton. 

Wild  A Aith,  Aunt,  ’tis  the  firft  time  I have  had  the  honour  to 
Jl  fee  you  in  my  houle}  and  as  a ftranger  I muft  falute  you. 

Wid.  As  I live.  Nephew,  I’me  afham’d  to  put  you  to  this 
trouble. 

Wild.  It  is  an  obligation. — Mrs.  Pleafant,  I know  you  have  not 
lupp’d } I pray  you  be  pleas’d  to  tafte  thefe  g^eet-meats,  thev  are 
of  Sails  doing}  but  I underftandnot  Sweet-meats,  the  wine  Illan- 
fwer  for } and,  in  a word,  you  are  welcome : You  are  Patrona,  and 
we  your  flaves. 

Caret.  Good  reft,  and  a pleafing  dream,  your  humble  fervant 
wifhes  you.  Wid , 
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Wid.  Good  night.  Nephew } good  night,  Mr.  Careiefi. 

Pleaf.  Goodnight,  Mr. Care  left , your  humble fervant, Mr.^F/7^/. 

[Exeunt  W ild  and  Carelefs. 

Wid.  Why  I,  here  are  men  have  fome  wit  3 By  this  good  night, 
had  we  lain  at  my  fervanis,  we  fhould  have  found  the  lac’d  Cap 
and  Slippers  that  have  been  entail’d  upon  the  Family  thefe  fivede- 
fcents,  advanc’d  upon  the  Cup-boards-head  inftead  of  Plate. 

Pleaf.  They  are  a couple  of  the  readied  youths  too  3 how  they 
run  and  do  all  things  with  a thought ! I love  him  for  fending  his 
Sifter,  a pretty  wench. 

Wid.  Pray,  let’s  go  to  bed  5 I am  weary. 

Pleaf.  You  will  not  go  to  bed  with  all  thofe  windows  open  , 

fweet  heart,  prithee  (hut  them,  and  bring  me  hither  $ Doft 

underftand  me  ? As  I live,  ’tis  a great  while  fince  I went  to  the 
Flay. 

Wid.  It  has  been  one  of  the  longeft  days  5 a year  of  them  would 
be  an  Age. 

Pleaf.  Oh,  do  you  grow  weary  5 you’l  break  your  Covenant  ere 
the  year  go  out. 

Wid.  Prithee,  fhut  the  windows,  and  come  pin  up  my  hair. 


They  fh  down 
to  undrefl 
them. 


The  Curt aivs 
are  clofed. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  VII. 

Enter  Wild,  Jolly,Carelefs,  Captain  and  Parlbn,  and  Fidlers, 
and  one  with  a Torch , with  their  Cloaks  and  their  Swords  ^ 
putting  them  on.  Enter  Wilds  man. 

Wild.C E E you  wait  diligently,  and  let  them  want  nothing  they 
^ call  for  5 come  fhall  we  go  ? ’tis  very  late. 

Capt.  But  how  do’s  Wanton  carry  it  ? 

Wild.  They  fainted  her  5 and  Mrs.  Pleafant  fwore  you  might 
fee  the  Country-fimplicity  in  her  Face. 

Parf.  A pox  upon  her,  crafty  Gypfie. 

Capt.  Why,  art  not  thou  glad  to  fee  fhe  can  be  honeft  when 
fhe  will? 

Parf.  I’ll  fhew  you  all  a T rick,  for  her,  within  thefe  few  days,  or 
I’llmifs  my  aim. 

foil.  Come,  let’s  go.  They  all  offer 

Capt.  I have  a mind  to  ftay  till  Wanton  comes.  &0' 

Wild.  Stay  a little  then, for  ’twill  not  be  long  ere  they  be  a Bed. 

Capt.  I hear  Wantons  voice.  • [Enter  Wanton. 

Wild.  Are  they  a Bed  ? 

Want.  Yes,  and  have  fo  admir’d  you,  and  Mr.  Carelefs  and  a- 
bus’d  the  Lovers  5 well,  Gentlemen,  you  are  the  wits  of  the  time  5, 
but  if  I might  counfel,  well  they  might  lye  alone  this  night  5 but  it 
fhould  go  hard  if  I lay  not  with  one  of  them  within  a moneth. 

Caret.  Were  they  fo  taken  with  their  lodging  ? 

VP  ant.  All  that  can  be  faid  they  faid,  you  are  the  friendlieft 
men,  the  readi’ft  men, the  handfom’ftmen  that'had  wit  $ and  could 
tell  when  to  be  civil,  and  when  to  be  wild  5 and  Mrs,  (what’s  her 

name) 
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2 bey  offer  to 
depart. 

2bey  all  come 
back^  again. 
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name)  the  Younger,  asked  why  Mr,  Wild  did  not  go  a wooing  to 
fome  rich  Heir } upon  her  confcience,  fhe  faid,  you  would  fpeed. 

Card.  Well,  well,  there’s  a time  for  all  things  $ come  let’s  go. 

Wild.  Take  alight. — Good  night.  Wanton. 

Capt.  D’ye  hear,  d’ye  hear  } let  me  fpeak  with  you. 

Wild.  What’s  the  bufinels  ? 

Capt.  I cannot  get . hence  this  night  : but  your  good  angels 
hang  at  my  heels , and  if  I can  prevail,you  fhall  ftay. 

Wild.  What  to  do  > 

Capt.  What  to  do  ? why  I’ll  be  hang’d  if  all  this  Company  do 
not  guels. 

Joll.  Prithee,  what  fhould  we  ftay  for  ? 

Capt.  For  the  widow, and  her  Neice,  are  they  worth  the  watch- 
ing for  a night  ? 

Wild.  Yes,  certainly. 

Capt.  Then  take  my  counfel,  and  let  me  give  it  out  y’are  mar- 
ried, you  have  new  cloaths  come  home  this  morning,  and  ther’s 
that  you  fpoke  of  I’ll  fetch  from  the  Taylors,  and  here’s  a Parlon 
fhall  rather  give  them  his  living,  then  ftay  for  a Licenfe , the  Fid- 
lers  too  are  ready  to  falute  ’em. 

Card.  But  if  they  refufe  ? 

Joll.  Which,upon  my  confcience,  they  will. 

Capt.  As  you  hope,  ell'e  you  are  laugh’d  at  for  miffing  the  wi- 
dow : Ned,  follow  my  counfel,  appear  at  her  Chamber  window  in 
thy  Shirt,  and  falute  all  that  pafi'es  by  5 let  me  alone  to  give  it  out, 
and  invite  Company  and  provide  dinner , then  when  the  bufinels 
is  known,  and  I have  prefented  all  your  friends  at  Court  with  Rib- 
bands, fhe  muft  confent,  or  her  honour  is  loft,  if  you  have  but  the 
grace  to  fwear  it,  and  keep  your  own  counfel. 

Card.  By  this  hand , he  has  reafon  } and  I’ll  undertake  the 
widow. 

Wild.  It  will  incenfe  them,  and  precipitate  the  bufinels  which 
is  in  a fair  way  now  5 and  if  they  have  wit,  they  muft  hate  us  for 
fuch  a treachery. 

Capt.  If  they  have  wit  they  will  love  you  5 befide,  if  it  come 
to  that,  we  two  will  fwear  we  law7  you  married,  and  the  Parfon 
fhall  befworn  he  did  it : — Prieft,  will  you  not  fwear  ? 

Parf.  Yes,  anything  } what  is’t,Captain  ? 

Wild.  If  this  jeft  could  do  it,  yet  ’tis  bale  to  gain  a wife  fo  poor- 
ly } (he  came  hither  too  for  lanftuary  } it  would  be  an  uncivil  and 
an  unhofpitable  thing,  and  look  as  if  I had  not  merit  enough  to  get 
a wife  without  ftealing  her  from  her  lelf , then,  ’tis  in  mine  own 
houfe. 

Capt.  The  better  } nay,  now  I think  on’t,  why  came  fhe  hither  ? 
how  do  you  know  the  Plague  is  there  ? all  was  well  at  dinner  $ I’ll 
be  hang’d  if  it  be  not  a Plot } the  Lovers  too  whom  you  abus’d  at 
dinner,  are  joyn’d  with  them  5 a trick,  a meer  trick  of  wit  to  abule 
us , and  to  morrow  when  the  Birds  areflewn,  they’l  laugh  at  you, 
and  lay.  Two  Country  Ladies  put  themlelves  naked  into  the 
hands  of  three  travel’d  City-wits,  and  they  durft  not  lay  hold 
on  them.  Card. 
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Caret.  A pox  upon  thefe  Niceties. 

Want.  If  they  have  not  fome  defign  upon  you  hang  me,  why  did 
they  talk  fo  freely  before  me  elfe  > 

Caret.  Let’s  but  try,  we  are  not  now  to  begin  to  make  the  world 
talk  } nor  is  it  a new  thing  to  them  to  hear  we  are  mad  fellows. 

C apt.  If  you  get  them,  are  they  worth  having  ? 

Wild.  Having?  yes. 

Capt.  If  you  mifs  them  the  Jed  is  good  5 Prithee,  Ned , let  me 
prevail,  ’tis  but  a mad  trick. 

Wild.  If  we  would,  how  (hall  we  get  into  the  Chamber  ? 

Want.  Let  me  alone  for  that}  Lie  put  on  my  country  (implicit} 
and  carry  in  a Chamber  pot } then  under  Pretence  of  bolting  the 
back  door  Fie  open  it,  and  yet  I grudge  them  the  fport  fo  honed™ 
ly  } for  you  wenchers  make  the  bed  husbands , after  you  are  once 
married,  one  never  fee’s  you. 

Capt.  I warrant  thee  wench. 

Want.  No  faith,  I have  obferv’d  it , they  are  dill  the  doting’d 
husbands, and  then  retreat  and  become  Judicesof  the  Peace,  and 
none  fo  violent  upon  the  Bench,  as  they,againd  us  poor  (inners } 
yet  I’le  do  it,  for  upon  my  Confcience  the  young  Gentlewoman 
will  fall  upon  her  back,  and  thank  me.  \_Exit  Wanton. 

Capt.  Away, go  then,  and  leave  your  fooling  , and  in  the  Morn- 
ing, Ned , get  in,  and  plead  naked  with  your  hands  in  the  bed. 

Parf.  And  if  they  cry,  put  your  lips  in  their  mouths , and  dop 
them. 

Capt.  Why  look  you, you  have  the  Authority  of  the  Church  too. 

Wild.  Well,  I am  now  refolv’d^go  you  about  your  part,  and 
make  the  Report  drong. 

Caret.  And  d’ye  here?  be  fure  you  fet  the  Cook  at  work  , that 
if  we  mils  we  may  have  a good  Dinner , and  good  wine,  to  drink 
down  our  grief. 

Capt.  Mils  ? I warrant  thee  thrive.  [ Exit  Captain. 

Caret.  Nay,  if  I knock  not  down  the  Widow , geld  me  , and 
come  out  to  morrow  compleat  Uncle , and  falute  the  Compa- 
ny,with,you  are  well-come  Gentlemen,and  good  morrow  Nephew 
Ned. 

Wild.  Uncle  Tie«z,good  morrow.  Uncle  'Tom.  [ Enter  Wanton, 

Want.  All’s  done  , the  door  is  open , and  they’re  as  dill  as 
Childrens  thoughts  } ’tis  time  you  made  you  ready  , which 
is , to  put  off  your  breeches , for  ’tis  almod  day  } and  take  my 
Councel,  be  fure  to  offer  force  enough,  the  lefs  reafon  will  ferve , 
Efpecially  you,Mader  Wild3  do  not  put  a may’d  to  the  pain  of 
faying,  I. 

Wild.  I warrant  thee,  wench  } let  me  alone. 

Caret  W ee’ll  in,  and  undrefs  us,and  come  again  } for  we  mud  go 
in  at  the  back  door. 

Wild.  I’le  meet  you,  is  the  Captain  gone  ? [_Exe. Wild  and  CareL 

VVant.  Y es,  yes,  hee’s  gone. 

Jolt.  Come  Mader  Parfon , let  us  fee  the  Cook  in  Readinefs, 
where  are  the  Fidlers  ? what  will  become  of  our  Plot  ? for  the 

Coach 


7 hey  kneel 
at  the  door 
to  go  in. 
She  (hakes 
her  Coats 
over  'em. 
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Coach-man  5 Matter  Sadd  and  his  friend  will  ftink  of  their  jeft  if 
this  thrive. 

Parf.  They  have  (lept  all  night,  on  purpofe,  to  play  all  day. 

j foil.  When  the  Ribbands  and  Poynts  come  from  the  Exchange, 
pray  fee  the  Fidlers  have  fome,  the  Rogues  will  play  fo  out  of  time 
all  day  elfe,  they  will  (poll  the  dancing  if  the  plot  do  take. 

Enter  Wild,  and  Carelefs,  in  their  Shirts , with  drawers 
under  5 'Night-gowns  on , and  in  Slippers. 

Want.  Let’s  fee  them  in  the  Chamber  firft , and  then  I fhall  go 
with  fome  heart  about  the  bufinefs  } fo,  fo,  creep  clofe  and  quietly  } 
you  know  the  way,  the  widow  lies  in  the  high  bed,  and  the  Pallet 
is  next  the  door.  . '•  : 

Wild.  Mutt  we  creep  > 

Want.  Yes,  Yes,  down  upon  your  knees,  always,  till  you  get  a 
woman , and  then  ftand  up  for  the  Caufe ; ttay  let  me  (hake  my 
knock  over  you  for  luck  fake. 

j foil.  Why  fo,  I warrant  you  thrive. 

Parf.  A pox  take  you.  I’ll  pare  your  nails  when  I get  you  from 
this  place  once. 

Want.  Sweet  heart,  fweet  heart,  off  with  your  fhooe. 

Parf.  I,  with  all  my  heart,  there’s  an  old  fhooe  after  you  5 would 
I gave  all  in  my  (hop  the  reft  were  furnifh’d  with  wives  too. 

foil.  Parfon0  the  Sun  is  riling,  go  fend  in  the  Fidlers,  and  fet  the 
Cook  on  work,  let  him  chap  foundly. 

Parf.  I have  a tythe  Pig  at  home.  I’ll  e’nefacrifice  it  to  the 
Wedding.  TfxzVParfon. 

Want.  They  will  find  them  in  good  Pofture,  they  may  take 
Privy  marks  if  they  pleafe  , for  they  laid  it  was  fo  hot  they  could 
endure  no  cloathes,  and  my  fimplicity  was  fo  diligent  to  lay  them 
naked,  and  with  fuch  ’twifts  and  turns  .faftned  them  to  the  feet. 
I’ll  anfwer  for’t , they  finde  not  the  way  into  them  in  an 
hour.  [ Enter  a Servant  and  Parfon. 

foil.  Why  then  they  may  pull  up  their  Smocks,  and  hide  their 
faces' } 

Serv.  Matter  folly, there  was  one  without  would  fpeak  with  you. 

foil.  Who  was  it  ? 

Serv.  It  is  the  Lady  that  talks  fo  well. 

foil.  They  fay  indeed  Ihe  has  an  Excellent  Tongue,  I would  fhe 
had  chang’d  it  for  a face  } ’tis  die  that  has  been  handlome. 

Parf.  Who  ? not  the  Poetefs  we  met  at  Matter  Sadds  ? 

Toll.  Yes,  the  fame. 

Parf  Sure  fhee’s  mad. 

T oil . Prithee  tell  her  I am  gone  to  bed. 

Serv.  I have  done  as  well  Sir$  I told  her  Miftris  Wanton  was  here, 
at  which  difcreetly,being  touch’d  with  the  guilt  of  her  Face , fhe 
threw  out  a Curfeor  two  and  retreated. 

Want.  Who  is  this  you  fpeak  of,  I will  know  who  ’tis. 

Parf  Why  ’tis  fhe  that  married  the  Genoway  Merchant}  they 
conzen’d  one  another.  Want. 
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Want.  Who?  Pegg  Driver,  Bewgle  Eyes  ?/  n.l\ 

Toll.  The  fame,  the  fame.  jY  / 

Want.  Why  fhe  is  ugly  now  ? . v.v  i i 

Tarf.  Yes,  but  I have  known  her,  by  this  hand,  as  fine  a wench 
as  ever  finn’d  in  Town  or  Suburbs  3 when  I knew  her  firft,  fhe  was 
the  Original  of  all  the  wayn-Scote  Chambermaids,  with  Brooms, 1 
and  barefoot  Madams,  you  fee  fold  at  Temple-Bar,  and  the 
Exchange. 

Want.  Ah  ! th’art  a Divel  5 how  could’fl:  thou  find  in  thy  hearts 
to  abufeher  fo?  Thou  lov’ft  Antiquities  too^  The  very  memory 
that  fhe  had  been  handfome  fhould  have  pleaded  fomething. 

Joll.  Was  handfome  fignifies  nothing  to  me. 

Want.  But  fhee’s  a wit,  and  a wench  of  an  Excellent  Difcourfe. 

Farf.  And  as  good  company  as  any’s  i’th  Town. 

Toll.  Company  ? for  whom  ? Leather-Ears,  his  Majefty  of  New- 
gate watch?  There  her  ftory  will  do  well,  while  they  loufe  them- 

felves.  . . v; 

rarf.  Well,  you  are  curious  now,  but  the  time  was  , when  you 
have  (kipp’d  for  a kifs. 

Toll.  Prithee,  Farfon , no  more  of  wit,  and  was  handfome , but  He  kjfjes 
let  us  keep  to  this  Text  — and  with  joy  think  upon  thy  little  Wan - Wanton, 
ton  here,  that’s  kind,foft , fweet  and  found  5 Thefe  are  Epithetes 
for  a Miftris  ^ Nor  is  there  any  Elegancy  in  a woman  like  it  5 give 
me  fuch  a naked  Scence,  to  ftudy  Night  and  Day^I  care  not  for  her 
Tongue,  fo  her  face  be  good  $ A whore  dres’t  in  verfe,  and  fet 
fpeeches,  tempts  me  no  more  to  that  fweet  fin,  then  the  Statute  of 
whipping  can  keep  me  from  it  5 This  thing  we  talk’d  on,  which  re- 
tains nothing  but  the  name  of  what  fhe  was,  is  not  onely  Poetical 
in  her  difcourfe,  but  her  Tears  and  her  Love,  her  health,  nay  her 
Pleafure,  were  all  Fi£tions,and  had  fcarce  any  live-flefh  about  her 
till  I adminiftred. 

Farf  Indeed  ’tis  time  fhe  fat  out,  and  gave  others  leave  to  play  j 
for  a Reveren’d  whore  is  an  unfeemly  fight  5 befides  it  makes  the 
fin  malicious,  which  is  but  venial  elle. 

Want.  Sure,  hee’le  make  a cafe  of  Confcience  on’t } you  fhould 
do  well  (fweet  heart)  to  recommend  her  Cafe  to  your  Brethren 
that  attend  the  Committee  of  Affeftion,  that  they  may  order  her  to 
be  found  and  young  again, for  the  good  of  the  Commonwealth. 


ACT.  V.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Fidlers,  Jolly  and  Wanton.  , 

T°Uy-  /^AH,  are  you  ready  ? are  you  ready  ? 

Fidlers.  V_^/  Yes,  and’tlike  your  worfhip. 

Toll.  And  did  you  bid  the  Cook  chop  Luftily , and  make  a 
Noife  ? 

Fidlers.  Yes,Sir,hee’sat  it. 

Want.  I hear  the  Captain. 


[ Enter  Captain. 

Joll. 
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Jolt.  Have  you  brought  Clothes  and  Ribbands  ? 

Capt.  Yes, yes.,  all  is  ready}  did  you  hear  them  Iqueak  yet? 

Want.  No,  by  this  light } I think,  ’tis  an  appointment,  and  we 
have  been  all  abus’d. 

Capt.  Give  the  Fidlers  their  Ribbands,  and  carry  the  reft  in } 
Miftris  Wanton , you  muft  play  my  Ladys  Woman  to  day,  and 
Mince  it  to  all  that  come,  and  hold  up  your  head  finely  when  they 
kifs  you,  and  take  heed  of  fwearing  when  you  are  angry,and  pledg- 
ing whole  cups  when  they  drink  to  you. 

Want.  I’le  warrant  you,  for  my  part. 

Captain.  Go  get  you  in  then , and  let  your  husband  dip  the 
Rolemary. 

J oily.  Is  all  ready  ? 

Captain.  All,  all,  fome  of  the  Company  are  below  already , I 
have  fo  blown  it  about,  one  Porter  is  gone  to  the  Exchange,  to  in- 
vite Mafter  Wild' s Merchant  to  his  Wedding,  and,  by  the  way  to 
bid  two  or  three  Fruiterers  to  fend  in  Fruit  for  fuch  a Wedding, 
another  in  my  Ladies  name  to  Sail's,  for  fweet  meats } I fwore  at 
Bradborn  in  his  Shop  my  felf,  that  I wonder’d  he  would  difappoint 
Mafter  Wild  for  his  Points , and  having  fo  long  warning } He 
protefted  ’twas  not  his  fault,  but  they  were  ready , and  he  would 
lend  John  with  them  prefently } One  of  the  Watermen  is  gone  to 
the  Mellon  Garden,  the  other  to  Cooks  at  the  Bear,  for  fome  Bottles 
of  his  beft  Wine,  and  thence  to  Gracious-fir eet , to  the  Poulterers, 
and  all  with  directions  to  fend  in  Provifions  for  Mafter  Wild's 
Wedding } and  whofhould  I meet  at  Door, but  Apricock  Tom , and 
Mary,  waiting  to  fpeak  with  her  young  Mafter } they  came  to  beg 
that  they  might  ferve  the  F eaft,  I promis’d  them  they  lhould,if  they 
would  cry  it  up  and  down  the  Town,  to  bring  Company  , for  Ma- 
fter Wild  was  refolved  to  keep  open  houle. 

Joll.  Why  then  here  will  be  witnefles  enough. 

Capt.  But  who  Ihould  I meet  at  the  corner  of  the  Piazza , but 
Jofiph  Taylor  } he  tells  me,  there’s  a new  Play  at  the  Fryers  to 
day,  and  I have  befpoke  a Box  for  Mafter  Wild  and  his  Bride. 

Jo U.  And  did  not  he  wonder  to  hear  he  was  married  ? 

Capt.  Yes } but  I told  him,  ’twas  a Match  his  Aunt  made  for  him, 
when  he  was  abroad. 

Joll.  And  I have  fpread  it  liifficiently  at  Court,  by  fending  to 
borrow  Plate  for  fuch  a Wedding.  [ Enter  a Servant. 

Serv.  There’s  half  a dozen  Coach  fulls  of  Company  lighted } they 
call  for  the  Bride-Laces  and  Points. 

Capt.  Let  the  Fidlers  play  then,  and  bid  God  give  them  joy, 
by  the  name  of  my  Lady  Carelefs  and  Miftrifs  Wild. 

Fid.  Where  fhall  we  play.  Sir? 

Joll.  Come  with  us,  wee’le  (hew  you  the  window. 
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ACT.  V.  S C E N.  II. 

The  F idlers  play  in  the  Tyring  Room , and  the  Stage  Curtains  are 
Drawn , and  difcover  a Chamber , as  it  was , with  two  Beds 
and  the  Ladies  ajleep  in  them  } Afajier  Wild  being  at 
Mijlris  Pleafant’x  Bed-fide0  and  M after  Ca re- 
lei's  at  the  Widow’s  } The  Mufu\  a- 
wakgs  the  Widow. 

IVid . \1  Iece,  Niece,  Niece  Tleafant. 

rleaf.  Ha  ! I hear  you,  I hear  you,  what  would  you  have  ? She  opens  the 
IVid.  Do  you  not  hear  the  Fidlers  ? Curtain  and 

rleaf.  Yes,  yes,  but  you  have  wak’d  me  from  the  fined:  dream.  cflls  her,> , 
Wid . A dream,  what  was’t  ? fome  knavery.  ^Catup  " 

Tleaf  Why,  I know  not,  but  ’twas  merry, e’ne  as  pleafing  as  fome  ' ~ ' 
fins  } well,  lie  lie  no  more  in  a mans  bed,  for  fear  I lofe  more  then 
I get. 

Wid.  Heark,  that’s  a new  T une. 

rleaf.  Yes,  and  they  play  it  well  5 This  is  your  jaunty  Nephew, 

I would  he  had  left  of  the  Father  in  him  , I’de  venture  to  dream 
out  my  dream  with  him  } In  my  confidence  hee’s  w'orth  a dozen  of 
my  dull  Servant,  that’s  fuch  a troublefome  vifitant,  without  any 
kind  of  conveniency. 

Wid.  I,  I,  fo  are  all  of  that  kind } give  me  your  Subjeft  Lover  } 

Thofe  you  call  Servants  are  but  troubles,  I confefs. 

rleaf  What  is  the  Difterence,pray, betwixt  a Subject,  and  a Ser- 
vant Lover  ? 

Wtd.  Why,  one  I have  abfolute  Power  over,the  other’s  at  large  3 
Your  Servant  Lovers  are  thofe  take  Mi  fireflies  upon  tryal,  fcarce 
give  them  a Quarters  warning  before  they  are  gone. 

rleaf.  Why,  what  do  your  Subjed  Lovers  do  ? I am  fo  fleepy. 

Wid.  Do?  All  things  for  nothing  5 then  they  are  the  diligentTt 
and  the  humbled:  things  a Woman  can  employe  Nay,  I ha’  leen 
of  them  tame,  and  run  loofe  about  a houfie  } I had  one  once, by  this 
light,  he  would  fetch  and  Carry,  go  back,  feek  out,  he  would  do 
any  thing  5 1 think  fome  Faulconer  bred  him. 
rleaf.  By  my  Troth,  I am  of  your  mind. 

Wid.  He  would  come  over  , for  all  my  Friends  3 but  it  was  the 
dogged’ft  thing  to  my  enemies, he  would  fit  upon’s  tail  before  them, 
and  frown,  like  John  a Napes  when  the  Pope  is  nam’d}  he  heard  me 
once  praife  my  little  Spanniel  Bitch  Smut  for  waiting,  and  hang  me 
if  I ftirr’d  for  feven  years  after , but  I found  him  lying  at  my  door. 
rleaf.  And  what  became  of  him  ? 

Wid.  Faith,  when  I married  he  forfook  me  } I was  advis’d  fince, 
that  if  I would  ha’  fpit  in’s  mouth  fometimes  he  would  have  flay’d. 

rleaf.  That  was  cheap.  But  ’tis  no  certain  way}  for  ’tis  a gene- 
rail  opinion,  that  marriage  is  one  of  the  certain  ft  cures  fo'r  Love 
that  one  can  apply  to  a man  that  is  fick  of  the  fighings } yet  if  you 
were  to  live  abuut  this  Town  ftill,  fuch  a Fool  would  do  you  a 
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world  of  fervice  } l’me  fure  Secret  will  mifs  him , and  would  al- 
wayes  take  fuch  a care  of  her  ha’s  lav’d  her  a hundred  walkes  for 
Hoods  and  Mafques. 

FFid.  Yes,  and  I was  certain  of  the  earlieft  Fruits  and  Flowers 
that  the  Spring  afforded. 

Pleaf.  By  my  troth,  ’twas  foolifhly  done  to  part  with  him  $ a few 
crums  of  your  affe&ion  would  have  fatisfied  him,  poor  thing. 

wid.  Thou  art  in  the  right } in  this  Town  there’s  no  living  with- 
out ’em  5 they  do  more  fervice  in  a houfe  for  nothing,  then  a pair 
of  thofe,  what  d’  ye  call  ’ems,  thofe  he  waiting-women,Beafts,  that 
Cuftome  impofe  upon  Ladies. 

Pleaf.  Is  there  none  of  them  to  be  had  now,  think  you  > fde 
feign  get  a tame  one,  to  carry  down  into  the  Country. 

Wid.  Faith,  I know  but  one  breed  of  them  about  the  Tow'n 
that’s  right,  and  that’s  at  the  Court  5 The  Lady  that  has  them 
brings  ’em  all  up  by  hand  } {he  breedes  fome  of  them  from  very 
puppies  } there’s  another  wit  too  in  the  T own  that  has  of  them} 
but  hers  will  not  do  fo  many  tricks  5 good  fullen  diligent  waiters 
thofe  are  which  fhe  breedes,  but  not  half  lb  ferviceable. 

Pleaf.  How  do’s  fhe  do  it  ? is  there  not  a trick  in’t  } 

FFid.  Onely  patience  , but  fhe  has  a heavy  hand  with  ’em 
(they  fay)  at  firft,  and  many  of  them  milcarry } (he  governes  them 
with  fignes,  and  by  the  Eye,  as  Eankis  breedes  his  Horfe } there  are 
fome  too  that  arrive  at  writing  , and  thole  are  the  right  breed, 
for  they  commonly  betake  themfelves  to  Poetry } and  if  you  could 
light  on  one  of  them,  ’twere  worth  your  money  } for  ’tis  but  uling 
of  him  ill,  and  prayling  his  verfes  fometimes,  and  you  are  fure  of 
him  for  ever. 

Pleaf.  But  do  they  never  grow  furly.  Aunt  ? 

VFid.  Not,  if  you  keep  them  from  raw  flefh,  for  they  are  a kind 
of  Lyon-lovers}  and  if  they  once  tafte  the  fweet  of  it,  they'll  turn  to 
their  kind. 

Pleaf.  Lord,  Aunt,  there  will  be  no  going  without  one  this 
Summer  into  the  Country } pray  let’s  enquire  for  one } either  a he 
one  to  entertain  us,  or  a fhe  one  to  tell  us  the  ftory  of  her  Love  } 
’tis  excellent  to  bed-ward,  and  makes  one  as  drowlie  as  Prayers. 

FFid.  Faith,  Niece,  this  Parliament  has  fo  deftroy’d ’em,  and 
thePlatonick  Humour, that ’tis  uncertain  whether  we  lhall  get  one 
or  no  } your  leading  Members  in  the  lower  Houle  have  fo  cow’d 
the  Ladies,  that  they  have  no  leifure  to  breed  any  of  late  } Their 
whole  endeavouts  are  fpent  now  in  feafting,  and  winning  clofe 
Committee-men,  a rugged  kind  of  fullen  Fellows , wkh  implaca- 
ble Ifomacks  and  hard  hearts , that  make  the  gay  things  court  and 
obferve  them,  as  much  as  the  foolifh  Lovers  ufe  to  do  } Yet  I think 
I know  one  fhe-Lover , but  Ihe  is  fmitten  in  years  o’th  wrong  fide 
of  forty}  I am  certain  fhe  is  poor  too}  and  in  this  lean  Age  for 
Courtiers,  fhe  perhaps  would  be  glad  to  run  this  Summer  in  our 
Park 

c 

Pleaf.  Dear  Aunt,  let  us  have  her  } has  fhe  been  famous  ? has  Ihe 
, good  T ales,  think  you,  of  Knights  ? fuch  as  have  been  falfe  or  true 
^ to  Love,  no  matter  which.  Wid. 
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VVid.  She  cannot  want  caufe  to  curfe  the  Sex } handfome5witty3 
well  born,  and  poor  in  Court,  cannot  want  the  experience  how 
falfe  young  men  can  be  5 Her  Beauty  has  had  the  highed  fames 
and  thofe  Eyes  that  weep  now  unpitied  have  had  their  Envy,  and 
adazlingPower. 

Pleaf  And  that  Tongue,I  warrant  yoii, which  now  growes  hoarfe 
with  flattering  the  great  Law-breakers,  once  gave  Law  to  Princes  s 
was  it  not  fo  Aunt  ? Lord,  (hall  I die  without  begetting  one  dory  > 

Wid.  Pentheftlea , nor  all  the  cloven  Knights  the  Poets  treat  of, 
yclad  in  mightied  Petticoats , did  her  excell  for  gallant  deeds  s 
and,  with  her  Honour,  dill  preferv’d  her  Freedom  5 My  Brother 
lov’d  her  s and  I have  heard  him  (wear ^Minerva  might  have  own’d 
her  Language  s An  Eye  like  T alias , Juno’s  wrids,  a Venus  & or  fhape, 
and  a Mind  chade  as  Diana , but  not  fo  rough  s never  uncivilly 
Cruel,  nor  faulty  kind  to  any  5 no  vanity,  that  fees  more  then  Lo- 
vers pay,  nor  blind  to  a gallant  Paflion  s Her  Maxim  was,  he  that 
could  Love,  and  tell  her  fo  handfomely,  was  better  Company,  but 
not  a better  Lover  then  a filent  Man  s Thus,  all  Paflions  found 
her  Civility,  and  (he  a value  from  all  her  Lovers.  But  alals, Niece, 
this  was  (which  is  a fad  word)  was  handfome,  and  was  beloved,  jpe  Fidlers 
are  abhorred  founds  in  Womens  cars.  play  again. 

Pleaf  Hark,  the  Fidlers  are  merry  dill  s will  not  Secret  have  the 
wit  to  find  us  this  morning,  think  you  } 

Fidlers.  God  give  you  joy,  Mader  Carelefj  God  give  your  La- 
dyfhip  joy,  my  Lady  Wild. 

Wid.  What  did  the  Fellow  (ay  ? God  give  me  joy  ? 

Pleaf.  As  I live,  I think  fo. 

Fidlers.  God  give  you  joy,Midrefs  Pleafant  Wild. 

Wid,  This  is  my  Nephew,  I fmell  him  in  this  knavery. 

Pleaf.  Why  did  they  give  me  joy  by  the  name  of  Midrefs  VVild .<? 

I fhall  pay  dear  for  a nights  lodging  if  that  be  fo,  el'pecially  lying  All  the  com- 
alone  ^ By  this  light,  there  is  feme  knavery  afoot.  fagy  eonfufed 

Jolly.  Rife,  rife,  for  fhame,  the  year’s  afore  you.  ** 

Capt.  Why,  Ned  Wild , why  Tout,  will  you  not  rife  and  let’s  in?  Cy 
what,  is  it  not  enough  to  deal  your  wedding  over  night,  but  lock 
your  felves  up  in  the  morning  too  ? All  your  Friends  flay  for  points 
here,  and  ki  files  from  the  Brides. 

Wild.  A little  Patience,  you’ll  give  us  leave  to  drefs  us  ? The  Women 

Carel.  Why,  what’s  a Clock,  Captain  ? fqueekg  when 

Capt.  It’s  late.  they Jpeak. 

Carel.  Faith,  fo  it  was  before  we  dept. 

Wid.  Why,  Nephew,  what  means  this  rudenefs  ? As  I live,  I’ll 
fall  out  with  you.  This  is  no  jeft. 

Wild.  No,  as  I live,  Aunt.  We  are  in  earned:  ^ but  my  part  lies  ^ 

here,  and  there’s  a Gentleman  will  do  his  bed  to  fatisfic  you , ^^men  in 
and  (weet  Midrefs  Pleafant , I know  you  have  fo  much  wit  as  to  ^rwe/, 
perceive  this  bufinels  cannot  be  remedied  by  denials , here  we  are, 
as  you  fee,  naked,  and  thus  have  faluted  hundreds  at  the  window 
that  pad  by,  and  gave  us  joy  this  morning. 

PleaJ.  Joy,  of  what  } what  do  you  mean  ? 
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Card.  Madam,  this  is  vifible,  and  you  may  coy  it,  and  refufe  to 
call  me  Hufband  } But  I am  refolved  to  call  you  Wife,  and  fuch 
proofs  I’ll  bring  as  (hall  not  be  denyed. 

IVid.  Promife  your  felf  that  5 fee  whether  your  fine  wits  can 
make  it  good}  you  will  not  be  uncivil  ? 

Card.  Not  a hair  but  what  you  give,  and  that  was  in  the  Con- 
trad  before  we  undertook  it } for  any  Man  may  force  a Womans 
Body,  but  we  have  laid  we  will  force  your  Mind. 

Wild.  But  that  needs  not , for  we  know  by  your  difeourfe 
laffc  night  and  this  morning , we  are  Men  you  have  no  averfion  to  } 
and  I believe,  if  we  had  taken  time  and  wooed  hard,  this  would 
have  come  a courfe } but  we  had  rather  win  you  by  wit,  becaufe 
you  defi’d  us. 

FVid.  Tis  very  well,  ifitfucceed. 

Card.  And,  for  my  part,but  for  the  jeft  of  winning  you,and  this 
way,  not  ten  joynters  fhould  have  made  me  marry  ? 

VFid , T his  is  a new  way  of  wooing. 

Card.  ’Tis  fo,  Madam } but  we  have  not  laid  our  plot  fo  weakly 
(though  it  were  fudden)  to  leave  it  in  any  bodies  power  but  our 
own  to  hinder  it. 

Pleaf.  Do  you  think  fo  } 

Wild.  We  are  fecure  enough,  if  we  can  be  true  to  our  felves. 

Card.  Yet  wefubmit  in  the  midft  of  our  ftrength,  and  beg  you 
will  not  wilfully  fpoile  a good  jell  by  refilling  us.  By  this  hand, 
we  are  both  found,  and  we’ll  be  ftrangely  honeft,  and  never  in  ill 
humours , but  live  as  merry  as  the  Maids,  and  divide  the  year  be- 
tween the  Town  and  the  Country  } What  fay  you , is’t  a Match  ? 
Your  bed  is  big  enough  for  two,  and  my  meat  will  not  coftyou 
much } I’ll  promife  nothing  but  one  heart,one  purfe  betwixt  us,and 
a whole  dozen  of  boyes,  is’t  a bargain  ? 

FVid.  Not,  if  I can  hinder  it,  as  Hive. 

Wild.  Faith,  Miftrefs  Pleasant , he  hath  fpoken  nothing  but 
reafbn,  and  I’ll  do  my  beft  to  make  it  good  } Come  faith,  teach 
my  Aunt  what  to  do,  and  let  meftrike  the  bargain  upon  your 
Lips. 

Pleaf.  No,  Sir,  not  to  be  half  a Queen  } if  we  fhould  yield  now 
your  wit  would  dominere  for  ever}  and  ffcill  in  all  difputes  (though 
never  fo  much  reafon  on  our  fide)  this  fhall  be  urged  as  an  Argu- 
ment of  your  Mafter  wit  to  confute  us } I am  of  your  Aunts  mind, 
Sir } and  if  I can  hinder  it,it  fhall  be  no  match. 

Wild . Why  then  know,  it  is  not  in  your  Powersto  prevent  it. 

Wid.  Why,  we  are  not  married  yet. 

Card.  No,  ’tis  true. 

Wid.  By  this  good  light  then  I’ll  be  dumb  for  ever  hereafter, left 
I light  upon  the  words  of  Marriage  by  chance. 

Pleaf.  ’Tis  hard,when  our  own  Ads  cannot  be  in  our  own  pow- 
er, Gentlemen. 

Wild.  The  plot  is  only  known  to  four,  the  Minifter  and  two 
that  flood  for  Fathers,  andafimple  Country  Maid  that  waited 
upon  you  laft  night,  which  playes  your  Chamber-maids  part. 

' Pkaf. 
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Pleaf.  And  what  will  all  thefe  do  > 

FFi/d.  Why,  the  two  friends  will  fwear,  they  gave  you  5 the 
Parfon  will  fwear,  he  married  you  5 and  the  wench  will  fwear,  (he 
put  us  to  bed. 

Wid.  Have  you  men  to  fwear  we  are  married  > 

Pleaf.  And  a Parfon  to  fwear  he  did  it  ? 

Both.  Yes. 

Wid.  And  a wench  that  will  fwear,  (he  put  us  to  Bed  ? 

Both.  Yes,  By  this  good  light,  and  witnefs  of  reputation. 

Pleaf.  Dare  they  or  you  look  us  in  the  face,  and  fwear  this? 

Carel.  Yes  faith,  and  all  but  thofe  four  know  no  other  but  re- 
ally it  is  fo  j and  you  may  deny  it,  but  I’ll  make  Mr.  Conftable  put 
you  to  bed,  with  this  proof,  at  night. 

Wid.  Pray,  let’s  fee  thefe  witnefles. 

VEild.  Call  in  the  four  only.  [ Exit  Carelefs. 

Pleaf  Well,  this  fhall  be  a warning  to  me  , I (ay  nothing,  but  if 
ever  I lye  from  home  again. 

Wild.  I’ll  lye  with  you. 

Pleaf.  ’Tis  well } I dare  fay,  we  are  the  firft  women  (if  this  take) 
that  ever  were  ftollen  againft  their  wills. 

Wild.  I’ll  go  call  the  Gentlemen.  [Exit  Wild. 

Wid.  I that  have  refus’d  a fellow  that  lov’d  me  thefe  feven 
years,  and  would  have  put  offhis  hat,  and  thanked  me  to  come  to 
bed,  to  be  beaten  with  watch-mens  (laves  into  anothers  j For  by 
this  good  light,  for  ought  that  I perceive,  there’s  no  keeping  thefe 
out  at  night. 

Pleaf  And  unlefs  we  confent  to  be  their  wives,  to  day,  M.  Ju- 
ftice  wHl  make  us  their  whores  at  night  : oh,  oh,  what  would  not 
I give  to  come  off ! not  that  I miflike  them,  but  I hate  they  fhould 
get  us  thus. 

Enter  Wild,  Jolly,  Captain,  Carelefs,  Parfon,  Wanton,  with 
Rofe-mary  in  their  hands , and  Points  in  their  Hats. 

Carel.  Follow. — Will  not  you  two  fwear  we  were  married  laft 
night  ? 

Joll.  Capt.  Yes,  By  this  light,  will  we. 

Wild.  Will  not  you  fwear  you  married  us  ? 

Parf.  Yea,  verily. 

Carel.  And  come  hither,  pretty  one,  will  not  you  fwear  you  left 
us  all  a bed  laft  night,  and  pleas’d  ? 

Want.  Yesforfooth  5 I’ll  fwear  any  thing  your  worflrip  fhall  ap- 
point me. 

Wid.  But,  Gentlemen,  have  you  no  (hame,  no  confcience  5 will 
you  fwear  falfe,  for  fport  ? 

Jol/.  By  this  light.  I’ll  fwear,  if  it  be  but  to  vex  you  : Remem- 
ber you  refus’d  me,  [.That  is  contrary  to  Covenants  though  with 
my  brace  of  Lovers } what  will  they  do  with  their  Coach-mans  thefe 
plot  ? but  ’tis  no  matter5I  have  my  ends*  and  fo  they  are  couzen’d  I mrdsAl  e '* 
care  not  who  does  it.^ 

. ' - C apt* 
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Capt.  And,  faith.  Madam,  I have  fworn  many  times  falfe,  to  no 
purpofe  5 and  I (hould  take  it  ill,  if  it  were  mine  own  cafe,  to  have 
a friend  refufe  me  an  Oath  upon  fuch  an  occasion. 

Fleaf.  And  are  you  all  of  one  mind  ? 

Farf.  Verily  we  will  all  fwear. 

Fleaf.  Will  you  verily  ? what  (hall  we  do,  Aunt  ? 

Wid.  Do  you  laugh  ? By  this  light,  I am  heartily  angry. 

Fleaf  Why,  As  Ilive,  let’s  marry  them.  Aunt,  and  be  reveng’d. 

Wid.  Marry,  where’s  the  Parfon  ? 

Capt.  Here,  here,  M.  Parfon,  come  and  do  your  Office. 

Fleaf.  That  fellow  ? No,  by  my  troth,  let’s  be  honeftly  joyn’d, 
for  lucks  fake,  we  know  not  how  foon  we  may  part. 

Wild.  What  fhall  (he  do  for  a Parfon  ? Captain , you  muft  run 
and  fetch  one. 

Capt.  Yes,  yes $ but  methinks  this  might  ferve  turmBy  this  hand, 
he’s  a Marfjal , and  a Cafe,  by  Sire  and  Dam  $ pray  try  him,  By  this 
light,  he  comes  of  the  bed:  preaching  kind  in  Ejjex. 

Wid.  Not  I,  As  I live,  that  were  a bleffing  in  the  Devils  name. 

Farf  Apox  on  your  wedding  5 give  me  my  wife  and  let  me  be 
gone. 

Capt . Nay,  nay,  no  choler,  Parfon  the  Ladies  do  not  like  the 
colour  of  your  Beard. 

Farf  No,  no,  fetch  another,  and  let  them  efcape  with  that  trick, 
then  they’l  jeer  your  beards  blew,  yTaith. 

Carel.  By  this  hand,  he’s  in  the  right  5 either  this  Parfon,  or 
take  one  anothers  words  3 to  Bed  now,  and  marry  when  we  rife. 

Fleaf  As  I live,  you  come  not  here  till  you  are  married  $ I have 
been  no  body’s  whore  yet,and  I will  not  begin  with  my  husband. 

Wild.  Will  you  kifs  upon  the  bargain,  and  promife  before  thefe 
witneffes  not  to  l'poil  our  jeft  , but  rife  and  go  to  Church. 

Fleaf  And  what  will  M.  Conjlant  and  M.  Sadd  fay  ? 

Capt.  Why,  I’ll  run  and  invite  them  to  the  wedding  5 and  you 
fhall  fee  them  expire  in  their  own  Carters. 

Jol/,  No,  no,  ne’re  fear’t,  their  jeft  is  only  (poil’d. 

Capt.  Their  jeft,  what  jeff  ? 

jf oil.  Faith,  now  you  fhall  know  it,  and  the  whole  Plot : In  the 
firft  place,  your  Coach-man  is  well,  whofe  death,  we,  by  the  help 
of  Secret^  contriv’d,  thinking  by  that  trick  to  prevent  this  danger, 
and  carry  you  out  of  Town. 

Capt.  But  had  they  this  Plot  ? 

JoU.  Yes  faith,  and  fee  how  it  thrives  ^ they’l  fret  like  carted 
Bauds  when  they  hear  this  news. 

Fleaf  Why,  Aunt  5 would  you  have  thought  M.  Sadd  a Plotter? 
well,  ’tis  fome  comfort  we  have  them  to  laugh  at. 

Wid.  Nay  faith,  then,  Gentlemen,  give  us  leave  to  rife,  and  I’ll 
take  my  venture,  if  it  be  but  for  a revenge  on  them. 

Carel.  Gentlemen,  bear  witnefs. 

Capt.  Come,  come  away.  I’ll  get  the  points,  I’me  glad  the 
Coach-man’s  well,  the  Rogue  had  like  to  have  fpoild  our  Comedy. 

[Exeunt  omnes 

act; 
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ACT.  V.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  the  Lady  Love-all,  Mafier  Sadd,  and  Conftant,  undreJTd 
and  buttoning  themfelves  as  they  go . 

Sadd.'XA  Arried  f 

JVx  Conji.  And  to  them  ? 

love . I,  married,  if  you  prevent  it  not  5 catch’d  with  a trick,  aa 
old  ftale  trick } I have  feen  a Ballad  on’t. 

Sadd . We  fhall  go  neer  to  prevent  era. — Boy,  My  Sword. 

Enter  Captain. 

. j, 

Capt.  Whither  fo  faft  ? 

Sadd.  Youguefs. 

Capt . If  you  mean  the  wedding,  you  come  too  late. 

Conji.  Why,  are  they  married  ? 

Capt.  No,  but  luftily  promifed. 

Sadd.  We  may  come  time  enough  to  be  reveng’d  though.— 

Capt.  Upon  whom  ? your  felves,  for  you  are  only  guilty : who 
carried  them  thither  laft  night  ? who  laid  the  Plot  for  the  Coach- 
man } 

Sadd.  Why,  do  they  know  it  ? 

Love.  Well,  you!  find  the  Poet  a Rogue,  ’tis  he  that  has  be- 
tray’d you  *,  and  if  you’le  take  my  counfel,  be  reveng’d  upon  him. 

Conji.  Nay,  we  were  told  he  did  not  love  us. 

Capt.  By  my  life, you  wrong  him  5 upon  my  knowledge  the  Poet 
meant  you  fhould  have  them. 

Sadd.  Why,  who  had  the  power  to  hinder  then  ? 

Capt.  I know  not  where  the  fault  lies  dire&ly  } they  fay,  the 
wits  of  the  Town  would  not  confent  t©’t,  they  claim  a right  in  the 
Ladies,  as  Orphan-wits. 

Conji.  The  wits ! hang ’em  in  their  ftrong  lines. 

Capt.  Why  I,  fuch  a clinch  as  that  has  undone  you  } and  upon 
my  knowledge  ’twere  enough  to  hinder  your  next  match. 

Sadd.  Why,  what  have  they  to  do  with  us  ? 

Capt . I know  not  what  you  have  done  to  difoblige  them  j but 
they  croft  it  5 there  was  amongft  ’em  too  a pair  of  ftie-wits,  fome- 
thing  ftricken  in  years } they  grew  in  fury  at  the  mention  of  it, 
and  concluded  you  both  with  an  authority  out  of  a modern  Au- 
thor '■>  befides  ’tis  faid,  you  run  naturally  into  the  fix-peny  Ropm 
and  fteal  layings,  and  a difcourle  more  then  your  peny-worth  of 
jefts,  every  Term } why  juft  now,  you  fpit  out  one  jeft  ftollen  from 
a poor  Play,  that  has  but  two  more  in  five  Atts  ^ what  confidence 
is  there  in’t,  knowing  how  dear  we  pay  Poets  for  our  Plays  ? 

Conji.  ’Twas,  Madam,  with  the  ill  face,  one  of  thofe  whom  you 
refus’d  to  falute  the  other  day,  at  Chipps  houfe , a Chees-cake  had 
fav’d  all  this. 

Love.  Why  do  you  not  make  hafte  about  your  bufines,  but  lofe 
time  with  this  Babler } T Sadd. 
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Sadd.  Madam,  will  you  give  us  leave  to  make  ufe  of  your 
Coach? 

Love.  You  may  command  it,  Sir  } when  you  have  done, fend  him 
to  the  Exchange,  where  I’ll  difpatcha  little  bufinefs,  and  be  with 
you  immediately.  [Exeunt  all  but  the  Captain. 

Capt.  So,  this  fire’s  kindled  } put  it  out  that  can.  What  would 
not  I give  for  a Peepers  place  at  the  meeting  5 I’ll  makehafte,  and 
it  {hall  go  hard  but  I’ll  bear  my  part  of  the  mirth  too.  [Exit. 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Widow,  Pleafant,  Carelefs,  Wild,  Parfon, Jolly,  Wanton 
and  Secret  : the  E idler  splay  as  they  come  in. 

Parf  yf  After  Jolly , I find  I am  naturally  inclin’d  to  mirth  this 

iVX.  day,  and  methinks  my  Corns  ake  more  then  my  Horns} 
and  to  a man  that  has  read  Seneca  a Cuckold  ought  to  be  no 
grief}  efpecially  in  this  Parifh  where  I fee  fuch  droves  of  St.  Lukes 
cloathing}there’s  little  Secret  too.  th’allay  of  waiting-woman, makes 
me  hope,  fhe  may  prove  metal  of  the  Parfons  ftandard.  Find  a 
way  to  rid  me  of  Wanton , and  111  put  in  to  be  Chaplain  .to  this 
merry  family  } if  I did  not  enveigle  formal  Secret,  you  ihouid  hang 
me  } I know  the  trick  on’t } ’tis  but  praying  too,  and  preaching  of 
the  waiting-woman,  then  carefully  feeing  her  cufhion  laid,  with 
her  book  and  leaf  turn’d  down,  do’s  it,  with  a few  Anagrams,  A- 
crofticks,  and  her  name  in  the  Regifter  of  my  Bible  : thefe  charm 
the  fbft-foul’d  (inner  } then  fometimes  to  read  a piece  of  my  Ser- 
mon, and  tell  her,  a Saturday,  where  my  Text  fhall  be,  fpells  that 
work  more  then  Philtres. 

Joll.  If  you  can  be  ferious,  we’l  think  of  this  at  leifure.  See 

how  they  ey e Wanton. 

Carel.  What  ? confulting  Parfon  ? let  us  be  judges  betwixt  you} 
d’ye  hear.  Jack l,  if  he  offers  ready  money,  I counfel,  as  a friend, 
take  it } for.  By  this  light,  if  yourefufe  it, your  wife  will  not } d’ye 
fee  thofe  gay  Petti-coats  ? 

Parf.  Yes,  if  you  mean  my  wifes. 

Carel.  You  know  th’are  his,  and  fhe  only  wears  ’em  for  his  plea- 
fure } and  ’tis  dangerous  to  have  a wife  under  another  mans  Petti- 
coats } what  if  you  fhould  find  his  breeches  upon  hers  ? 

Parf.  Are  not  you  married  too  ) take  care  that  yours  do’s  not 
wear  the  Breeches,  another  kind  of  danger,  but  as  troublefome  as 
that,  or  fore-eyes  } and  if  fhe  get  but  a trick  of  taking  as  readily 
as  fhels  perfwaded  to  give,  you  may  find  a horn  at  home  } I have 
feen  a.  Cuckold  of  your  complexion}  if  he  had  had  as  much  hoof  as 
horn^  you  might  have  hunted  the  bead  by  his  flat. 

Pltaf  How  finelhe  is ! and.  By  this  light,  a handfome  wench, 
Mr,  Jollypl  am  eafier  perfwaded  to  be  reconcil’d  to  your  fault,  then 
any  maps.}  I have  feen5  of  this  kind  } her  eyes  have  more  Argu*- 
nients'  in  ’em  then  a thoufand  of  thofe  that  feduce  the  world. } hang 
me  if  thofe  Qyijvei^  be  not  full  of  Darts } I could  kifs  that  mouth. 
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my  felf,  is  this  (he  my  Aunt  quarrel’d  with  you  for  ? 

j oil.  The  fame,  felf-fame.  And  by  this  hand, 1 was  barbarous  to 
her,  for  your  Aunts  fake  5 and  had  I not  fcap’d  that  mifchief  of  ma- 
trimony, By  this  light,  I had  had  never  feen  her  again  5 but  I was 
refolv’dnot  to  quit  her,  till  I wasfureof  a wife,  for  fear  of  what 
has  follow’d  } had  I been  fuch  an  Afs  as  to  have  left  her  upon  the 
Aiery  hopes  of  a widows  Oaths } what  a cafe  had  I been  in  now  ? 

You  fee,  your  Aunt’s  provided  of  a man.  Blefs  him,  and  (end  him 
patience,  ’twould  have  been  fine  to  have  feen  me  walking,  and  figh- 
ing  upon  cold  bunting,  feeking  my  whore  again,  or  forc’d  to  make 
ufe  of  fome  common  mercenary  thing  that  fells  fin  and  difeafes, 
crimes,  penance  and  fad  repentance  together  } here’s  confolation 
and  fatisfadion,  in  Wanton^  though  a man  lofe  his  meal  with  the 
widow.  And,  faith,  be  free,  how  do  you  like  my  Girle  5 rid  thee 
of  her}  what  do’s  (he  want  now,  pray,  but  a joynture,  tofatisfie 
any  honeft  man  ? fpeak  your  ccnlcience } Ladies  don’t  you  think  a 
little  repentance, hereafter, will  ferve,forall  the  fmall  fins  that  good 
nature  can  act  with  fuch  a (inner  ? 

Tart]  Pray,  Sir,  remember  (he’s  my  wife  } and  be  fo  civil  to  us 
both,  as  to  forget  thefe  things. 

j oil.  For  that,  we’l  underftand  hereafter,  ’tis  but  a trick 
of  youth, man,  and  her  jeft  ill  make  us  both  merry,  I warrant  thee. 

Parf.  Pray,  Sir,  no  more  of  your  jeftes,  nor  your  Jack } remem- 
ber my  Coat  and  Calling.  This  familiarity  both  with  my  wife 
and  my  felf,  is  not  decent } your  Clergy  with  Chriftcn  names 
are  fcarce  held  good  Chriftians.  [ Enter  Wid. 

Wid.  I wonder  at  nothing  fo  much^as  M.  'jollies  mirth,  to  day  } 
where  lies  his  part  of  the  jeft  ? couzen’d  or  refus’d  by  all,  not  a fifh 
that  ftays  in’s  Net.  , joll.  bugs 

j toll.  No,  what’s  this  ? ftiew  me  a fairer  in  all  your  ftreams } nor  Wanton, 
is  this  my  (ingle  joy,  who  am  pleas’d  to  find  you  may  be  couzen’d  } 
rejoy ce  to  fee  you  may  be  brought  to  lie  with  a man  for  a jeft  } let 
me  alone  to  fit  you  with  a trick  too. 

Card.  Faith,  it  mu  ft  be  fome  new  trick  } for  thou  art  fo  beaten 
at  the  old  one,  ’twill  neither  pleale  thee  nor  her } befides,  I mean 
to.  teach  her  that  my  lelf. 

Tleaf.  I (hall  never  be  perfectly  quiet  in  my  mind,  till  I fee  fome 
body  as  angry  as  my  felf } yet  I have  fome  confolation  when  I 
think  on  the  wife  plot  that  kill’d  the  Coach-man,  how  the  Plague, 
Red-crofsand  Halberd  has  cut  their  fingers  that  defign’d  it,  their 
anger  will  beperfed.  Secret  fays  they  are  coming,  and  that  the 
Lady  Loise-all  has  given  ’em  the  Alarm.  [Enter  Sadd  and  Conft. 

Wild.  And  fee  where  the  parties  come,  — Storms  and  tempefts 
in  their  minds,  their  looks  are  Daggers. 

Tleaf.  Servant,  what?  your  melancholy  and  full  of  wonder  } I 
lee  you  have  met  the  news. 

Sadd.  Yes  Madam,  we  have  heard  a report  that  will  concern 
both  your  judgement  and  your  honour. 

Tleaf.  Alas,  Sir,  w’are innocent}  ’tis  meer  preaeftination. 

Conti.  All  weddings,  Mr.  Sadd , you  know  goe  by  chance,  like 
hanging.  ^ T 2 " Tleaf 
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Bleaf.  And,  I thank  my  Stars,  I have  fcap’d  hanging  $ to  ha’  been 
his  Bride  had  been  both. 

Confl.  This  is  not  like  the  promife  you  made  us  yefterday. 

IVia.  Why  truly,  Servant , I fcarce  know  what  I do  yet } the 
fright  of  the  Plague  had  fo  poflefs’d  my  mind  with  fear  that  I could 
think  and  dream  of  nothing,  laft  night,  but  of  a tall  black  man,that 
came  and  kifs’d  me  in  my  lleep,  and  (lap’d  his  whip  in  mine  Ears  , 
’twas  a fawcy  Ghoft,  ( not  unlike  my  Coach-man  that's  dead  ) and 
accus’d  you  of  having  a hand  in  his  murder , and  vow’d  to  haunt 
me  till  I was  married,  I told  my  niece  the  dream. 

Pleaf.  Nay,  the  Ghoft  figh’d  , and  accus’d  Secret  and  Mafter 
Sadd  } of  making  him  away  confefs,  faith,  had  you  a hand  in  that 
bloody  jeft  ? 

Wid.  Fie,  Servant  } could  you  be  fo  cruel  as  to  joyn  with  my 
woman  againft  me  ? 

Confl.  ’Tis  well,  Ladys } why  a Pox  do  you  look  at  me,  this  was 
your  fubtil  plot}  a Pox  on  your  Clarks  wit}  you  (aid  the  jeft  would 
beget  a Comedy  when  ’twas  known,  and  fo  I believe  ’twill. 

Sad.  Madam , I find  you  have  difcover’d  our  defign , whofe 
chief  end  was , to  prevent  this  mifchief  which  I doubt  not , but 
you’le  both  live  to  repent  your  {hare  of, before  you  have  done  tra- 
velling to  the  Epfains,  Burbons,and  the  Spawes,  to  cure  thofetra- 
vell’d  difeafes  thefe  Knights  errant  have  , with  Curiofity,  fought 
out  for  you  } ’Tis  true,  th’  are  mifchiefs  that  dwell  in  pleafant 
Countries,  yet  thofe  Rofes  have  their  thorns  } and  I doubt  not,  but 
thefe  gentlemens  wit  may  fting  as  well  as  pleafe , l'ometime  5 and 
you  may  find  it  harder  to  fatisfie  their  travail’d  Experience,  then  to 
have  fuffer’d  our  home-bred  ignorance.  . 

Caret.  Heark,  if  he  be  not  fallen  into  a fit  of  his  Cozen  5 Thefe 
names  of  Places  he  has  ftollen  out  of  her  Receipt-book  5 amongft 
all  whofe  difeafes,  find  me  any  fo  dangerous  , troublefome  or  in- 
curable, as  a fool,  a lean,  pale,  fighing,  coughing  fool,  that’s  rich 
and  poor  both,  being  born  to  an  eftate  , without  a mind  or  heart 
capable  to  ufe  it,  of  a nature  fo  miferable  he  grudges  himfelf  meat  } 
nay,  they  fay,  he  eats  his  meals  twice,  a fellow  whofe  breath  fmells 
of  yefterdays  dinner, and  ftinks  as  if  he  had  eat  all  our  Suppers  over 
again}  I would  advifo  you  Mr .Sadd  to  fleep  with  your  mouth  open, 
to  air  it,  or  get  the  Brewer  to  Ton  it  } Faugh,  an  empty  Juftice, 
that  ftinks  of  the  Lees  and  Cafks,and  belches  Littleton  and  rloj/dens 
Cafes } doft  thou  think  any  woman  that  has  wit,  or  honour,  would 
kifs  that  Bung-hole } by  this  light,  his  head  and  belly  look  as  blew 
and  lank  as  F rench  Rabbets,  or  ftale  Poultry } Alas,  Sir,  my  Lady 
would  have  a husband  to  rejoyce  with , no  green-tail’d  Le&urer, 
to  ftand  Centry  at  his  beds  fide , while  his  nafty  foul  fcoures 
through  him,  fneaking  out  at  the  back  door.  — Thefe,  Sir,  are 
difeafes  which  neither  the  Spaw,  or  Bath,  can  cure  your  Garters 
and  Willow  are  a more  certain  remedy. 

Conjiant.  Well,  Sir,  I find  our  plot’s  betray’d,  and  we  have  pati- 
ence left}  ’Tis  that  damn’d  Captain  has  inform’d. 

Sadd.  Yet  ’tis  one  comfort.  Madam,  that  you  have  mifs’d  that 

man 
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man  of  war,  that  Knight  of  Finfbury  5 His  Dowager,  with  Ale  and 
Switches,  would  ha’  bred  a Ballad. 

Pleaf.  Faith,  Sir,  you  fee  what  a difficulty  it  is,  in  this  Age,  for  a 
woman  to  live  honed:,  though  fhe  have  a proper  man  to  her  huf- 
band  5 therefore  it  behoves  us  to  confider,  who  we  choofe. 

Joll.  The  Lady  has  Reafon  5 for  being  allow’d  but  one , who 
would  choofe  fuch  weazel’s  as  we  fee  daily  mary’d,that  are  all  head 
and  Tail,  crooked,  dirty,  fold  Vermin , predefin'd  for  Cuckolds, 
painted  Snails , with  houfes  on  their  backs , and  horns  as  big  as 
Dutch  Cows  ; would  any  woman  marry  fuch  ? nay,  can  any  wo- 
man be  honed, that  lets  fuch  Hod-man-dods  crawle  o’re  her  Virgin 
bread:,  and  Belly,  or  differ  ’em  to  leave  their  (limy  paths  upon  their 
bodies  onely  for  Joyntures?  Out, ’tis  Mercenary  and  bafe  ; The 
generous  heart  has  onely  the  Laws  of  Nature  and  kindnds  in  her 
view  ; and  when  (he  will  oblige,  Friend  is  all  the  ties  that  nature 
feeks,  who  can  both  bear  and  excufe  thofe  kind  crimes ; And  I be- 
lieve, one  as  poor  as  the  defpis’d  Captain,  and  negle&ed  Courtier, 
may  make  a woman  as  happy  in  a Frienddrip  as  Mader  Sadd,  who 
has  as  many  faults  as  we  have  debts  ; one,  whofe  Father  had  no 
more  credit  with  Nature,  then  ours  had  with  Fortune  ; whofe  foul 
wears  Rags  as  well  as  the  Captains  body. 

Sadd.  Nay  then,  I’le  laugh;  for  I perceive,)' ’are  angryer  then  we; 
Alas,  has  lod  both  ventures,  Wanton , and  the  Widow. 

Joll.  Both,  and  neither  fo  unlucky  as  to  be  thy  wife;  thy  face  is 
hang’d  with  blacks  already,  we  may  fee  the  Bells  toll  in  thy  Eyes  ; 
A Bride  and  a Wedding  Shirt?  a Sexton  and  a winding  fheet?  a 
Scrivener  to  draw  up  joyntures  ? A Parfon  to  make  thy  will, man  ; 
by  this  light  hee’s  as  Chap-fallen  as  if  he  had  layen  under  the  Ta- 
ble all  night. 

Card.  Faith, Mader  Sadd , hee’s  parlouily  in  the  right;  ne’rc 
think  of  marrying  in  this  dull  clime,  wedlock’s  a trade  you’le  ne’re 
go  through  with  ; wives  draw-bills  upon  dght,and’t  will  not  be  for 
your  credit  to  proteft  ’em  ; rather  follow  my  counfel,  and  Marry  la 
Venetiano  for  a night  and  away  ; a Pidol  Joynture  do’s  it ; then  ’tis 
but  repenting  in  the  morning,  and  leave  your  woman,  and  the  fin 
both,  i’th  Bed;  But  if  you  play  the  fool,  like  your  friends,  and 
Marry  in  ferious  earned,  you  may  repent  it  too,  as  they  do  ; but 
wher’s  the  remedy  ? 

Wid.  What  was’t  you  {aid,  Sir,do  you  repent  ? 

Caret.  By  this  hand,  Widow , I don’t  know  ; but  we  have  purfu’d 
a jed  a great  way.  Parfon , are  you  fure  w’are  married. 

Parf.  Yes,  I warrant  you,  for  their  efeaping. 

Caret.  Their  efeaping?  fool,  thou  midak’d  me,  ther’s  no  fear  of 
that ; but  I would  fain  know , if  there  be  no  way  for  me  to  get 
out  of  this  Nooze;  No  hole  to  hide  a mans  head  in  from  this 
Wedlock? 

Parf.  Not  any,  but  what  I prefume  (hee’Ie  (hew  you  anon. 

Caret.  Humtf  Now  do  I feel  all  my  fears  flowing  in  upon  me; 
Wanton  and  Miflrifs  Pleafant  both  grow  dangeroufly  handfome,  a 
Thoufand  Graces  in  each,t  never  okferved  before,  now,  juft  now, 

when 
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when  I ffluft  not  tafte,  I begin  to  long  for  fome  of  their  Plums. 

Wid.  Is  this  ferious,  Sir  ? 

Caret.  Yes  truly,  Widow^hdly  ferious  5 Is  there  no  way  to  get 
three  or  four  mouthfulls  of  Rifles  from  the  Parfons  wife  ? 

Wid.  This  is  fad,  Sir,  upon  my  Wedding  day,  to  defpife  me,  for 
fuch  a Common  thing. 

Sadd.  As  fad,  as  I could  with  } This  isajeft  makes  me  laugh. 
■ — Common  ? no  Madam,that’s  two  bitter, (he’s  forreft  only,where 
the  Royal  Chace  is  as  free  as  Fair. 

Want.  Were  not  you  a Widow  to  day  ? 

Sadd.  Yes  faith.  Girl,  and  as  foolifh  a one  as  ever  Coach  jum- 
bled out  of  joynt. 

Want.  Stay  then  till  to  morrow  , and  tell  me  the  difference 
betwixt  us. 

Sadd.  I hope,  thou’lt  prove  a She-prophet  5 could  I live  to  fee 
thee  turn  honefi  wife,  and  (he  the  Wanton  Widow. 

VVant.  I cannot  but  laugh,  to  fee  how  cafie  it  is,  to  lofe  or  win 
the  opinion  of  the  world  5 a little  cuftom  heals  all,or  elfe  what’s  the 
difference  betwixt  a Married  Widow  and  one  of  us?  can  any  wo- 
man be  pure,  or  worth  the  ferious  Oghing  of  a Generous  heart,  that 
has  had  above  one  hand  lay’d  upon  her  ? is  there  place  to  write  a- 
bove  one  Lovers  name,  with  honour,  in  her  hearty ’tis  indeed  for 
one  a Royal  Palace , but  if  it  admits  of  more  , an  Hofpitall , or 
an  Inne,  at  beff,  as  well  as  ours  $ only  off  from  the  Road , and  left 
frequented. 

Pleaf.  Shrewdly  urg’d. 

Want.  And  though  the  fins  of  my  Family  threw  me  into  want, 
and  made  me  l'ubjedt  to  the  treachery  of  that  broken  faith , to 
whofe  perjury  I owe  all  my  Crimes,  yet  {fill  I can  diftinguifh  be- 
twixt that  follv  and  this  honour  , which  muff  tell  you  3 He  or  JJ?c 
that  would  be  thought  twice  fo , was  never  once  a Lover. 

Conji.  Parfon , thou  art  fitted  } A whore,  and  Apothegms  ! w’hat 
fport  will  fhe  make  us  under  a Tree,  with  a Sallad  , and  fayings,  in 
the  Summer  ? 

Wild.  Come,  Wanton , no  fury 5 you  fee  my  Aunts  angry. 

Want.  So  am  I,  Sir,and  yet  can  calmly  reafon  this  truth  5 Marrv- 
ed  Widows,thoughchaftetothe  Law  and  Cuftom, yet  their  fecond 
Hymens  make  that  which  was  but  dying  in  the  firft  hufbands  Bed, 
a ftain  in  the  fecond  fheets,  where  all  their  kindnefs  and  repeated 
embraces  want  their  value,  becaufe  they’re  fully’d  and  have  loft 
their  Luftre. 

Sadd.  By  this  light,  I’le  go  to  School  to  Wanton , fhe  has  open'd 
my  Eyes,and  I begin  to  believe  I have  fcap’d  miraculoufly  3 By  this 
hand,wench,f  was  within  an  inch  of  being  marry  ed  to  this  Danger^ 
for  what  can  we  call  thefe  fecond  fubmifiions,  but  a tolerated  law- 
ful Mercenarynefs,  which  though  it  be  a rude  and  harfh  exprefii- 
on,yet  your  Carriage  deferves  it. 

Pleaf.  Fy,  Mafter  Sadd , pray  leave  being  witt|^  I fear  , tis  a 
mortal  fin,to  begin  in  the  fifth  Adt  of  your  Days  upon  an  old  lub- 
jedf  too,  abiding  of  Widows,  becaufe  they  defpile  you. 

. Wid. 
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Wid.  Alas,  Niece,  let  him  alone,  he  may  come  in,  for  his  fhare  5 
the  Parfon , that  has  fo  oft  receiv’d  ’em,  will  not  refufe  him  Tythes, 
there,  in  Charity.  . . • 

Want.  That,  or  Conveniency,  Intereft,  or  Importunity,may,  by 
your  Example  prevail  $ But  ’tis  not  fair  play,Madam,  to  turn  your 
Lover  to  the  Common, as  you  call  it, now  hee’s  rid  lean  in  yourfer- 
vice^  take  heed, Mr.  Carelefs, and  warning  Mr .Sadd^  you  fee  how  fit 
for  the  Scavengers  team  your  Lady  leaves  her  Lovers. 

Caret.  Such  a Le&ure  before  I had  MarryJd  would  ha’  made  me 
have  confidered  of  this  matter.  D oft  thou  hear  Wanton  ^ let  us  forgive 
one  another,  being  Marry ’d,  for  that  folly  has  made  ns  guilty  alike. 

Want.  And  I would  fain  know  the  difference  betwixt  ours,  and 
a wedding  crime,which  is  worfty  to  let  love,y^outh  and  good  humor 
betray  us  to  a kindnels,or  to  be  gravely  feduc’d  by  fome  aunt  or  un- 
cle,without  confideration  of  thedifparity  of  Age,Birth,or  Perfons, 
to  lie  down  before  a Joynture  5 Ladies,  you  may  flatter  your  felves, 
but  the  ingenuouspart  of  the  world  cannot  deny,but  fuch  minds, had 
they  been  born  where  our  faults  are  not  only  tolerated  but  protedff 
ed,  would  have  liftned  to  the  fame  things,  Intereft  counfelS  thereto. 

Caret.  Parfon^  what  Boot  betwixt  Our  Wives?  either  come  to  a 
Price,  or  draw  oil  your  Doxy. 

Parf.  Propofe,  propole,  here  will  be  mirth  anon. 

Sad.  Yes,yes,  propofe, while  I break  it  to  your  Lady5Madam,you 
fee, here’s  a proper  man  to  be  had, and  money  to  boot  — what, dumb? 

Want.  No,  lhee’sonely  thinking  $ faith,  Madam,  try ’em  both  to 
Night,  and  choofe  to  morrow. 

Wild.  Come,  no  more  of  this  5 Aunt,  take  my  word  for  your  hufi- 
band,  that  have  had  more  experience  of  him  then  allthefe}  ’tis  true, 
he  will  long  for  theie  Girles,as  children  do  for  plums  3 and  when  h’as 
done,  make  a meal  upon  checlc;,  and  you  muft  not  wonder, nor  quar1 
' rel  at  what  he  lays  in  his  humor,  but  Judge  him  by  his  Aftions  5 arid 
when  he  Is  in  his  fit,  and  raves  moft,  put  him  into  your  bed,  and  fol’d 
him  dole  in  your  Arms.  Aunt ; if  he  do’s  not  rile  as  kind  and  as  good 
a husband  as  he  that  lings  Pfalms  beft,  hang  me  why,  you’re  a fool, 
aunt  •)  a widow, &'  dillike  a longing  Bridegroom  ! I thought  you  had 
known  better  $ do  you  love  a fpurr’d  horfe, rather  then  a Duker,that 
neighs,and  Icrapes^  I would  not  lay  this, but  that  I know  himjlet  him 
not  go  out  of  your -fight,  for  hee’s  now  in  fealon,  a Ripe  mature  huf~ 
band  ^ No  delays , if  you  let  him  hang  longer  upon  hope  his  fruit 
will  fall  alone. 

Wid.  You  are  merry, Sir  s,  But  if  I had  known  this  humor.  She  kjfjes 

Wild.  You’d  ha’  kifs’d  him  firft  \ but  beiltg  ignorant,  let  me  make  Carl,  and  he 
you  blulii  5 come,  a kifs,  and  all’s  Friends.  ~ hownoWjSirjagen,^^  her 
ageiB^tmt,  look  to  your  felf.  * ■ . tmce 

C arel.  Um  ! By  tbisdight,  fweet  heart,  and  I thank  thee , Nay  wi-  Kiffe*  her 
dow,  there’s  no  jefting  with  theie  things  — --  Nay,  I am  aEyon,in  my  again. 
Love : Aware^Piffs,  if  you  flatter  me,  for  Khali  deceivb  you. 

P arf. Since  all  are  couzen’d,why  Ihould  I be  trdubled  atrtiy  fortune^ 
faith  Gentlemen, whatwill  ybiitWo  give  rile  for  a wife,bet\vixt  you? 

Conji.  Faith, they ’re  mifehiefs  deare  bought,though  a ifljurget’em 
for  nothing.  Parf. 
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Parf.  I’me  almoftof  his  mind  } and  if  other  people  find  no  more 
pleafure  in  a marri’d  life  then  I,  upon  my  wedding  day,  I’de  pafs 
my  time  in  the  Piazza , with  the  Mountebank,  and  let  him  pra&ife 
upon  my  Teeth,  and  draw  ’em  too  ere  he  perfwades  the  words  of 
matrimony  out  of  my  mouth  again.  I,  I,  M.  Conjlant,  you  may 
laugh,  you  ha  mifs’d  a wife  } would  I were  in  your  cafe,  the  world 
{hould  fee  how  chearfully  I fhould  bear  fuch  an  affliftion. 

Conjl.  Jack,  I ha  made  my  peace  at  home,  and  by  feeing  others 
Ihip-wrack’d  will  avoid  the  danger,  and  here  refolve,  never  to  figh 
again  for  any  woman}  th’are  weeds  grow  in  ev’ry  hedge^and  tranf- 
planting  of ’em  thus  to  our  Beds  gives  certain  trouble,  feldom 
pleafure,  never  profit*  [Enter  Capt. 

Parf.  See  where  the  enemy  comes } now  if  you  be  wife,  arm, 
and  unite  againft  him,  as  a common  foe  } he’s  come  from  his  ola 
Lady,  defigning  a reconciliation  5 the  Rogue’s  provident,  and 
would  fain  have  a Neft  for  his  Age  to  reft  in } Buff  and  Feathers 
do  well  in  the  youth  and  heat  of  thirty } but  in  the  winter  of  old 
age.  Captain  at  threefcore,  lame  and  lean,  may  lie  with  the  Alma- 
nack out  of  date. 

Capt.  The  Parfon’s  grown  witty  , and  prophefies  upon  the 
ftrength  of  Bride-Cake}  if  I guefs  aright,  thou’lt  be  hang’d } for  ’tis 
a truth , I have  been  endeavouring  to  make  it  appear,  her  fears 
were  miftaken  in  me  : but  I find  the  witch  more  implacable  then 
the  Devil } the  waiting-woman  is  harder  to  forgive  her  part,  then 
my  Lady.  Faithful  will  not  be  reconcil’d,  the  mercilefs  Baud  is  ail 
fire  and  fword,  no  quarter  } Blefs  me  from  an  old  waiting-wo- 
mans wrath  } lhe’1  never  forgive  me  the  difappointing  her  of  a pro- 
mile  when  I was  drunk  } her  Lady  and  fhe  are  coming,  but  in  fuch 
a fury,  I would  not  have  the  ftorm  find  you  in  the  ftreet } therefore 
I counfel  you  to  avoid  the  boys , and  take  fhelter  in  the  next 
houfe. 

Wild.  No,  let’s  home,  and  with  all  diligence  get  our  dinner,  to 
defend  us } and  let  the  Porter  difpute  it  at  the  wicket,  till  (he  figns 
Articles  of  peace. 

Omnes . Agreed. Carelefs  is  kind  to  the  Widow  } as  he  goes 

out , Wild  and  Pleafant^fl  together, Jolly 
and  the  Parfons  tvifego  together. 

Wild.  See  how  they  pair  now,  ’tis  not  threefcore  year  will  part 
’em  now  he  has  tailed  a kils  or  two. 

j foil.  Parlon,  I’ll  be  your  Bride-man. 

Parf.  ’Tis  well.  Sir,  I lhall  ha  my  time  too. 

Joll.  I by  this  hand } nay,  we’l  fhare  fairly. 

Capt.  That’s  but  reafon,  Wanton } and  fince  he  grows  tame,  ufe 
him  kindly  for  my  fake. 

Parf.  Can  any  of  you  digefi:  Spungeand  Arfenick.  ? 

Capt.  Arjenick?  what’s  that  ? 

Parf.  An  Italian  Sallad,  which  I’ll  drels  for  you,  By  Jove3er'e  I’ll 
walk  in  my  Canonical-coat  lin’d  with  horn  } Death,  if  I fuffer 
this,  we  lhall  have  that  damn’d  Courtier  pfiick  on  his  fhooes  with 
the  Parfons  Mulbns } fine  y ’faith,  none  but  the  fmall  Levites  brow 

to 
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to  plant  your  fhooing-horn-feed  in  ? — ^ -How  flow  > • As  be  is  go- 

Capt.  Prithee,  Jack.,  ftay,  and  fay  fomething  to  the  Gentlemen,  l”£°f  ^ 
by  way;  of  Epilogue.  Thou  art  a piece  of  a fcurvey  Poet  thy  felf  \ 
prithee  oblige  the  Author,  and  give  us  a line  or  two  in  praife  of  his  'm% 

Play. 

Tarf.  I oblige  him?  hang  him  and  all  his  friends,  and  hurt  no 
body  } yes,  I’me  likely  to  lpeak  for  him}  you  fee  how  I ha  been  us’d 
to  day  betwixt  you,  I (hall  find  a time  to  be  reveng’d  } let  go  my 
cloak  } I have  a Province,  within,  of  mine  own  to  govern,  let 
me  go. 

Cap . Who,  thy  wife?  faith  ftay,  and  give  them  an  opportuni- 
ty } thy  pain  will  be  the  fooner  over : you  fee  ’tis  a thing  rdolv’d 
betwixt  ’em,  and  now  thou’rt  fatisfi’d  in  the  matter,  be  wife  and 
filent}who  knows  what  good  fhe  may  do  thee  another  time  } 1 dare 
fay,  if  fhe  had  as  many  fouls  in  her  as  fhe  had  men,  fhe’d  bring  thee 
a cure  of  her  felf. 

Tarf.  Let  me  go,  or  I fhall  be  as  troublefome  as  you  are  injuri- 
ous, for  all  your  Titles,  Sir. 

Capt. Lend  me  your  cloak  then,to  appear  more  decent}you’d  not 
ha  me  prefent  Epilogue  in  Buff,  whorfon  Dunce,  with  a red  nofe. 

Tarf.  Sir,  my  bufinefs  is  praying,  not  Epilogues. 

Cap.  With  that  face  ? By  this  light,  Stis  a fcandal  to  fee  it  flam- 
ing fo  neer  the  altar  } thou  look’ft  as  if  thou’dft  cry  tope,  in  the 
face  of  the  Congregation,  inftead  of  Amen. 

Tarf.  Thou’rt  an  Afs,’tis  proper  there,  t’has  zeal  and  fervor  in’t, 
and  burns  before  the  Altar  like  the  primitive  Lamps. 

Cap.  I cry  thee  mercy}  By  this  light, he’l  make  it  facriledgeanon 
toftealhis  nofe}  thou’lt  entitle  the  Altar  to  that  Coal } was’t  not 
kindl’d  Ex  voto  ? nay,  I will  have  your  cloak. 

Tarf.  Take  it  } would  ’twerc  Nejjus  his  ftiirt,  for  you  and  your 
Poets  fake.  Q Exit  Parfon. 

Copt.  What,  do’s  the  Rogue  wifh  ’twere  made  of  Nettles  ? 

Captain  puts  on  his  Cloa and  addrejfes  himfelf  to  fyeat^  the 
Epilogue , and  is  interrupted  by  the  Lady  Love-all  and  Faith- 
full  her  woman , who  in  hajle  and  full  of  anger  pull  him  by 
the  Cloaks 

Love.  By  your  favour.  Sir } did  you  fee  any  company  pafs  this  pj,e 
Way  ? . flajes. 

Capt.  None,  but  the  three  Brides,  and  they  are  gone  juft  before 
you. — Hark,  theMufick  will  guide  you. 

Love.  Is  it  certain  then  they’re  married  ? 

Capt.  Yes,  Lady,  I (aw  the  Churches  rights  performed. 

Faithf.  Why  do’s  your  Ladilhip  lofe  time  in  talking  with  this 
fellow  } don’t  you  know  him,  Madam  ? ’tis  the  rafcally  Captain, 
hid  in  a black  cloak } I know  you,Sirrah. 

Love.  She  has  reafon  } now  I mark  him  better,  I Ihould  know 
that  falfe  face  too  } fee  Faithful , there  are  thofe  treacherous  eyes 
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Capt.  Alas,  you  miftake  me.  Madam,  I am  Epilogue  now } the 
Captain’s  within  5 and  as  a friend  I counfel  you,  not  to  incenfe  the 
Gentlemen  againft  the  Poet,  for  he  knows  all  your  ftory  $ and  if 
you  anger  him  he’l  put  it  in  a Play  5 but  if  you’l  do  friendly  offices. 
I’ll  undertake,  inftead  of  your  Pearl  you  loft,  to  help  you  to  the 
Jewel, the  Scotch  Di&ionary  will  tell  you  the  value  of  it } let  them 
go  alone,  and  fret  not  at  their  lol's,  ftay,and  take  my  counfel,it  fhall 
Be  worth  three  revenges. 

Love.  Well,  what  is’t,  Sir  ? 

Capt.  They  fay,  you  have  a great  power  over  the  Parfon  } if 
you  can  prevail  with  him  to  exprefs  his  anger  in  fome  Satyrick 
Comedy  (for  the  knave  has  wit,  and  they  fay  his  genius  lies  that 
way,)  tell  him,  ’tis  expected  he  fhould  be  revenged  upon  the  illite- 
rate Courtier  that  made  this  Play  } if  you  can  bring  this  bufinefs 
about,  I may  find  a way,  as  Epilogue,  to  be  thankful,  though  the 
Captain  abus’d  you  to  day.  Think  on’t,  Stephen  is  as  handfome, 
when  the  Play  is  done,  as  Mr.  Wild  was  in  the  Scene. 

Love.  There’s  fomething  of  reafon  in  what  he  fays. But  my 

friend,  how  fhall  one  believe  you  } you  that  were  fuch  a Rafcal  to 
day,  in  Buffi,  is  it  to  be  hoped  you  can  be  honeft  only  with  putting 
on  a black  cloak  ? well,  I’ll  venture  once  again  5 and  if  I have  any 
power,  he  fhall  fting  the  malicious  Rafcal } and  I think  he  is  fit  for 
fuch  a bufinefs.  I’me  fure  he  has  the  worft  tongue  } and  a confcience 
that  neither  honour  nor  truth  binds } and  therefore  ’tis  to  be  belie- 
ved,if  he  will  rail  in  publick  he  may  be  even  with  your  Poet}I  will 
cloath  and  feed  him  and  his  Mufe  this  leven  years, but  I will  plague 
him : Secret  tells  me,  ’twas  your  Poet  too  that  pawn’d  me,  to  day, 
in  the  Tavern. 

Capt.  By  my  faith,  did  he  } nay  ’twas  he  that  told  me  of  your 
friendfhip  with  Jo/fj. 

Love.  I wonder  the  Parfon  has  been  fo  long  filent } a man  of  his 
coat  and  parts,  to  be  beaten  with  a pen,  by  one  that  fpeaks  fence  by 
rote,  likeParots } one  that  knows  not  why  fence  is  fence,  but  by 
the  found  } one  that  can  foarce  read,  nay,  not  his  own  hand } well, 
remember  your  promife. 

Capt.  Leave  it  to  me,  he  is  yours  } and  if  our  Plot  take,  you 
fhall  all  have  your  fhares  in  the  mirth  5 but  not  the  profit  of  the 
Play  } and  the  Parfon,  more  then  his  Tythe,  a fecond  day. 

Love.  We  will  difoourfo  of  this  fome  other  time}  and  pray 
difpatch  what  ’tis  you  have  to  fay  to  this  noble  company,  that  I 
may  be  gone  } for  thofe  Gentlemen  will  be  in  fuch  fury,  if  I ftay  } 
and  thinK,  becaufe  we  are  alone,  God  knows  what. 

Capt.  ’Tis  no  matter  what  they  think,  ’tis  not  them  we  are  to 
ftudy  now  } but  thefo  guefts,  to  whom  pray  addrefs  your  felfi  civil- 
ly, and  beg  that  they  would  pleafe  to  become  Fathers,  and  give 
thofe  Brides  within}  what  fay  you,Gentlemen,  will  you  lend  your 
hands  to  joyn  them  } the  Match  you  fte  is  made}  if  you  refufe, 
Stephen  m\ftes  the  Wench,  and  then  you  cannot  juftly  blame  the 
Poet.  For  you  know,  they  fay,  that  alone  is  enough  to  fpoil  the 
Play. 
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Alphnfo , Duke  of  Millain.? 

Sfor%a,  His  Son  in  Love  with  Fidelia. 

Julia  , Widow  to ^the  decked,  Duke  of \Yaviay  now 
Dutchefs  of  Mittain. 

Vi&oria,  Daughter  to  Alphonfa , in?  Love  with  Cofmo. 
Cofmo , Son  to  Julia,  in  Love  with  Victoria. 

Fidelia , Julias  Daughter,  in  Love  with  Sfor^a. 

Matthias , The  deceafed  Di^k?,  of  Pavia  only  mentioned. 
Martino , A Lord  of  Pavia  Favorite  to  the  deceas’d 
Duke  and  Pv^hefs,  ^idindV/  Favorite  to  Alpboitfo. 
Carlo,  Gdverd  our  of  the  Caftle  of  Millain,  a Creature  of 
Julia's,  and  Secretary.  ? 

Baptifia  y A Lord  of  Pavia  , banidied  both  States , in 
Love  with  Fidelia. 

Antonio , ( ; />  . f 

Giovanni , f rIends  to 
Rich  ar  do,  a 'i  1 

Ferdinanclo,  fnends  to 
fhilhpmc,  Page  to  Victoria. 

Pietro,  Nicolett ,Banditoes. 

^ Hermit. 

F rivalling  A Ferry-man  over  the  P oe. 

Bcrtoliiiy  His  Man. 

Argentin,  His  Wife. 

M oretta.  His  Maid. 

Attendants , Such  as  the  Scene  requires. 

Angelica , * Servants  to  the  Princefs. 

Maria,  § " 


All  four  Honed:  Men. 
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Enter  Giovanni,  Ferdinando,  aticl  two  Officers 
of  the  Army. 

~ ~ ]/ 

Giovanni.  "7*  Ere  I worthy  to  counfell  the  Duke,  he 

/yA  / fhould  know  this  removing  of  Gene- 
i.  / %/  r^ls,  breeds  ill  blood,  and  difaffefts 
'W  the  Souldiers  5 whole  kindnefs  at  this 

time  is  of  more  importance  then  his 

fecurity  will  give  faith  to. 

* Ferdi.  That  Cojino  was  made  General,though  it  feemed  If  range  at 
firft  } yet  thofe  that  know  Julia  s.  power  with  the  old  Duke, he  be- 
ing her  Son,  wonder  not  at  it.  But  how  he  comes  now  to  be  dil- 
graced , and  yet  die  and  Martino  hold  their  Intereft  in  Court, 
makes  me  fufpeft  fome  foul  play,  fome  further  defignesthen  their 
Craft  will  let  us  difcover. 

Giov.  He  has  won  ftrangely  upon  the  Souldiers  by  his  Courage 
and  Affability  5 for  thofe  that  are  his  Enemies  will  yet  allow 
Prince  Cofrno  a gallant  and  flout  Soaldier  , elfe  he  would  have 
found  the  hatred  they  bear  his  Mother  would  have  clouded  all 
his  parts, 5 his  firft  Reception  was  fo  cold,  we  thought  he  looked 
deje&ed,  as  if  he  were  afham’d  to  own  his  Mother. 

Ferdi.  Prithee  talk  no  more  of  her  5 foe  is  an  evil  the  Nation 
ought  to  arm  again  ft , The  fword  (and  that  fpeediiy  bent  againft 
her)  can  onely  prevent  the  ruine  the  and  Martino  threaten  this 
State  with.  Prayers  find  too  ilow  Remedies  for  fuch  mifchiefs  as 
their  power  daily  contrives. 

Giov.  Heaven  had  many  Crimes  to  puniih  in  Millain , when  (lie 
and  Martino  were  fent  our  fcourges  , Her  own  Subjects  defpis’d  and 
feorn’dher,  and  deriding  her  victory,  fay,  we  fought  for  their 
difeafes  onely. 

Ferdi . I wonder  how  Prince  sforza  brooks  this  Familiarity  of 
hers  with  Martino  $ for  ’tis  faid , he  paffionately  affe&s  the 
Princels  Fidelia  , a Virgin  of  unqueftion’d  Virtue , and  yet  .her 
daughter.  r. 

Giov.  She  has  indeed  an  unfpotted  F ame^and  when  I conlider  it, 
lam  amazed,  to  think  Nature  ihould  fend  fuch  Sovereign  Fruit 
from  fo  ppyfonous  a Root,  vet  they  fay  Prince  sforza  but  ill  di- 
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gefted  his  Fathers  Marriage  with  the  Mother , for  all  his  Paffion 
for  the  Daughter. 

Ferdi.  Can  you  blame  him  ? Is  it  not  a hard  Condition  to  find 
his  Enemy  and  his  Captive  become  his  Mother  ? Supplanting  him 
in  all  the  power  andtruftof  his  Father?  yet  his  Piety  makes  him 
obedient,  even  to  her  weaknefs  3 and  civil,  even  to  his  Fathers 
faults. 

Giov.  O ’tis  a matchlefs  Gallantry  inhabits  in  him  5 his  Princely 
breafi:  is  all  compos’d  of  Honour  3 whether  Enemy  or  Friend,  he 
conquers  frill 3 fo  faithfull  in  his  Promife,  mild  in  Command,  and 
gentle  in  Difpiite,Conftant  and  Refolute  in  dangers,never  abfent  to 
himfelf,  never  tranfported  when  he  overcomes,  nor  lofing  himfelf 
indiforder,  nor  amazed  when  he  is  worfted 3 I have  feenhimwin 
and  lofe  a battle,  but  with  that  evennelsof  Soul,  as  fair  Game- 
fters  ufe  to  meet  their  fortunes  with. 

Ferdi.  Yet  I heard  him  fay,  he  thought  it  had  been  better  for 
MiUain  to  have  loft  the  battle, then  wonne  Pavia.  3 fince  his  Fathers 
weaknefs  had  fo  far  betray’d  him  as  to  marry  Julia. 

Giov.  See  if  we  were  not  fallen  into  the  dilcourfe  of  her  again, 
that  Curfe  5 and  our  miferies  are  fo  large  a Theam  we  cannot  fhun 
it,  though  we  warn  each  other. 

Ferdi.  To  divert  you  from  that  difeourfe,  pray  let  me  know 
your  intention  3 are  you  for  Millain , with  the  Generali,  or  will 
you  day  here  ? I mean  to  wait  upon  him,  and,  by  that  Title,  .till  I 
fee  forne  worthier  then  himfelf  receive  his  Command,  which  they 
will  fcarce  find  in  Millain. 

Giov.  Prithee,  Ferdinando , think  better  of  me,  then  to  believe 
I will  ferve  under  any  Man  that  Clouds  Prince  Cofmo  3 let  us  go  find 
him  at  his  Lodging. 

Ferdi.  He  is  gone  abroad  , I faw  him  and  Antonio  upon  the 
workes;  This  way  we  fhallmeet  them,  fee  where  they  come. — 

Enter  Cofmo,  Antonio,  and  Carlo  3 Cofmo  hat  a Letter  open 
in  his  hand0  which  he  reads  with  a troubled  look: 

Cofmo.  They  need  not  be  fo  haftyin  repeating  their  Injuries 
from-  Millain  3 Cofmo  has  not  lb  ill  a Memory  to  forget  the  fir  ft,  that 

they  need  not  prompt  him  with  a fecond3 ihefe  are  to  Command 

you  to  quit  the  Army , and  to  attend  us  at  Millain,  to  know  our  further 
pleafure.  Alphonjo  the  Duke  may  command,  and  tis  juft  that  I 
obey  3 And  ’tis  as  great  a truth,  his  Command  ought  to  be  juft. 
What  if  I will  not  quit  the  Army  ? ’tis  not  this  paper  can  force 
me,  Carlo  ? 

Giov.  Force  ! who  dares  think  they  can  force  hence  the  Lom- 
bard General,  or,  atleaft,  publifh  that  thought?  Death!  do  not 
go,  Sir  3 fay  tous,  you  are  wrong’d,  and  you  will  have  juftice  ere 
you  ftir  3 we  will  fend  a Meflenger  fhall  make  Millain  know  (he 
has  her  power  from  hence. 

Cof.  I thank  you  for  your  hearty  affefrion  3 but  I muft  not  let 
you  be  faulty  to  ferve  me  3 my  Lord,  you  may  return,  and  fay,  1 
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fhall  obey  } My  innocence  dares  go  and  meet  the  author  of  this  in- 
jury, and  then  play  Cofmds  part.  / . . . , 

Carl.  Sir,  I am  forry  ;twas  my  misfortune  to  bring  this  unwel- 
come news  } arid  ’t was'  one  part  of  their  defign  that  wrought  this 
mifchief,  to  have  me  employed  5 that  it  might  wither  my  hopes'#*, 
your  Highnefs  favour  }'but  this  Letter,  Sir,  I hope*  Will  acquit  me  5 jjg  delivers 
5tiS  from  your  Princely  Mother.  - _ Uj;  ^im  a Letter. 

Ferd.  Giovanni  ^ that  is one  of  Julias  familiars  5 would  thou  or  which  be 
I had  the  opening  of  his  heart } what  a neft  of  Villains  we  fhould  opens. 
difcover ! Cofmo  tears 

Cof.  Womens  counfels  are  like  their  aftions  5 let  her  pra&ife  bls  fibers 
her  patience  ftill  5 though  fhe  can  digeft  affronts  and  (corns,  they  atcr’ 
fhall  find  Cofmo  will  riot } I muft  be  patient  and  fufier  an  affront, 
becaufe  Prince  sforza  is  to  fucceed  in  my  Command. 

Car.  So  it  was  reported;,  Sir  } but  ’twas  the  wonder  of  all,  why 
he  of  late  ihould  fo  labour  your  remove  5 nor  could  we  learn  who 
were  the  means  he  wrought  by, till  theDutchefs  fufpe&ing  your  Si- 
fter Fidelia  intercepted  fomeof  her  Letters,  by  which  (he  found 
the  Prince  and  your  Sifter  hold  intelligence}  and  ’twas  her  com- 
mand, and  Count  Martino  counfell’d,  that  your  Highnefs  fhould 
not  build  too  much  upon  the  Teeming  friendfhip  of  the  Prince  } 
who  but  ill  brooks  the  love  and  truft  your  Highnefs  has  in  MiUain  } 
and  thole  that  will  ftrike  at  your  honour  thus,fhe  fays, would  ftrike 
at  Prince  Cofmo^ if  they  durft  attempt  him. 

Ferd.  Did  not  I tell  you,  that  is.  a Villain. 

Cof.  I find  him,  and  her  practice  too,  fond  Girle. 

Giov.  Ha ! ’tis  Prince  sforza  then  that  fucceeds  our  General. 

Cof.  What  if  it  be  Prince  Sforza  .<?  what  is  that  to  me  5 who  has 
heard  me  queftion  his  merits  ? or  wifh  one  glory  from  his  grow- 
ing greatnefs  ? why  then  ihould  he  look  with  envious  eyes  on 
mine  ? are  honours  fo  fcarce  in  the  Court  of  MiUain , that  they 
muft  rob  a ftranger,  ere  they  can  pay  their  Debts  to  their  Prince  ? 
let  them  build  him  Trophcesof  their  Love,  till  his  envied  fame 
grows  great  as  his  mind  } I fhall  not  repine  at  it,  fo  I be  not  injur’d} 
who  ever  heard  Cofmo  repeat  the  ruine  he  fuffer’d  in  the  war  be- 
twixt MiUain  and  Pavia  , becaufe  I was  then  their  enemy  ? and 
though  I loft  my  Country,  I kept  my  honour.  But  when  they  will 
call  me  friend,  and  injure  me } (mile  in  my  face,  and  ftab  me } wifh 
healthrto  Cofmo , and  put  poyfon  in  his  cup  } the  world  muft  par- 
don me,  if  then  my  pallion  grows  untame  } when  I fee  they  aim  to 
make  me  the  bafis  to  build  anothers  greatnefs  on } which  ere  I will 
fuffer,  I'll  raife  a ftorm  fhall  fhake  the  proudeft  in  their  proudeft 
thoughts.  Antonio , follow  me.  Exit  Cofmo  and  Antonio. 

Car . This  I look’d  not  for  } I muft  find  him.  j Exit. 

Ferd.  This  mifchief  I forefaw  } *tis  eafie  to  read  Julia* s craft } the 
malice  of  1 bloody  and  an  ambitious  woman  is  clearly  toberdifco- 
vered.  Oh,  Giovanni , the  ruine  that  threatens  this  State  muft 
have  fudden,  honeft,  and  bold  remedies  5 and  we  muft  wear  our 
(words  ready  for  all  occafions. 

Gv'tf.’Tis  apparent  her  defign  is  to  break  the  friendfhip  between  the 
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two  Princess  and  I am  confident,  Sforza has  no  hand  in  this  inju- 
ry done  to  our  General  5 therefore  let  us  hafte  to  Pavia,  and  ac- 
quaint Prince  Sforza  with  what  has  paft,  whither  I believe  Cojmo 
is  gone  5 his  nature  is  too]  fiery  to  ileep  upon  fuch  a conceived 
injury. 

Ferd.  Agreed : But  let  us  pafs  by  MiUain , and  obferve  what 
face  the  Court  wears  towards  the  Souldiers  s that  will  inftruft  us 
how  to  proceed  5 for  my  fears  apprehend  fome  fudden  mifchief. 

[ Exeunt , 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Martino  and  a Servant. 

Mart.  The  Duke  fpeechlefs,  no  fign  of  life,  but  warmth  ? 

Serv.  The  Phyfitian  bad  me  tell  you,  that  he  apprehends  this 
relapfe  will  be  mortal.  [_ajide . 

Mart.  If  he  (hould  die,  ’twould  crofs  all  our  defigns ^Carlo  is  ab- 
(ent  too  : this  chance  diftra&s  me  s faw  you  the  Dutchels  ? 

Serv.  No,  Sir,  but  one  was  dilpatch'd  to  call  her.  [ Exit  Serv. 

Mart.  Hafte  to  the  Phyfitian,  and  the  Guards  3 command  them 
ftri&ly  to  admit  no  vifits,  till  I come.  [Enter  J ulia. 

J ul.  O Martino , we  are  loft,for  ever  loft,  if  fuddenly  we  attempt 
not  fome  brave  refcue  3 arid  the  plot  we  have  fo  gloried  in  (our 
breaking  the  friendfhip  betwixt  my  Son  and  Sforza)  as  ’twas  then 
the  way  to  compafs  our  ends,  if  the  Duke  dies,it  will  be  our  utter 
ruine. 

Mart.  What  fays  your  Meflenger,  how  did  he  leave  him  ? 

Jul.  The  Impoftume  brake,and  he  was  almoft  ftrangled  ere  they 
found  it  s and  he  left  him  fpeechlefs,  and  void  of  reafon  5 a"d 
he  mu  ft  find  fudden  eafe,  or  death. 

Mart . But  why  this  diftra&ion,  Madam  ? think  you  I have  not 
thought  of  all  the  remedies  that  either  our  power  or  craft  can 
propofe  ? thinks  your  Highnefs  that  Martino  is  fo  dull,  as  to  fleep 
in  this  ftorm  where  you  and  Cofmo  are  threatn’d  ? No,  Madam,  I 
am  too  proud  and  kind  to  quit  the  Helm,  which  thus  long  your  fa- 
vour hath  put  in  my  hands. 

Jul.  What  then  do’s  thy  foul  prompt  thee  to?  is  there  a hope 
left  we  may  gain  Sforza  to  our  party  ? 

Mart.  No,  no  5 that  thought  is  vain  and  defperates  Sforzah 
not  to  be  Wrought  upon  5 were  he  a coward  I would  fright  him 
from  the  Throne  5 or  were  he  a fool,  I would  flatter  him  till 
his  heart  were  tame,  and  then  rock  him  afleep,  and  infenfibly  rob 
him  of  a Crown.  But  thele  charms  have  no  power  upon  him,  his 
fullen  nature’s  proof  againft  them  and  luft : yet  if  Fidelia  would 
joyn,  that  bait  might  engage  his  foul, s for  I know  he  loves  her  s 
and  if  (he  would  be  wife  enough  to  liften  to  her  own  good,  I 
would  not  doubt  out  fucceft.  Did  you  move  it  to  her  ? 

Jul.  Yes,  yes  5 But  hell  upon  her,  (he’s  too  cold,  (he  was  chang- 
ed, fure,  in  the  Cradle  j No  child  of  mine  could  be  fo  unfeafona- 
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blv  ^ertuous  } when  t urged  it  to  her  with  all  the  kindnefs  and  in- 
terefl  cf  a Mother  5 Shewed  her  that  all  her  pafl  glories,  prefent 
honours  and  fafety  depended  upon  her  confent } fhe  urged  confci- 
ence  and  the  Godsend  a thoufand  ftrange  examples  of  their  judge- 
ments upon  fuch  actions.  In  fhort, 1 fear  fhe  is  honeft  , and  there- 
fore neither  to  be  trufled,  nor  tempted  longer. 

Mart.  Hell  take  her  and  her  froward  conference  5 let  her  live 
and  dye  a fool,  and  (lave  to  Sforza , fince  fhe  prefers  a Maiden- 
head before  a Crown.  Secret  is  honeffy  enough  for  any  woman  } 
and  fince  there  is  no  other  remedy,  they  both  muff  dye,  I have  or- 
dered to  admit  no  vifits  } and  if  he  dye,  we  muft  conceal  it  till 
Sforza  be  dead,  which  is  the  only  counfel  bur  extremity  admits.  She  leans 

Jul.  That  was  fpokelike  a friend  to  Julia-,  now  I find  my  youth  uPon  him. 
did  not  erre  in  her  choice^nor  do  I grudge  that  bounty  or  love  that 

purchas’d  Martino’s  friendfhip, Sforza  muff:  dye,  was  it  not  fo 

thou  faid’fl  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  Madam,  hemuft  dye,  ’tis  the  only  remedy  3 if  he 
get  the  Crown,  we  are  fhort  lived. 

J ul.  Sforza  get  the  Crown  ? has  J nl.  quitted  all  her  peace,  all 
her  honour,  and  her  God,  to  make  her  Cofmo  great } and  after  that, 
lhall  fhe  fee  him  floop  to  Sforza  } I had  rather  thofe  limbs  were 
torn  by  a Hang-man. 

Mart.  Put  off  your  fears,  and  calm  this  paflion  } ’tis  refolv’d, 
sforza  lhall  dye,  and  your  Highnefs  laugh  at  his  Tragedy,  whole 
thoughts  are  big  with  hopes  of  our  mifery. 

jf#/.  Thefe  words  have  given  life  to  my  dying  hopes  } and  could 
I hear  thee  fay  Sforza  was  dead,  Julia  were  then  Miftrifs  of  all  her 
wifhes  } and  till  f do  hear  that  mufick  in  thy  voice , the  fear  that  he 
fhould  live  mailer  of  Cofmo  and  thee,  makes  my  joy  faint  } for 
know,  I have  let  up  my  rcff  } and  we  will  (land  the  greateff,  or  fall 
the  wicked’ll  in  Millain.  O .Martino , canfl  thou  call  to  thy  mind 
that  fad  day,  when  I kneel’d  a petitioner  at  great  Matthias  feet 
(thy  dead  Lord  and  mine)  the  private  eflate  I then  mourn’d,  ga- 
ther’d from  his  firft  looks  ambitious  hopes,  which  with  fuch  art 
I managed,  that  ere  I had  my  flory  told  with  tears  and  youth,  fo 
cunningly  I pleaded,  that  he  left  to  be  C<efar,  and  rather  obeyed, 
then  granted  what  I fought } but  Love  was  my  aid  then.  Love  mo- 
ved in  thefe  eyes } and  fb  powerful  were  thofe  tears,  his  heart  was 
ffruck  with  the  fad  objed  } but  thefe  eyes  had  fire  in  them  then, 

Martino , Fire,  fuch  as  that  mifery  could  not  cloud,  fuch  as  thofe 
tears  could  not  quench  } But  to  his  bed  they  lighted  Julia,  F avia's 
Duke  I ruled,  and  upon  a cruell  Brother  took  a deep  Revenge  } 

High  was  the  Fame  of  Julia's  Beauty  then,  when  all  bowed  to 
Julia,  and  obferv’d  her  riling,  as  if  the  day  had  broke  from  thefe 
Eyes  to  whofe  power  all  {loop’d}  Yet  then,  Martino,  my  Martino , 
in  midff  of  all  thefe  glories  commanded  Julia. 

Mart.  Why  do  you  repeat  this.  Madam  ? Do  you  believe  your 
Servant  wants  lpurs  ? Are  not  our  Intereffs  equal  ? Is  there  any  thing 
can  attempt  me  to  be  ungrateful  ? 

Julia.  No,  Martino , not  that  I fear  thy  gratitude,but  to  call  to 
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thy  Memory  thy  dead  friends  $ That  Iwashandfome'isbut  a weak 
She  pynts  to  Argument  $ and  if  thou  (houldft  prove  forgetful,  Julia  would  not 
her  foe,  frown  upon  thee,  becaufe  (heknowes  ’tis  vain  and  idle}  frownes 
and  anger  from  decayed  Beauty  beget  no  terrour  in  Men  , ’tis 
like  C£jar  in  his  Marble,  which  to  none  terrour  beares. 

Mart.  Take  heed  how  you  encourage  me  to  be  falfe  $ Men,when 
He  embraces  they  fear  no  punifhment,  are  feldome  faithful  for  Honours  fake,and 
her.  if  I (hould  be  falfe,  what  would  you  do  ? 

Julia.  Mourn , and  conjure  thee  to  thy  faith  again,  by  all  thofe 
paid  pleafures,  by  all  thofe  joy  es  which  I have  brought  thee,  by  our 
ftolne  fweetes,  and  thofe  envy’d  embraces  which  we  fo  often  have 
They  embrace  expjretj  jn  ^ and  beg  of  thee  not  to  add  to  the  miferies  of  time  5 
Then  would  I ihew  thee  that  Heaven  thou  haft  fo  often  fworn  by  } 
Thefe  ftars  too,  which  furnifh’d  thee  with  new  matter  for  thy 
vowes  } And  at  laft,  fighing,  name  Julia,  as  thou  waft  went  to  do  5 
when  thou  wculd’ftfwear  by  whatinHeaven  andEarth  thoulovd'ft 
and  feard’ft  moft,j Julia  would  then  fall  from  thy  Tongue,  and  tears 
from  thy  Eyes  5 And,  if  in  thofe  dayes  my  kindnefs  obliged  a 
gallant  man,  thou  wouldft  again  return  to  thy  friend. 

Mart.  No  more.  Fate  and  Martino  (hall  change  together}  lam 
ftill  your  Highnefl’cs } command  me  and  prove  my  faith,  though 
it  be  to  fix  this  Ponyard  in  Sforzas  heart. 

Julia.  No  ,no, Marti  no, l will  bear  a part  in  all  $ I require  no  fingle 
danger  from  you,  but  onely  to  joyn  with  me:  For  thou  art  one 
my  thoughts  labour  to  preferve  rather  then  to  hazard  } and  when 
we  can  gain  our  ends  lafely , then  I again  conjure  you  to  joyn  with 
me  to  make  our  Cofnto  great  5 for  to  me  he  is  dearer  then  all  that  the 
Earth  (hews  , or  the  Sea  hides  } Becaufe  he  is  the  fruit  of  our  Love  5 
’tis  for  my  dear  Cofnto,  thy  Cofnto , ’tis  for  him  I plead  } And  by  thy 
part  of  that  pleafing  fin,  by  that  beloved  fault  which  Co  {mo  is  5 By 
that  dear  crime,  which  I cannot,  nay  will  not  repent,  becaufe  ftwas 
thine,  let  us  refblve  to  purfueour  delign  : That  we  may  leave  our 
Cofnto  great  as  our  "Loves,  left  envious  lookers  on,  in  thefe  dayes, 
fhcukl  (corn  our  paft  great nefs,  and  laughing  fay  , Julia  and  Aiarii- 
nos  glory  w7asas  mortal  as  her  beauty,  which  is  the  common  Fate 
of  Wen  ten. 

Liny  kjfs.  Mart.  No  more,  Julia , By  tjais and  this , my  Julia  is  to  me 

ftill  all  Pleafure,  all  Beauty,  all  fweetnels,  O thou  excellently 
faithfull  to  a broken  Faith , and  diligent  maintainer  of  thine  own 
Laws. 

Julia.  Love  and  Ambition  know  no  Laws  5 a Miftrefs  and  a 
Crown  have  no  certain  way  } Eledion,  Birth,  Sword,  all  are  good. 
Nothing  was  ever  call’d  Trealon,  when  the  Tray  tors  ftood  } Laws 
are  fit  to  bind  the  people,  Princes  are  above  them,  and  the  wifeft 
make  them  their  fervants } The  facrifice  was  the  peoples  expiation, 
and  lb  (acred,  they  might  not  touch  what  they  offered,  yet  what 
they  offered  was  to  the  Priefc  but  food. 

Mart.  Thou  haft  fired  my  Soul,  and  I long  to  fee  Sforza  Earth. 
Bapt/jia  (hall  fuddenly  put  in  execution  the  plot  we  refolvedon} 
he’il  this  Evening  be  at  my  Lodging,  arid  all  things  agree  to  make 
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it  Lit  3 For  sforza  is  this,  day  to  fet  cut  from  P avia,  which  will 
give  an  occafion  fit  for  our  d^fign  5 >ur  doubt  was,  where  to  at- 
tempt him , ’twas  my  opinion  in  the  wood,  when  he  is  paft  the  Ri- 
ver 5 But  Count  Baptijla  believes  ’twill  be  fafer  , when  he  pafies  the 
Ferry  5 I have  whetted  him  on  with  repeating  of  his  Injuries  5 
and  Carlo  hath  fb  confirmed  him,  that  his  banifhment  was  procured 
by  Sforza  (who  is  now  his  Rival  in  Fidel/as  Love)  that  he  is  ready 
for  any  mifchief,  fo  (he  may  be  his  reward,  which  we  afl'ured  him, 
with  a RefHtution  to  all  his  Pofiefltons  when  Cofmo  reigned,  which 
muft  be  performed. 

fuli a.  Yes,  if  there  be  no  way  to  remove  him  when  the  work 
is  done  5 for  he  is  of  too  bold  a Nature  to  be  trufted  with  fuch  a 
fecret. 

Mart.  That  is  a danger  not  ill  forefeen  5 for  fuch  men,  if  not  re- 
warded as  they  defire,  ftill  cry , They  gave  the  Crown, and  think 
they  are  never  paid  till  they  have  the  gift  again. 

Julia.  Sure  I am  greater  then  I was  5 this  Faith  in  my  Friend 
has  renewed  my  years  5 if  not  in  me,  yet  it  has  in  thee , faithfull, 
kind  Martino , who  now  appear’d:  lovely,  as  Bacchus  in  his  Wine  5 
when  the  well-natur’d  God  look’d  kindly  on  the  faults  of  the  falfe 
ihefeus  ^ an  i I could  wifh  all  the  forfaken  Beauty  of  Ariadne , to  add 
to  what  time  has  wither’d  here,  and  thou  that  Gods  defire,  blown 
by  his  own  fire,  that  Julia  might  meet  thee  again,  and  again 
overflow  thy  heart  with  Joy.  \_Enter  Carlo. 

Mart.  What  news  begets  this  hafte  ? where’s  Cofmo  ? 

Carlo.  He  left  the  Camp  enraged  at  the  Letters , and  threatens 
a Revenge  agrinft  Sforza  ^ and  if  not  prevented,  I fear,  in  his  own 
Perfon  he  will  attempt  it  5 there  is  no  body  but  Antonio  with 
him. 


Julia.  Watch  his  coming  to  Court,  and  give  me  notice,  that  I 
may  lay  my  command  upon  him,  not  to  venture  himfelf  in 
fuch  a danger. 

Mart.  That  thought  is  vain ; Pray  take  no  notice  of  his  intenti- 
on , nor  feem  to  intend  his  prevention,  left  he  fufpeft:  it  and  fteal 
privately  away  ^ Leave  the  care  to  me  , I will  have  the  guard  rea- 
dy 5 and  as  foon  as  he  enters  the  Court,  we  will  feize  him  in  the 
Dukes  name,  and  make  him  a Prii'oner  at  my  Chamber,  till  sforza 
begone  his  long  Journey. 

Carlo.  You  muft  lofe  no  time  in  that  defign  neither } for  ’tis 
certain , Sforza  fets  out  this  day } have  you  relolved  where  we 
fhall  fet  upon  him  ? 

Mart.  Either  in  the  Wood,  or  as  he  pafies  the  Poe. 

Carlo.  You  know,  ’twas  the  Count  Baptijla  s opinion,  the  Rover 
was  beft  5 for  the  Aft:  once  done,  ’twas  but  finking  the  Boat, 
and  the  waters  being  high,  they  may  have  time  to  efcape  to 
Pavia. 
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Mart.  Prithee  call  him,  he  is  now  at  my  Chamber,  and  we  will 
refblve.  ‘ ■ 

Carlo.  No,S:r,Pray  let  him  not  be  feen  in  this*publick  place  $ his 
difguife  is  not  proper  for  you  to  hold  difcoUrfe  with,  it  may  beget 
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(ufpition  } within  he  (hall  attend  you. 

Julia.  I will  to  the  Duke,  to  keep  all  vifits  from  him  but  death, 
who  could  never  have  come  unwelcome  till  now } had  he  waited 
on  Sforza  firft,  we  might  then  have  lighted  at  his  Funeral  my 
Martino's  Hymeneal  Torch. 

Carlo . Spoke  like  my  great  Miftrefs^and  5tis  my  glory  that  I ferve 
fuch  a Soul : But  lofe  no  time  , let  Baptijla  be  inftruded,  that  is 
the  hinge  on  which  all  this  glorious  work  muft  move , and  Crown 
Prince  Cofmo  , which  will  make  Divine-formed  Julia  great  in 
Story. 

Mart.  Away  Carlo , call  Baptijla  to  the  Dutchels  Cabinet,where 
we  will  exped  y ou . [Exeunt  omnes^ 


ACT.  II.  SC  EN.  I. 

Enter  Baptifta  alone  ^ habited  like  a Beggar. 

Bapt.  T T Ateful  Habit ! loathed  form  ! fcorn’d  fortune ! wretched 
S~XBaptiJla0  difgraced,banilhed,and  defpiled  by  her  I Love  ! 
O Heaven  ! Is  there  no  way  to  conqueft  but  through  the  miferies 
of  the  Innocent  ? My  crime  to  this  State  was  my.faith  to  my  dead 
prince  and  kinfman$  which  too  well  Martino  and  falfe  Julia 
know  5 if  they  had  any  gratitude  for  his  memory,  they  might  long 
fince  have  difperfed  this  cloud,  having  abfolute  power  in  Millain  5 
But  they  are  falfe  as  Cowards  bred  in  blood  and  Luff  together , Yet 
now  their  dangers  begin  to  approach  they  fawn  upon  Baptijla  3 and 
to  gain  their  ends,  promife  more  then  Paflengers  in  dorms , or  a 
prodigal  to  his  Whore,  when  Beauty  and  high  rough  Seas  plead  in 
their  Luds  and  fears.  And  now  I will  dillemble  too  5 and  be  as 
blind  as  the  Scene  requires  5 neither  fee  nor  hear  ought  but  what 
they  fhew  or  tell  5 Not  that  I will  believe  thee  Martino  } but  I 
have  my  ends  too  in  sforza' s death  5 ’Twas  that  proud  Boy 
eclipfed  all  my  glories,  and  left  me  thus  a naked  Ihrub  5 ’twas  he 
that  like  untimely  frofts  kil’d  all  my  forward  hopes  in  dear  Fide- 
lia 5 for  whole  fake,  Fate  Ipins  no  thread  lo  fine  but  I dare  cut  it  5 

and  for  her  fake  he  fhall  die. See  where  (he  comes } This  is  all 

the  joy  I have,  this  fight  makes  me  endure  my  mifery. 

Enter  Fidelia  and  her  Maid. 

Fidelia.  This  difgrace  of  Cofmo' s amazes  me  5 Prince  sforza  too, 
is  called  home  j and  the  Duke  fallen  into  a relapfe  j When  I con- 
fider  thele  accidents,  I am  able  to  give  my  felf  lo  little  fatisfadion, 
that  I cannot  but  fear  there  is  fome  foul  play  intended  j for  I know 
Martino  cannot  but  apprehend  the  Prince  in  both,Oh ! this  thought 
has  fears  which  Heaven  proted  the  Prince  from. 

Bapt.  All  bleffings  of  mind  and  Fortune  fall  upon  the  Excellent 
Fidelia , till  the  abundance  equal  that  Excefs  of  beauty  that  ftrikes 
the  world,  for  being  fo  charitable  to  her  daily  Beads-man. 

Fidelia. 


The  Pilgrim.  i .6 

Fidelia.  I am  not  uncharitable  — yet  my  heart  affeds  not  that 
fellow  3 Heaven  pardon  me,  if  I judge  amifs  3 But  me-thinks  he  de- 
fences his  Curfe  3 nor  did  I ever  yet  give  him  a willing  Alms  3 Yet 
Maria , give  him  fomething.  What  faid  he  ? [Exit  Baptifta.  s^e  [peaks 

Maria . I know  not.  Madam.  [ Enter  Vidoria.  afide. 

Vitt.  O lifter,  fend  off  thy  Maid , till  I relate  my  fears  3 Martino 
is  a Villain,  a bloody  and  a fubtle  Tray  tor  3 and  if  not  pte  vented, 
will  ruine  all  that  is  vertuous  in  this  Court. 

Fidelia.  Oh  my  divining  foul ! whence  fpring  thy  fears,Gentle 
Victoria  ? 

Vitt.  Paffing  through  the  Privy  Gallery  to  my  Fathers  Cham- 
ber, which  you  know  joynsupon  your  Mothers  Cabinet,  I heard 
fbme  laugh,  which  made  me  curious  to  liften  3 where  I heard  fuch 
light  airy  things  as  fuit  not  with  thcfe  times,  nor  our  diftra&ed  for- 
tunes 3 and  one  ( I will  not  name  ) with  wicked  mirth  made  men- 
tion of  thofe  dangers  that  now  befiege  my  fathers  life  3 At  which 
my  anger  made  me  look,  to  fee  who  they  were  3 more  amazed  at 
the  fight,  then  at  the  found  of  thofe  words:  For  the  old  beggar 
(we  ufe  to  give  our  Alms  to)  was  with  them  3 He  ftood  upright,  no 
age  nor  wrinkles  in  his  Face,  nor  filver  hair  on  head  or  beard  3 he 
whifperd  fomething  to  the  Dutchefs , at  which fhe  laugh’d  3 and  I 
could  hear  the  Villain  fay,  by  to  morrow  Sun-fet  (he  fhould  fee  no 
air  of  Sforza  3 and  to  his  horrid  wifh  bloody  Martino  faid,  Amen. 

But  that  which  rnoft  cuts  my  foul,  was,  to  find  the  Dutchefs  of  this 
Councel. 

Fidelia.  Oh  ! Madam  : That  Villain  I have  long  trembled  at, 
fearing  his  counfel  would  at  laft  tend  to  fome  horrid  mifchief  3 
fhe  is  my  mother,  I (hall  therefore  neither  judge  nor  revile  her  3 
though  my  heart  weeps  for  her  3 let  heaven  fpeak  to  her,  and  tell 
her  what  Duty  file  owes  to  them,  and  give  me  piety  enough  to  pay 
mine  to  her.  * ( She  weeps.) 

Vift.  Dear  lifter,  do  not  weep  3 1 came  not  to  afflid  you,  but  to 
Counfel  jwith  you,  how  I might  fave  the  Innocent. 

Fidelia.  Oh  Madam  ! to  what  mifery  was  I reforved  ? when  your 
node  Brother  laved  us,  and  gave  his  Charity  to  thofe  that  arm’d  a- 
gainfthim3  would  I had  died  with  my  Father , with  that  peace 
and  Innocence  I then  enjoyed  3 1 fhall  live  now  till  none  will  pity 
me  3 None  will  mourn  when  I die,  nor  fhed  a tear  for  poor  Fidelia  3 
In  that  day  Millain  will  burn  fires  of  joy3  no  F uneral-torch  fhall  light 
the  fad  mourners  from  my  Obfequies. 

Vitf,  Your  griefs  are  now  unleafonable  , pray  defer  them,  and 
confider  what  is  to  be  done  to  fave  my  brother  from  their  Malice  3 
Your  commands  are  more  powerful  far  then  mine,  I will  not  doubt 
a lifters  Intereft  3 Let  us  write  our  fears,  and  aflure  him  that  there 
is  a Plot  laid  for  his  life,  and  acquaint  him  with  the  relapfe , and 
fuddain  danger  that  my  father  is  fallen  into  3 he  will  then  know  how 
neceffary  his  prefence  muft  be  here  3 but  counfel  him  to  come  pri- 
vately in  fome  difguife,  and  we  will  exped  him  at  your  Chamber  5 
while  you  write  this,  I will  call  Phillipine , to  whofe  care  we  will 
give  it. 
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Fidelia.  I (ball  } and  ’tis  one  joy,  I am  not  fo  loft  in  your  Opinion 
but  that  your  highnefs  dares  truft  me  with  your  fears,  though  my 
Mother  be  part  of  them  5 If  I keep  that  value  with  the  Prince  too, 
I (hall  not  be  fo  miferable  as  my  fears  would  perfwade  me. 

Q Exeunt  omnes. 


ACT.  II.  S C E N.  II. 

Enter  Cofino,  muffled  in  hk  Servants  Cloa 4,  obferving  his 
Sifter  3 and  the  Princefs  as  they  go  out. 

Cofino.  */m  I "'•Was  Ihe,  and  the  Princefs  Vi&oria  $ I will  obferve  till 
l Ihe  goes  to  her  own  Chamber.  I dare  not  fee  the 
Princefs } my  love  has  too  much  folly  and  fcftneft  } When  I be- 
hold  her  Ihe  calls  to  my  mind,  Tis  her  brother  that  has  injur’d 
me  ? and  that  thought  diftrafts  me  5 Yet  I muft  not  tamely  bear 
this  Injury,  nor  rudely  difpute  it  with  her  I love  5 But  for  Fide- 
lia, a Sifter  that  I have  loved  above  my  Eyes  5 that  Ihe  Ihould 
joyn  in  my  difgrace,  is  a Return  I could  not  have  feared  from  any 

thing  that  I have  valued  like  Fidelia She  comes  , I will  not  be 

leen.  [ Enter  Fidelia  and  Vidoria. 

ViB.  Till  night,  Madam,  I will- take  my  leave  , left  our  being 
together  beget  fulpition. 

Cofmo.  Fidelia , Sifter. 

Fidelia. Brother  ? well-come,What  Accident  calls  you  to  Millain ? 

Cofmo.  My  Injuries,  which  I hear  you  are  no  ftranger  to, Fidelia. 

Fidelia.  What  was  it  you  laid,  Sir  } 

Cofino.  I am  told  you  are  no  ftranger  to  the  affront  that  brings 
me  hither  ^ for  ’tis  laid,  you  love  Prince  sforza^ lifter. 

Fidelia.  I heard  you.  Sir,  at  firft  5 But  was  loath  to  underftand 
you  ■>  and  ’tis  faid,  you  hate  Prince  Sforza^ brother. 

Cofino.  Hate  him  ? Nay  I Icorn  to  hate  him , When  I am  angry 
I dare  be  reveng’d  3 Nor  will  CoJ/no  think  this  anger  away } That  I 
hate  him  is  falfe. 

Fidelia.  And  why  may  not  I be  fcandal’d  too  ? 

Cofino.  If  ftwere  falfe,  why  do  you  hold  Correfpondence  with 
him  has  wrong’d  your  brother  ? 

Fidelia.  I know  he  has  not  Injur’d  you  , and  therefore  I hold 
correfpondence  with  him. 

Cofino.  I know,  he  has : poorly,  and  by  Whifpers,  wrought  my 
dilgrace  in  my  abfence  5 and  by  detraction  robbed  me  of  that 
Faith  his  Father  gave  me  5 ’Tis  Sforza  has  made  me  fufpeCted: 
But  I Ihall  prove  my  felf  honefter  then  he  dares  be. 

Fidelia.  Honefter  then  he  ? I would  thou  couldft. 

Cofmo.  Yes,  then  he,  or  any  that  dares  avow  this  dilgrace  done 
to  Cofmo  0 and  to  their  teeth  tell  them  fo } and  they  dare  alloon  beard 
a Lyon,  naked,  as  maintain  their  Injury. 

Fidelia.  He  is  the  gallanter  man  j Dare  you  maintain  an  Injury  ? 

Cofino.  I dare,  as  much  as  he. 

Fidelia . And  more  j for  he  dares  not  ufe  a Sifter  thus  5 Go  tell 

him 
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him  what  you  dare 
and  in  Anns. 

Cofmo.  He  is  not 
Fidelia, . Come,he  is*  Remember  Pdtoia^  and  the  life  he  gdve  you  5 
Remember  me,  and  my  honour,  which  he  laved,  When  neither 
your  fword nor  pallion  Could  protect  it.  ' 

Cofmo.  You  are  angry.  Sifter. 

Fidelia.  No,  Sir  ^ I never  yet  met  that  man  fo  rude , nor  Injury 
fo  wild,  could  raife  my  Anger  Yet  I confefs,  I have  fo  much  fhare 
in  Cofmo' $ faults,  that  they  wound  me  $•  Thou  art  abided,  and  when 
’tis  too  late  thou  wilt  find  it , and  if  my  words  had  faith  with 
Cofmo,  I would  tell  thee  thy  Courage  and  all  that  is  Gallant  and 
Honourable  in  thee  ( Thole  ftrengths  given  to  defend  thee  ) are 
by  the  malice  and  Craft  of  thole  Tray  tors  whom  thou  trufteft, 
arm’d  againft  thee  } And  becaufe  they  durft  not  attempt  thee,  they 
have  raifed  Cofmo  againft  himfelf,  and  this  Civil-war  will  mine  thee. 

Cofmo.  I underftand  not  this  complement  $ are  you  with  me,  or 
againft  me  ? { 

Fidelia.  In  the  Princes  caufe  againft  the  world  for  I know  he  is 
Innocent  ^ and  if  you  were  your  felf,  I could  clear  all  thefe  doubts. 

Cofm.  My  felf?  what  diforders  are  there  in  my  words  or  a&ions, 
that  makes  your  partial  eyes  find  the  Mad-man  in  a Brother  ? 

Fidelia.  Unmanly  ones,  fuch  as  in  Prince  sforza  I fhould  hate, 
1\d ut  in  Cofmo  I pity  them. 

Cofmo.  You  are  my  Sifter  that  (ayes  this.  • 

Fidelia.  Doft  thou  not  blufh  to  lay  lo,  with  that  cloudy  brow  ? 
would  any  gallant  man  look  upon  a Sifter  fo,  with  fuch  a ftorm  in 
his  Fore-head,  and  Eyes  full  of  Anger  ? Would  any  man  Ihew  this 
I^ige  to  a Sifter, whole  Sex  can  fcarce  modeftly  be  angry  ? But  that, 
and  all  the  Injuries  thou  canft  do  me  , I can  pardon  $ becaufe  I 
know  there  is  a Tempeft  in  thy  Heart,  craftily  raifed  by  thofe  that 
hate  thee. 

Cofmo.  Oh  Fidelia ! I am  wronged,  dilgraccd,  my  Country 
loft,  and  all  the  Credit  I had  with  the  Dulte  blafted  5 my  Com- 
mand is  taken  from  me  by  Prince  sforza  and  his  Party. 

Fidelia.  Thou  art  deceived,  Cofmo : Yet  I know  you  are  wrong- 
ed, and  my  Heart  has  bled  for  it  ■,  But  why  you  fhould  punilh  me  ^ 
for  it,  why  accufe  wretched  Fidelia , that  had  no  Joy  left  but  in  her 
Innocence, and  Cofmo  s Love$  Why  purfue  me, that  never  in  thought 
wronged  you  or  any  man  } Me,  a Virgin  and  a Sifter,  opprefied 
with  miferies,and  rudely  thus  throw  your  wild  words  at  me  ^ And 
your  felf  (a  Brother)  become  the  Author  of  a Icandal  that  thy  Hon- 
our fhould  have  engaged  thee  to  tear  from  a ftrangers  Heart  ! But 
now  lince  you  have  defamed  me,  who  (hall  fear  to  blot  Fidelia  s 
Name , when  Cofmo  a Brother  {hall  be  known  to  revile  her  ? Lhey 
fay , you  are  in  Love  with  Prince  Sforza.  Oh  Cofmo  ! whedPthou 
faid’ft  it,  thy  Eyes  were  red,  and  thy  Heart  call’d  me  Whore  j 
And  had  not  you  expreffed  a want  of  value  for  your  Sifter,  who 
durft  have  ventur’d  the  defaming  of  FideliaXo  : Thejnanwasne- 
ver  born  durft  venture  to  tell  me  Cofmo  was  a Coward  $ And  had 

mine 
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mine  honour  been  as  pretious  to  thee,  thou  wouldft  have  kill’d 
that  poyfoner  of  my  fame  5 yet,  I here  declare,  the  only  glory  of 
my  heart,  is,  the  friendfhip  {he  has  gained  from  Prince  Sforza. 

CofObfidelia^Fidelia!  pardon  thy  unfortunate  Brother,and  let 
my  diftra&ed  mind  plead  my  peace  with  thee  5 though  the  injuries 
I have  received  would  force  an  Anchorite  from  his  Cell,  and  with 
broken  vows  break  all  Laws  of  Gods  or  Men,  rather  then  not  find 
a revenge : Read  that  Letter,  and  be  your  felf  the  Judge. 

Fid.  If  this  Letter  find  your  faith.  We  are  loft  3 ’tis  Martinos 
falfhood.  Oh,  that  Serpent,  which  but  now  begins  to  throw  his 
venom  out ! the  Prince  fue  for  your  Command  ? (did  you  defire 
the  Government  of  Pavia  «?  ) 

Cof.  Fidelia , I ask  your  counfel^I  am  not  now  fit  for  your  mirth. 

Fid.  Do  you  know  this  hand  ? pray  read  it. 

Cof.  I work  underhand,  to  gain  the  Government  of  Paviat  as  I 
’ did  the  Army  of  Millain  } "tis  falfe,falfe  as  Hell,  both  3 and  through 
the  earth  I will  hunt  him  with  my  fword,  till  I have  taken  revenge 
of  him  that  dares  accuft  me  of  one  treacherous  thought. 

Fid.  Do  you  now  perceive  the  mifchief  they  aim  at,  that  have 
made  this  remove  in  your  Commands  ? Martino  and  Carlo  cannot 
gain  their  ends,  while  the  Prince  and  you  are  friends.  You  have 
both  too  much  honour,  while  you  love  each  other,  to  liften  to 
their  mifchiefs : but  being  once  blinded  with  anger,  their  falft 
pretences  may  find  a faith,  which  you  and  all  may  live  to  repent. 
The  Prince  is  as  great  a ftranger  to  his  being  General,  as  you  are 
to  the  Government  of  Pavia  3 yet  when  ’twas  labour’d  to  make 
him  believe  you  were  the  cauft  of  his  remove  3 his  friend- 
fhip would  neither  believe,  nor  fuffer  fuch  a fcandal  to  be  laid  on 
Cofmo. 

Cof.  Is  this  truth,  Fidelia  .<?  or  feigned,  only  to  keep  me  from  ta- 
king my  revenge  where  you  have  a friendlhip? 

Fid.  No,  Cofmo  3 I will  call  no  man  friend  that  dares  do  a trea- 
cherous aft,  or  fears  to  juftifie  his  own  innocence  3 and  if  you  think 
otherwife.  Go  to  Pavia , find  the  Prince,  and  fatisfie  your  doubts  3 
only  thus  much  I beg  5 for  my  fake  be  not  hafty,  nor  injurious  in 
your  words,  but  clearly  tell  your  griefs 3 Courage  and  Reafon 
fhould  tread  the  fame  pathes  3 elfe  you  may  loft  your  way,  though 
juftice  guide  you. 

Cof.  I fhall  obey  your  counfel  3 for  I know  him  valiant,  and  full 
of  honour  3 and  though  we  both  love  him,  if  he  wrong  me,  Imuft 
not  bear  it,  Fidelia. 

Fid.  Alas,  Sir,  I am  none  of  that  fond  kind  of  women,  that 
would  fave  a Brother  inglorioufly  3 nor  have  I faid  this,  to  bid  thee 
not  fight  with  any  man  that  wrongs  thee.  For  I know  my  Brother 
fortunate  in  fight  3 nor  do  I fear,  or  doubt  his  fword  againft  any  An- 
gle enemy  3 and  though  I would  bet  upon  his  arm  againft  the 
world  3 yet  I would  counfel  him  to  let  honour  guide  him,  and  ne- 
ver to  detraft  from  any  enemy  : For  itleffens  thy  triumph  when 

thou  art  viftor  3 but  if  overcome,  then  a (corn  follows  the  lofs. 

See  who  comes  here  3 can  that  foftneft  calm  your  heart,  or  will  it 
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{well  againft  her  too  > [Etoter .'Victoria. 

Cof.  She  ftaggers  all  my  refolution  5 I muft  not  ftay  : I hope 
your  Highnefs  does  not  believe  me  guilty  of  the  injuries  .1  ftand 
accufed  of  to  Prince  Sforza. 

ViB.  I am  fo  far.  Sir,  from  believing  , I am  to  blulh  for  thofe 
my  Brother  is  taxed  for  5 but  I hope  you  fee  from  whence  that 
malice  takes  its  root  } Martino  is  a villain.  : 

Cof.  ’Tis  vifible  I am  injur’d  5 and  when  I thought  Prince  Sforza 
did  it,  my  anger  then  was  juft.  But  Fidelia  has  made  me  lay  by 
that  anger,  till  I have  fpoken  with  his  Highnefs : And  I know  the 
Prince  is  fo  gallant,  he  will  not  love  me  thelefs  for  feeing  me  fen- 
fibleof  an  affront } For  nothing  can  confirme  him  better  that  I 
will  do  no  injuries,  then  to  fee  that  I will  take  none}  for  to  ap- 
pear worthy  of  fuch  a friendihip,  is,  to  let  him  know  lam  r.ot 
afraid  to  be  his  enemy.  v 

Fid.  Why  was  he  lo  harfh  to  me  ? — [afide. 

ViB.  Sir,  this  is  but  civil  anger } and  I muft  not  go  till  you  pro- 
mifg  me,  not  to  be  an  enemy  to  my  Brother.  > ; . 

Cof.  -fBy  your  felf,  I fwear  (to  Cofn/o  of  all  Oaths  .that  binds  moft 
powerful)  never  to  be  an  enemy  to  Prince  Sforza  till  he  injures 
me}  and  then  to  be  patient  is  neither  the  way  to  honour  nor 
fafety.  .:n 

ViB.  I am  fatisfied,fo  you  will  let  lomc  other,  and  not  your  awn 
-paflion,  be  judge  of.thofe  injuries.  . • / \ 

Cof.  Be  your  Highnefs  always  judge  of  them  and  me. 

. [Exeunt  owiies. 

.n  , . .7  blow  yr 

ACT.  IL  SCEN.  III. 


Enter  Trevallin. 


Treval.  I Fear  Argent  in  ismot  fo  full  of  honour  as  my  wife  fhould 
1 be:  A drunken  ihedes-kgy^  one  of  thofe  wandring  Tra- 
montanes^ whofe  bufinels  in  the  world  is  Wine  Whores  and  Horfe- 
flefh}  one  of  thefe,at  firft  light,  called  her  by  her  name,  and  talk- 
ed of  old  ftories,  fuch  as  would  make  a jealous  man  fmell  of  the 
horn  } if  fhe  be  one  of  thofe  that  cannot  fay  no, what  a Trade  fhall  I, 
drive,  that  have,  the  carrying  over  mine  own  horns,  by  Boat- 
loads } but  if  I find  her  tradings  By  St.  j \ohn^  I’ll  fpade  her } . 

: i . , [Enter  to  him  Bertolin  4^.d'Argent;in. 

That’s  a fly  Rogue  too } I durft  not  go  to  gather  boughs  for  my  Sert-  an(lJfe 
Boats,  for  fear  he  fhould  be  plucking  her  forbidden  fruit  at  home.  f ° 

Argen.  I,  now  you  cog } but  I have  not  forgot  that  you  gave  ta.n 
Moretta  the  ihirt  the  Dutch-man  left  behind  him. 

Eertol.  Will  this  jealous  humour  never  wear  out  ?■  Come,  and  They  fool  m 
tf  you  be  true  fteel,  Miftrefs,  let  us  in.,  and  ftrike  fire  } and  lather,  and 
will  promife  you  a bundle  of  Dutch-mens  (hires,  the  next  that  Trevallin 

Dalle  1*1  , fees  them.  ■' 

Treval.  So,  lb } this  will  come  to  fomewhat,  fhortly  } \ fhall  pre- 
fer you,  Bertolin , the  French-way } I fhall } which  is,  neay  you,  and 
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fold  you  to  ferve  the  Grand  Duke,  Sirrah  5 I (hall,  if  I catch  you 
in  this  (aucy  fit  again,  of  playing  with  my  wife. 

Bert . Alas,  Sir,  we  were  but  talking  of  the  Dutch-men,  that 
knew  my  Miftrefs  when  (he  was  a brave  Girle  5 he  that  dranke  a 
pound  of  Candles  to  her  health. 

Treval.  And  whither  is  (he  gone  now  ? to  find  that  fine  Dutch- 
man. 

Bert . No,  Sir,  file’s  gone  to  the  wood, 

Treval.  I know  her  mind  now  5 and  if  I would  confent  to  her 
Roguery,  I might  gain  my  own  ends  the  better  5 ’twere  but  giving 
her  an  occafion,  and  taking  an  opportunity  myfelf,  for  Moretta  is 
as  willing  as  I am,  and  fee  where  (he  comes, — Difpatch,  and  get 
the  boughs  ready.  [ Enter  Moretta. 

Bert.  I fhall.  Sir,  and  it  {hall  go  hard  but  I will  make  a Rod  for 
your  Tail,  out  of  them.  [Exit. 

Moret . My  Miftrefs  is  fo  jealous  of  her  Bauble,and  fo  covetous  of 
anothers,  that  poor  Moretta  ftarves  for  a little  of  either  5 yet  the 
Mafter  or  the  Man  are  willing  to  relieve  my  hunger } (he  is  a wo- 
man would  fain  change,  and  keep  her  own  too.  Yonder  is  my 
Mafter,  how  handfome  he  appears,  now  there  is  none  but  het 
(thus  brown  bread  is  good  when  one  has  a ftomack)  {he  is  va- 
nilhed,  and  Bertolin  gone  j now  for  a charm  to  try  him. 

Treval.  Moretta. 

Moret.  Sir. 

Treval . Quickly,  and  foftly,  a kils,  Wench. 

Moret . O dear,  Mafter,  take  ten,  and  ask  them  afterwards,  eve- 
ry word  would  make  a dozen. 

Treval.  Let  us  look  where  the  old  fpy  is. 

Moret.  She  is  gone  to  gather  boughs. 

Treval.  Come  Wench,  a kifs,  and  in,  4left:  we  lole  this  minute. 

[ Exeunt  both . 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Bertolin. 

Serf.T  7T  TE  are  the  ftrangeft  unlucky,  every  body  is  willing, 
VV  and  yet  none  can  meet } we  know  each  others  minds 
too  well  5 now  for  a minute,  I have  a jobbe  of  work  here, a minute 
would  do  it,  and  a defign  in  my  pate  to  cure  all  their  jealoufies,  by 
giving  them  full  fatisfadion  of  their  doubts.  Here  comes  my  Mi- 
ftrefs, I muft  be  kind  to  her  , and  fhe  comes  on  as  eafie  as  my  old 
flippers.  [Enter  Argentin. 

Argen.  There  he  ftands,  and  we  are  alone } if  he  Ihould  offer, 
how  lhall  I do  for  a where  withall  to  deny  him  } 

Bert.  Miftrefs,  there  is  an  old  fuit  depending  $ I am  poor  Berto- 
lin ftill,  but  a moft  fufficient  able  Lover,  that  has — 

Me  tiavi  the  Arien-  You  ftaid  for  me  here  now. — 1,1,  diffemble,  diflemble^ 
Kogw  with  where  is  your  Mafter  ? 
htr.  Bert.  He  is  gone  home. 

Argen. 
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Argen.  And  what  do  you  hanker  for  > I faw  the  boughs  at  the 
door$  Prince  sforza  will  be  paft  before  you  have  trimmed  or  made 
clean  the  Boat. 

Bert.  I would  that  you  would  but  ftep  in  with  me,  and  help  to 
fet  up  the  boughs  3 I have  a trick,  if  you  would  but  joyn,  Miftrefs, 
would  tickle  you  till  you  laugh  again.  \^es 

Argen.  I thought  ’twas  fuch  trick  3 why  fo,  is  this  a time  to  fool 
away  in  tricks  and  killing  } 

Bert.  Say  you  fo  ? I would  we  were  but  on  t’other  fide  the  wa- 
ter 3 if  you  will  go,  we  will  put  the  Boat  a drift  3 and  when  the 
work  is  done  wed  call  for  help. 

Argen.  I am  willing  to  do  thee  a kindnefs,  but  I dare  not  belong 
abfent^  for  I fear  my  husband  Ihould  come  home  in  the  mean  time, 
and  fall  aboard  Moretta. 

Bertol.  That  is  a Whore  in  her  heart  3 let  me  alone  to  watch 
her  5 we  will  be  back  before  them.  [ Exeunt . 


ACT.  II.  SCEN.  V. 
Enter  Trevallin  and  Moretta. 


Moret . 


f.'T-'Here  is  no  fafety  here,  ’tis  my  Miftrefs  that  watches  us< 
1 Treval.  Whither  (hall  we  go  then,  to  be  private  } 

Moret.  Send  my  Miftrefs  to  the  wood,  for  boughs  3 and  when 
Bertolin  comes  home,  make  him  ftay  for  his  break-faft  3 ftep  you 
to  the  Boat,  and  lie  privately,  I will  come  to  you. 

Treval.  Thou  wilt  not  fail. 

Moret.  This  in  earneft.  Farewel,  make  haftc,  and  fend  home 
Bertolin  3 fee  where  he  comes  with  his  boughs.  . » , . . 

Enter  Bertolin  with  his  houghs  at  his  back- 

Treval . Whither  ate  you  going  ? 

Bertol.  To  the  Boat  with  thefe  boughs: v 

Treval.  Where  is. your  Miftrefs  ? 

Bertol.  In  the  wood,  gathering  more  boughs. 

Treval.  More  boughs,  what  to  do  7-  unlels  you  were  certain  the 
Prince  would  come.  - ; . jij 

Bertol.  A Gallant  told  me  fo,  that  knew  my  Miftrefs  before 
you. 

Treval.  A pox  of  his  knowledge,  and  membry  too  3 there  is 
neither  of  them  honeft. 

Beriri.  Pray,  let  me  go  3 and  if  you  were  as  well  loaden  as  lam, 
you’de  have  little  luft  to  talk  upder  fuch  a burthen  3 1 have  more 
upon  my  back  then  you  are  aware  of. 

and  then  call 
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ther  them  3 can’t  you  let  one  maker  the  Boaft  ^andfome  When  the 
™ \ce  is  to  pafs  ? 
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Trev.  You  are  al  way es  thus  troublefbme. 

Bertol.  Let  me  cajrry  thefe  aboard,  and  then  I will  call  home  my 
Miftrefs. 

Trev.  Leave  your  prating,  and  lay  down  your  Boughes,  and  go 
now  and  call  her  home  3 for  if  I lace  your  Coat  ’twill  be  lefs  eafier 
then  your  plain  one. 

Bertol.  I will  not  go  alone,  where  fhe  isV,  you  will  be  in  your 
old  jealous  hnmour,  and  miftruft  fomething , as  you  did  t’other 
night. 

Trev.  Away,  you  are  a fool  3 give  me  the  Boughes,  and  make 
hafte.  ' . 

Bertol.  I will  not  quit  my  Boughes  5 you  do  things  fo  by  halfes 
{fill.  [Enter  Moretta. 

Moret.  Your  Break-faft  is  ready  3 why  do  you  difpute  thus  with 
him,  you  know  ’tis  a wilfull  fool,  let  him  go,  you  lofe  time. 

Trev.  Well,  Sirrah,  make  hafte, and  come  down  to  Breakfaft. 

Exeunt  Trevallin  and  Moretta. 


Bertol.  Miftrefs,  Miftrefs,  don’t  you  ftink  for  fear  ? I afture  you 
I do. 

Urgent.  Bertolin , dear  Bertolin , quick,  quick,  quick,  unbind, 
unbind,  difpatch  that  I may  run  home,  I would  not  endure  fuch 
another  fright  for  all  the  wealth  in  Pavia. 

Bertol.  Yes,  and  then  you  will  be  gone  and  laugh  at  Bertolin  3 
no  faith,  you  muft  even  be  patient,  Miftrefs  5 I will  not  lofe  my 
labour  and  my  longing  too  3 ’tis  an  opportunity  has  coft  me  too 
dear  to  be  thrown  away. 

Argent.  Dear  Bertolin , I can  do  nothing  now  5 for  the  truth  is, 
I am  loofe  in  my  belly  with  the  fright. 

Bertol.  Are  you  gilt,  Miftrefs  ?,  , 

Argent.  Dear  Bertolin , another  time  command  me. 

Bertol.  Courage,  Miftrefs,  ’tis  a fign  of  good  luck  you  know. 

Argent.  No,  no,  Bertolin,  as  thou  loveft  me  let  me  go  3 unbind 
me  or  I will  cry  out. 

Bertol.  Do,  and  proclaim  it,  one  loud  fyllable  more  and  I am 
gone  3 and  here  I will  leave  you  like  a Bird  in  a bufh  , twill  be  a 
credit  for  you,  I need  onely  fwear  I have  not  touched  you  9 and 
vehemently  fwear  we  were  honefto  That  is  the  new  fafhion  way 
of  telling,  which  the  Gallants  ufe  of  late. 

Argent.  I am  undone,  I am  undone  for  ever. 

Bertol.  Not,  if  you  will  be  quiet3  for  I am  as  lecret  as  any  boat- 
hook. [Exit  Bertolin,  and  drams  off  his  Boughes. and  Miftrefs. 


Enter  Moretta. 
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Moret , He  is  gone  aboard,  and  when  he  corpes  back  to  Break- 
~faft,  my  Mafter  and  I will  be  merry  in  the  Arbor.  [Exit  Moretta. 
Argenp.  If  ever  I truft  you  again,  Bertolin.  / - V 


Enter 
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Enter  Bertolin5  and  brings  his  Mijlrefs  in  agdinin 
the  Boughes. 

Bertol.  You  hope  I will  deceive  you  thus } why  now  you  I am 
your  faithfull  Bertolin , for  being  a gracious  Miftrefs  endears  me  3 He  begins  n> 
we  have  nicked  the  jealous  Rogue.  unbind  the 

Urgent.  You  had  beft  tell  him  fo  5 Prithee  unbind,that  I may  getCor^* 
home  0 fo,  fo,  look  out  and  fee  whether  the  coaft  be  clear, for  I am 
afraid  Moretta  and  he  fhould  meet  , for  fhe  is  a Jade -Was  not 

that  her  voice  ? . Moretta 

Bertol.  Yes,  by  this  hand.  within  calls 

Urgent.  Look  out,  quick.  Bertolin. 

Bertol.  Tis  (he  coming  this  way,quickly,let  me  tie  the  cord  and 
lie  ftill  till  fhe  be  gonec 

Argent.  A pox  upon  her  for  a Crafty  Whore  , fhefufpe&s  fbme- 
thing. 

Bertol.  Be  quiet,  and  all  will  be  well,  I warrant  you. 

Moret.  Why  do  you  not  come  to  Break-faft  ? my  Matter  ftayes 
for  you,  what  are  you  ftudying  ? 

Bertol.  ’Tisrefolv’d  I will  do  it,  and  then  they  are  both  at  my 
devotion , they  will  fear  me  , and  not  dare  accufe  me,  nor  tell  of 
each  other. 

Moret.  Now  I am  alone  with  him,  methinks,  he  is  lovelier  then 
my  Matter  5 Lord,  howhandfome  any  Man  is,  when  a Woman  is 
in  my  Cafe.  Bertolin 

Bertol.  Moretta , you  underftand  me  , elle  this  occafion  may  iahs  lJer 
prompt  you } Prithee  lay  thy  hand  upon  thefe  Boughes.  ^ls  Acmes, 

Moret.  Why  fhould  I be  coy  ? Here  is  an  opportunity,  and  ’tis  a*  VWlts  t0 
good  to  be  fure  of  one^  and  in  this  cafe  to  take  the  Man  is  Wifdom,  * ^ ^ a ' 

when  the  Matter  is  uncertain.’ 

Bertol.  You  are  dumb  now,  there  may  be  more  Dutch-men, and 
more  fhirts  ^ however,  there  are  Trees  and  Ropes  enough  in  Pavia. 
to  eafe  a Lovers  Heart. 

Moret.  You  do  well  to  complain  firft  , and  judge  by  your  felf  , 

Alafs,  I do  not  lee  my  Miftrefs,  I am  blind.  ; 1 ' 

Bertol.  Miftrefs?  where? 

Moret.  Where  ? you  know  where,  in  your  Heart,  diffembler. 

Bertol.  By  this  day,  I had  thought  fhe  had  feen  her.  By  this  kitt, 

I am  all  thine,  only  I was  angry  and  vexed'  to  fee  thee  catt  Eyes 
upon  my  Matter } But  we  will  forgive  each  other,  grow  wife,  front 
part  follies  take  occafion  by  the  lock  , and  laugh  at  the  old 
Woman. 

Moret.  Till  you  are  next  alone , and  then  this  Story  (hall  enter- 
tain her. 

Bertol.  Doft  thou  take  me  for  a Devil,  falfe;  to  my  Love? 
iI/w^**  Heark,  I hear  my  Matters  voice.  ' * [ Exeunt , 

‘ 

Enter  T revallin  at  the  other  Door. 

j|j{)  u ’ f n ! * '<  • * J;  ' '*  ' • U \\  * * ' 

Trev.  Bertolin , Bertolin , (he  ftayes  long  5 If  the  Rogue  fhould 

mowe 
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mowe  her  to  my  hand,  I have  carried  my  bufinefs  finely,  to  make 
my  felf  his  Baud , I have  no  patience,  I will  to  the  Door  and  call 
him.  [Exit. 

Enter  Bertolin  and  Moretta. 

Mont.  So,  you  had  beft  brag, and  tell  leather  face,  my  Miftrefs, 
with  her  fpiders  breath,  what  I have  done.- 

Bertol.  Heark,  I heard  my  Mafters  voice. 

Moret.  Begone,  I will  follow  you. 

Bertolin.  Farewell,  little  Rogue,  till  another  time,  but  I will 
watch  your  water  $ how  my  Miftrefs  ftormes : Now  if  my  Mafter 
will  take  an  opportunity,  and  imploy  Moretta  upon  the  Boughes, 
what  a Comfort  ’twill  be  to  my  Miftrefs,  kill  cure  both  their  Jea- 
loufies — he  comes,  and  I am  gone.  [ Enter  T revallin. 

Trev.  Where  is  this  idle  Villain  ? 

Moret.  I know  not,  I found  him  talking  in’s  fleep  here  tohim- 
felf,  laid  all  along  upon  the  Boughes  , But  he  is  gone  I think  to  call 
home  my  Miftrels. 

Trev.  But  is  he  gone?  Peepe  Wench,  be  fure,  left  the  Enemy 
furprize  us. 

Moret.  But  look  you  keep  your  promife  now , You  (hall  not  have 
my  Maiden-head  till  you  fwear  not  to  fuffer  my  Miftrefs  to  beat 
me  any  more,  nor  dominere  over  me  though  fhe  be  jealous. 

Trev.  Beat  thee  ? By  this  light,  I will  few  up  her  tail  like  young 
Kites  for  fpoile,  if  fhe  but  lift  her  T ongue  againft  thee. 

Moret.  Will  fhe  not  come,  think  you  ? 

Trev.  No,  no,  hang  her  old  Trot , Come  Wench,  whither  fhall 
we  go  ? 

Moret.  Help  me  pull  in  the  Boughes , and  then  I will  talk 
with  you , but  you  muft  be  very  civil.  [_Exennt. 

Enter  Bertolin. 

Bertol.  ’Tis  done^lucky  mifchief  as  I could  wi  fh,  O the  knavery 
and  the  fport  of  this  Jeft  , befides,  my  Revenge  on  all  three : 
Now  Bertolin  is  Mafter , and  can  have  which  he  will.  O for  a fine 
familiar  Devil  to  tell  my  Miftrefs  thoughts  5 would  I had  fo  much 
money  as  fhe  would  give  to  be  revenged,  or  as  I would  refufe,  ra- 
ther then  hold  my  tonguey  I will  fteal  off,  and  give  them  the 
Alarum.  Cry  only,  my  Miftrefs  comes.  ‘ \Exit  Bertolin. 

Enter  Trevallin  and  Moretta. 

Treval.  A Boy,  or  Girl,  Wench,  for  a pair  of  Gloves. 

Moret . Neither,  for  two  pair,  a pox  on’t ’tis  no  marvhl  my  Mi- 
ftris  is  fo  jealous.  By  this  light, he  would  prefs  twenty  women  to 
death,  ere  he  made  one  Quick. 

Treval.  What  fay’ft  thou,  am  not  I a young  man  ftill  ? and  a 
bountiful  Lover,  for  a man  of  my  hair. 

, f Moret. 
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Moret.  By  my  troth.  Sir,  if  you  took  no  more  then  you  lay’d 
out  I think  there  had  been  little  fpent  to  day. 

‘ Treval . A wag,  a wag  $ But  I fhall  fee  thy  belly  fwell  ^ if  it  prove 
a Boy,  we  will  call  him  Trevallin  the  fecond. 

Moret.  Thefe  old  men  think  the  beft  of  themfelves , and  they 
have  reafon } for  if  their  faith  were  no  ftronger  then  their  works 
they  were  damn’d. 

Treval.  A kifs,  a kifs,Wench.  — I am  betray ‘d,undone,undone. 


x7$ 


While  they  are  kjnd0  Enter  Bertolin  and  difeovers  himfelf. 


Bertolin.  My  Ad,  for  my  freedom,  quickly,  your  Seal-Ring,and 
Reverfton  of  the  Ferry,  all  the  ready  money  in  the  houfe,  and  Mo - 
retta  for  my  wife  $ Or  all  goes  to  the  Inquifitor,  and  my  Miftris,  he 
cannot  cuckold  me  $ I have  both  their  words  for  it. 

Treval.  I am  undone. 

Bcrtol.  Is  it  a Bargain  ? or  I am  gone. 

Moret.  Be  rul’d.  Sir,  all  is  undone,  I will  confent  rather  then  be 
difhonoured  $ But  if  I be  not  revenged  on  him  when  I am  married. 

Treval.  But  will  you  be  faithful,  and  fecret,  when  this  is  done? 
and  not  tell  my  wife  ! 

Bertol . Hah!  what  houfe  do  you  take  me  to  be  of?  Is  Bertolin 
of  (b  little  reputation  in  the  world  , as  to  proclaim  my  own  horns 
my  felf?  Hang  her.  Trot,  (he  fhall  know  nothing  unlefs  you 
tell  her. 

Treval.  I tell  her  ? the  Divel  I will. 

Bertol.  Sure,  ’tis  as  probable  you  may  have  the  vanity  to  fay, 
you  made  my  wife  a whore,  as  I to  tell  it. 

Treval.  Be  but  fecret,  and  all  is  agreed. 

Bortel.  Is  it  a match,  Moretta  ? 

Moret.  Y es,  by  this  kifs. 

Treval.  Make  hafte,  and  let  us  part  before  lhe  comes,  (lie  will  be 
fo  jealous  elfe. 

Bertol.  No,no,ftay  you  two  here, and  flick  up  the  Boughes } I told 
her  you  were  making  ready  the  Boat  j fetch  out  the  boughes 
retta , and  difpatch,  I will  return  ftrait.  [Exit  Bertolin. 

Treval.  This  Have  will  tell  her  yet. 

Moret.  What  will  he  tell  ? am  not  I his  wife  ? f/ 

Treval.  But  fhall  not  I be  well-come  (till , when  we  can  delude  * 
the  old  Woman. 

Moret.  Yes,  but  we  mud  be  fecret,  for  he  is  a fallen  Rogue  , I 
cannot  thefe  boughs  out,  he  has  bound  them  (b  faft  together,  pray 
lend  me  your  knife  to  cut  the  firing. 

Treval.  There,  let  me  help  thee.  (Bertolin  peeps.')  They  fet  up 

Moret.  Fetch  me  feme  more  boughes.  fomeBoughts. 

Treval.  Ha  ! what’s  here  ? my  wife  ? Trevallin 

Argent.  Y es,  impudence  5 Oh,  that  I were  loofe  ? [Enter  Bertol.  g°*stopl*cK 

Bertol.  Did  you  call,  Sir  ? my  Miftris  will  be  here  prefently.  * ^ fades*’ 

Treval.  I amabufed,but  I (hall  be  revenged  $,  This  is  your  Vil-  f,-ls 
lany.  Sirrah. 
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Moret. Ha ! my  Miftris  in  the  boughes ! (he  can  tell  fine  ftories  then. 
Argen.  Yes,you  double  Whore  5 oh,  for  a Rat  to  gnaw  this  Cord. 

Enter  Baptifta  and  the  Banditoes. 

Bapt.  Sieze  them,  and  bind  them}fo,  ftrip  thofe  Fellows,  and 
bring  their  Cloathes. 

Bertol.  Alas,  Sir  5 my  skin  will  never  hold  dreffing  } if  your 
T he  Banditti  worfhip  has  ufe  of  a (kin,  pray  take  my  Matters  5 he  is  a notable 
hold  them,  thick-fkin’d  knave,  and  fo  tough  with  the  yellow,  ’tis  almoft  tann’d 
to  your  hand,  Sir. 

Bapt.  Hah  ! What  have  we  here,  a bird  in  a bufh  ? Away,  gagg 
them  5 and  lay  them  in  the  hole , behind  the  Hermitage , and 
follow  me.  [Exeunt  omnes. 


ACT.  III.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Sforza  and  Richardo. 

Sforza.  TV  “;0  more,  Richardo. 

Rich.  Sir,  ’tis  my  Love  and  Duty  that  makes  me  urge  it. 

sforza.  I believe  it}  but  no  more,  I know  you  are  abus'd. 

Rich.  Sir,  I have  letters  here  fecond  yours,  and  from  your  beft 
Friends,  fuch  whofe  affedion.  Faith,  nor  duty,  ought  to  be  fufped- 
ed } They  are  full  of  Amaze  and  Wonder,  to  finde  your  Highnefs 
will  fo  tamely  confent  to  lofe  a Countrey  that  coft  fo  much  blood 
to  purchafe } W as  not  Cofmo  born  Prince  of  Pavia  ? how  think  you. 
Sir,  a man  of  his  Spirit,  and  Title  to  the  Place,  fhould  confent  to 
hold  his  birth-right  for  another?  You  are  deceived.  Sir  }Nor  were 
Cofmo  fit  for  your  Friendlhip,  if  his  Spirit  could  grow  fo  tame  and 
degenerate,  as  tofet  a Slave  upon  his  Fathers  Throne } Come,  Sir, 
’tis  Flattery  and  diflimulation,  and  they  are  all  falfe  } this  is  the  opi- 
nion of  your  beft  Friends. 

Sforza.  Take  heed,  Richardo } yet  your  love  pleads  in  this  indis- 
cretion 3 but  do  not  prefume  5 You  know,  I dare  be  angry,  though 
it  be  long  before  a friend  can  finde  it } your  faith  fhali  priviledge 
you  to  as  much  freedom  as  any  Subjed  can  pretend  with  his  Prince } 
but  impertinency  and  rudenefs  no  difcreet  man  will  Commit.  Had  ft 
thou  faid,  Julia , Carlo , and  Martino  had  been  falfe,thou  had  ft  found 
my  faith}  for  I know  they  have  wrought  my  difgrace,  and  ’tis  their 
bufinefs  to  break  the  Friendlhip  betwixt  Prince  Cofmo  and  my  felf; 
and  againft  thofe  T ray  tors  thy  .words  would  have  railed  a T cmpeft 
in  my  heart } For  againft  that  Villain  Martino , ( till  my  Revenge 
finds  him)  even  my  foul  makes  War } for  I know  him  ungrateful, 
bloudy,  and  all  the  feveral  ills  that  make  a Villain  are  met  in  that 
■'  ■ inhumane  W retch, and  my  very  dreams  arm  againft  him  } But  when 

thou  fayeft  all  are  falfe,  including  tfle  Princefs  Fidelia^  That  Scan- 
dall  qucftions  the  truth  of  that  guilt  which  the  reft  are  condemned 
for}  No,  Richardo , fhe  has  no  lhare  in  that  Treachery , {he  is  all 
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foftnefs3  piety  and  vertueare  fo  natural  to  her  that,  for  her  fake, 
I can  fcarce  bq  angry  with  the  ref1-  3 For  when  her  name  but  croft 
fes  my  thought’s,  I can  do  nothing  with  Paffi^  fave  love  Fidelia  3 
Oh,  F riend,  thou  dos’t  not  know  that  Noble  mind 3 and  when  thou 
ftialtbe  acquainted  with  her  thou  wilt  confefs^  ThePrincefs  Fi- 
delias vertues  were  given  her,  as  Cordials,  to  defend  us  again#  the 
Poifon  of  her  Family  3 and  if  thou  ioveft  Sforza , Honour  and  ferve 
the  Princefs. 

Richard.  Since  your  Highnefs  is  fure  of  her  faith  I (hall  not  fail 
to  pay  that  refpe&and  honour  that  is  due  to  her  3 for  my  difplea- 
fore  was  onely  grounded  upon  the  thought  fhe  was  ingratcful  to 
your  Highnefs  3 yet  I fee  not  how  you  can  acquit  Cofmo. 

Sforza.  Prithee,  peace,  he  is  her  Brother  3 and  I know  he  has 
Courage  and  honour,  and  fuch  are  onely  guilty  by  chance  3 But 
foppofe  him  as  falfe  as  you  believe  him  , I fhall  be  more  troubled 
that  he  can  do  an  ill  Aftion  , ( becaufe  I love  him  ) then  for  any 
injury  he  dares  do  me  3 For  I wear  a fword,  Richardo , which  will 
heal  all  thole  injuries  3 and  therefore  let  us  not  trouble  our  felves 
with  much  thofe  Idler  thoughts  at  Millain  3 we  fhall  have  time  to 
inform  our  felves.  [Exeunt, 


ACT.  III.  SCEN.  II. 


Enter  Baptifta,  Pietro,  Nicolet,  and  another  Souldier,  in  the 
Ferrymans  habit , but  not  quite  drest. 

Bapt.  QO,  difpatch3  and  fome  one  look  out,  left  fome  call  to 
O pafs  3 how  the  old  whore  beat  the  fellow  ? 

Pietro.  She  had  realon  3 for  the  (lave  made  her  hufband  lie  with 
the  Maid  upon  her  back.  , 

idicol.  Nay,  he  lay  with  her  himfelf  upon  her  back,  after  he  had 
layen  with  his  Miftris. 

Pietro.  5Twas  his  trick,to  get  his  Miftris  into  the  boughs5  and  then 
the  ill-natur5d  Rogue  left  her,  for  her  hufband  to  find  her. 

Bapt.  What  a dog  ’twas  ? But  fhe  has  punifh’d  him. 

Wool.  Hee’ll  be  dead  ere  night,  for  I have  bound  them  together, 
and  left  her  hands  loore. 

Bapt.  She  will  kill  him  then. 

Pietro.  No  matter,  hang  him  Rogue  3 tell  when  his  Miftris  do’s 
him  a Curtefie  ? I would  all  that  do  fo  were  fb  ferved. 

Nicol.  That  folly  makes  us  pay  dear  3 for5by  this  light,  the  fear  of 
telling  keeps  more  women  honeft,  then  fear  of  Purgatory  3 But  ’tis 
time  to  be  gone,  I hear  fome  body  call.  Enter  Phillipine. 

Phillip.  Ferryman,  is  the  Boat  on  this  fide  ) 

Nicol.  Yes,  Sir. 

Bapt.  Ha  ! Phillipin  <?e  Victoria  s Page,  what  bufinefs  has  he  at 
Pavia  ? I muft  know  3 Some  ii  * igence  upon  my  life.  Sir,  if  you 
will  walk  to  the  Boat  3 we  will  follow  you. 

Phillip.  Make  hafte  then  3 Is  Prince  Sforza  paft  to  day*  QF^.Phih 

Bapt.  Not  yet,  but  we  E'xpeft  him.  What,  ho,  where  arethefe 

2,  fellows  3 ' 
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fellows } Do  you  here.  — feize  that  youth,  and  blind  him,  make 
as  if  you  would  rob  him,  fearch  his  Pockets  and  his  Cloathes  well 
for  Papers } if  you  V any  give  them  me. 

Tietro.  I warrant  you, Sir,  we  will  fearch  him.  [ Exit  Pietro. 
Bapt.  What  can  his  bufinefs  be  ? The  Duke  perhaps  is  dead , it 
muff  be  that, or  the  difcovery  of  our  defign.  Why  fhould  they  be  lb 
impatient  ell'e  ? for  they  Exped  him  within  thefe  two  hours. 


Enter  the  Banditoes,<*W  bring  in  Phillipine  blinded. 


Pietro.  Nay,  refift  not,  we  muft  have  money,  Sir } we  know  the 
Courtiers  want  none. 

Phillip.  And  you  will  find  fo  little  ’twill  fcarce  be  worth  your 
ains. 

Nicol.  What’s  that  ? 

Pietro.  A Letter,  direded  to  no  body. 

Nicol.  Open  it,  and  fee  if  there  be  never  a token  in  it. 

Pietro.  A pox  on’t,  heer’s  nothing  but  black  and  white. 

Nicol.  What  fays  it  ? 

Pietro.  For  that  you  muft  execufe  me, for  I fcorn  to  read,or  write 
fearch,  fearch  his  Doublet,  let  his  papers  be  hanged. 


They  fearch 
him  and  find  p 
a Letter. 


Baptifta  reads  the  Letter , throws  it  down  , and  goes  out. 

When  Baptifta  is  gone , they  vnblirid  him. 

Nicol.  A Pox  upon  you,  you  would  be  cudgeld, Sirrah,  for  offer- 
ing to  wear  fuch  Cloathes  and  carry  no  money  in  your  Purfe, 
onely  to  couzen  good  fellows , here  are  three  of  us  put  fairly  for 
the  Callo\vs,  for  a Piftol. 

Pietro.  Let  us  geld  the  (lave,  for  hanging  out  fuch  a bu(h,when 
he  has  no  Wine  in  the  Cellar. 

Phillip.  Alas,  Sir,  I muft  wear  what  is  given  me^  I am  but  a 
Servant. 

Pietro.  We  fhall  have  you  a prating  too  , when  you  are  on 
to’ther  fide. 

Phillip.  No  truly  5 give  me  but  my  paper , and  I will  go  about 
Ln  cr  ^ and  bufinefs, an^  do  you  no  injury  at  all,  O here  it  is,  I am  glad  the 

ta^es  n up  Rogues  could  not  read  j This  chance  had  like  to  have  fpoil’d  all. 

Nicol.  Come,  will  you  begone,  we  will  give  you  a Caft-afhoar, 
for  your  money  , but  we  are  no  Ferry-men,  my  friend  ^ onely  we 
farm’d  it,  for  an  hour  5 and  we  fhall  leave  you  to  take  the  poffefti- 
on,  if  you  pleafe,  for  our  work  is  done. 

Piet.  If  we  had  lighted  upon  nothing  but  your  lean  purfe,  what 
a purchafe  we  had  had  ? \_Enter  Baptifta. 

Bapt.  Difpatch,  and  away, the  Prince  is  for  certain  coming  $ and 
if  he  find  us  here,  we  (hall  pay  dear  for  this  reckoning. 

Phillip . I muft  truft  them,  till  I *'m  over.  [ Exit  Phillip. 

Bapt.  What  miraculous  accident  was  this ! all  our  plot  is  difco- 
vered^but  I have  handled  it  fo,  that  the  mifchief  fhall  fall  upon 
their  own  heads  j’twas  Fidelias  hand,  tis  certain  {he  loves  sforza3 

fhe 
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(he  could  not  elfe  difcover  her  mother  and  Family  to  him.  No  Bap- 
tifia, Vis  vifible  Sforza  had  ruin’d  thee  But  if  he  obey  thy  counfel, 
Fidelia,  I (hall  quickly  have  an  Opportunity  to  take  a full  Re- 
venge. ^ [Exeunt. 

Enter  Carlo  with  a Letter. 

Carlo.  There  is  the  Hermits  Cell  5 now  to  finde  Baptifia  5, 
hereabout  is  a path  that  leads  to  the  Ferry,  where  I am  to  ex- 
pert him.  [ Exit  Carlo. 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Pietro. 

Bapt.  So,  lieclofe  till  they  call , that  Letter  will  bring  him  were 
death  in  the  way.  \_Enter  Carlo, 

Carlo.  That  muft  be  he.  Baptifia  ? 

Bapt.  Carlo , what  news  ? 

Carlo.  Read  that  letter,  and  ’twill  inftrudl  you. 

[Carlo  gives  him  a Letter.  Baptifta  reads  the  Letter » 

Bapt.  ’Tis  enough}  but  can  you  give  me  no  directions  how  to 
know  him,  or  guels  when  he  will  come,  for  we  cannot  long  poflefs 
this  places  The  people  that  pafs  will  mils  the  Ferry-man  , But,  for 
the  other  part  of  the  Letter, there  needs  no  Conjuration. 

Carlo.  If  they  fhould  meet,  you  know  it  muft  be  fatally  They 
have  both  too  much  Courage  to  part  without  revenge  s and  if 
Cofmo  Ihould  fall  all  our  hopes  muft  perilh. 

Bapt.  If  he  come,  I fhall  not  faile  of  my  part,  either  to  perfrvade 
or  force  him  to  ftay  s But  Carlo , I tell  thee,  there  has  hapned  fuch 
a chance  to  day  that  makes  me  believe  fortune  will  be  kind  to  us  s 
In  Ihort,  all  Our  Rel'olutions  and  Deligns  are  known. 

Carlo.  ’Tis  not  poffible. 

Bapt.  Deceive  not  your  felf,  ’tis  known  s and  yet  fhall  not  be 
prevented  : rhillipine  paft  thislnftant  with  a Letter  from  Fidelia  to 
sforza  s wherein  (he  allures  him  of  all  our  intentions,  and  by  all 
that  is  dear  to  him  conjures  him  to  come  privately,  in  fome  dif- 
guife,  this  night,to  her  chambers  where  {he  and  his  lifter  will  expedfc 
him,  and  give  him  a full  Relation. 

Carlo.  And  where  is  the  Villain  and  his  Letter  ? 

Bapt.  Gone. 

Carlo.  Gone? 

Bapt.  Yes  gon,  and  upon  good  grounds  s for  knowing  rhillipine, 
I made  them  blind  him,  and  under  the  pretence  of  robbing  him, 
Search’d  for  Letters,  and  found  that  , which  having  read  they 
pretended  Ignorance , I threw  it  upon  the  ground  s he  not  fufpedt- 
ing  the  fecret  was  dil'covered  took  it,  and  is  gone  in  hafte  to  Sforza. 
By  which  means  we  fhall  be  fure  to  adt  our  parts  with  more  Conve- 
nience s for  I am  confident  he  will  come,  and  alone. 

Carlo.  ’Twas  done  like  one  that  knows  how  to  take  revenges 
Wicked  and  fooliih  Girle  ! unnatural  Fidelia  ! Betray  thy  Mo- 
ther ? This  news  will  confirm  thy  hopes  in  her  , for  now  the 
Dutchefs  will  give  her  you,  were  it  but  to  vex  her,  and  crofs  her 

Z 2 hopes 


1 


180  Ihe  Filgrtm. 

hopes  in  Sforza  : Remember  Julia,  and  as  Toon  as  you  have  di- 
Hi  gives  (patch’d  } pray,  give  notice  to  the  Count  Martino , by  fome  trufty 
Bapt,<*  King,  meffenger,  with  this  Ring, 

Baft.  I am  inftriMed,  farewell.  [ Exeunt . 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  HI. 

Enter  Cofmo  in  his  Pilgrims  Habit , and  Antonio  with  him. 

Cof.T  Confefs,  Antonio , this  is  the  greateft  (freight  that  ever  crofs 
X Fate  threw  me  upon  } for  L muft  now  lofe  my  value  with 
Sforza , and  the  world,  or  elfe  break  with  the  Princefs  Vitforia, 
whom  I love  above  the  world  3 and  heaven  and  llie  know  my 
foul  has  no  other  ambition  but  to  deferve  her  favour  : But  that 
love  muft  not  make  thy  friend  bear  an  injury  that  the  world  talks 
of,  becaufe  fhe  commands  me  to  be  ftlcnt  5 if  I do,  her  reafon  will 
hate  3 and  my  honour  will  not  fuller  the  world  to  wifper,  Cof 
mo  is  a coward. 

Ant.  Sir,  I find  many  Lovers  complain  of  Love,  and  the  heavy 
burthens  he  lays  upon  them  3 yet  few  or  none  make  hafte  to  difo 
charge  themfolves , but  rather  patiently  lie  down  under  their 
loads  3 your  Highnefs  now  complains  of  two  hard  Mafters,  Love 
and  Honour,  and  you  make  a difficulty  of  obeying  either  } Reafon 
counfels  you  to  prefer  one,  your  Paflion  t’other}  and  tome  no- 
thing appears  eafier  then  your  part  in  both 3 for  your  Idle  thought 
of  coward, Cofmon  is  know  above  it } and  if  the  Princefs  be  all  your 
aim,  if  her  favour  be  your  ambitious  hope,  as  you  fay.  What  need 
you  thus  hunt  your  own  dangers,  and  purfue  her  Brother,  and 
your  Prince,  upon  a moft  unreafonable  jealoufie  } unlefs  you  will 
give  fatisfaftion  to  others,  by  difobliging  her  that  you  profefs  to 
love  and  value  above  the  world. 

Cof.  Thou  miftakeft,  Antonio  3 ’tis  Cofmo  loves  the  Princefs,  ’tis 
not  Vittoria  loves  Cofmo  } and  obeying  her  now  is  but  ferving  my 
felfonly } if  fhe  loved  me,  then  for  her  fake  would  I put  up  this 
injury,  becaufe  I would  not  hazard  what  (lie  loves  } but  ’tis  not  fo, 
no  Antonio , ’tis  Cofmo  only  that  is  a Lover  3 and  Love  in  a Lover 
is  no  obligation  nor  tye  on  a Miftrefs 3 that  is  the  great  miftake 
which  has  fo  long  milled  the  world 3 every  Lover  pretending  a 
reward  from  his  Miftrefs,  becaufe  he  loves  her } which  is  moft  un- 
reafonable 3 unlefs  he  can  fay,  I will  love  fuch  a woman,  which  is 
impoffibleand  falfo}  for  know,  Antonio,  that  Prince  of  the  mind 
will  not  come  when  he  is  called,  nor  go  when  he  is  font } Love  is 
a blind  and  ftubborn  Boy,  and  his  will  is  his  Law  } therefore  no 
woman  is  obliged  to  any  man  for  loving  her.  We  owe  the  root 
no  thanks,  while  it  lies  fleeping  in  the  ground } but  when  by  the 
fpring  awakened,  it  fends  forth  its  Clufters,  then  we  cherifh  and 
admire  the  Vine,  hoping  to  tafte  the  rich  Elixar.  Love  is  that 
Root,  and  Love  may  bear  fuch  Fruit  as  may  oblige  a Miftrefs,  by 
being  diligent,  finding  and  taking  all  occafions  to  ferve  her  5 yet 
then  the  Lover  but  obeys  his  Mafter  3 and  to  a Lover  fuch  an  Aft 

both 
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both  makes  and  pays  the  debt  } And  this  Confideration,  Antonio , 
makes  me  purfue  my  firft  refolution  5 for  fmce  I can  pretend  no- 
thing from  the  Princefs  but  what  is  due  to^a  perfon  of  honour,  I • 
muft  be  careful  to  preferve  that  honour  which  is  currant  through 
the  world}  and  till  the  Princefs  loves  Cofino,  I muft  not  let  her 
kindnefs  to  a Brother  make  me  unfit  for  the  friendfhip  or  value  of 
that  Brother,  by  tamely  fuffering  injuries. 

Ant.  Sir,  I fubmit } but  why  fhould  you  go  thus  alone,  more 
now  then  at  other  times  > you  have  heretofore  thought  me  wor- 
thy to  take  a part  in  your  dangers } but  twas  when  your  Highnefs 
did  not  grudge  me  a part  in  the  honour. 

Cof.  'Tistrne,  the  honour  I fhall  gain  from  Sforza  I will  {hare 
with  none  } yet  let  me  tell  thee,  ’tis  not  that  which  makes  me 
leave  Antonio  now  } for  you  muft  ftay  here,  and  always  keep  in 
readinefs  thofe  Souldiers  I fpoke  with  Jaft  night,  to  execute  any 
defign  my  revenge  requires}  for  I am  refolved  to  hunt  the  Au- 
thors of  this  difgrace,  though  I find  them  priviledg’d  by  a Sifter, 
or  a Mother. 

Ant.  Sir,  I am  not  curious  to  know  more}and  fo  I may  ferve  you, 

I am  indifferent  in  the  kind  or  place. 

Cof.  Farewel,^»fo»/0  } prithee  keep  a watch  about  the  Princefs, 
and  obferve  what  fheand  my  Sifter  do  } and  though  you  fee  me 
through  my  difguife,  at  any  time,  yet  take  no  notice  of  me 
publickly. 

Ant.  I fhall  obferve,  Sir.  [ Exeunt . 

A C T.  1 1 1.  S C E N.  I V. 

Enter  Sforza,  Phillipine,  Richardo,  (Sforza  is  reading 

a Letter.) 

sfor. |3  Fad  there,  Richardo , and  blufh  for  the  ill  opinion  thou 

X\  hadft  of  the  molt  excellent  Fidelia.  Richardo 

Richard.  Horrid  villain  ! Sure  the  Dutchefs  has  a hand  in  this  fea  f‘ 
but  who  it  fhould  be  that  dares  undertake  this  black  deed,  I can- 
not guefs } the  Duke  being  dangeroutly  lick  is  the  caufe  that 
makes  them  thus  hidden  in  their  mifchief, 

Sfor.  There  is  no  difpute  now } hafte,  and  provide  thofe  habits  I 
ufe  to  make  the  Round  in } we  will  away  this  night,  as  fhe  defires, 
only  you  and  I } Oh  Richardo0 thou  art  yet  a ftranger  to  that  excel- 
lent Maid,  whole  faith  is  fent  by  heaven  to  guard  us  from  thofe 
wounds  that  her  Mother  threatens  this  State  with. 

Richard.  Pray,  Sir,  let  Phillipine  ftay  here, as  if  he  expefted  your 
Highnefs  anfwer  to  his  Letters,  twill  keep  them  at  a Bay  ftill,  land 
make  them  uncertain  what  to  refolve } and  if  any  of  your  own  fa- 
mily be  their  fpy  or  tray  tor,  his  ftay  will  deceive  them. 

Phil.  And  early  to  morrow  I will  take  my  time  to  follow  your, 
Highnefs. 

sfor.  What  were  thofe  that  rob’d  you?  are  they  at  the  Ferry 
ftill ) ' o 
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Phil.  I believe  not,  Sir,  they  feem  to  be  poor  Rogues,  fome 
ftragling  Souldiers  of  the  next  Garifon. 

sfor.  Come,  Richardo^  let  us  away.  [Exeunt. 

* Enter  Cofmo  in  his  Pilgrims  habit  alone. 

He  fyockj  Cof'  Sure  * have  ^ ^ay  5 *tls  ^atc5  * knock  at  this  Her- 
ibe  Hermits , mits  Cell,  and  inform  my  felf.  [The  Hermit  within  fays  who's  there . 

Cof.  A friend , pray,  which  is  the  way  to  the  Ferry  ? 

Hermit  within.  Pray,  come  in,  and  afford  your  Charity  5 and 
then  I will  guide  you  to  the  Ferry. 

Enter  Cofmo,  and  brings  forth  the  Hermit , and  unbinds  him . 

Cof  What  Impious  villains  werethofe  that  could  (o  rudely  bind 
thofe  holy  hands  ? 

Hermit.  Speak  foftly.  Son,  they  were  Thieves,  that  have  all  this 
day  robbed  at  the  Ferry  $ pray,  come  in,  and  let  me  fhut  the  door, 
left  they  efpy  us } 'tis  late,  and  they  cannot  ftay  long,  the  people 
are  already  alarm’d. 

Cof.  But  that  I have  other  vows  to  pay,  I would  know  who  they 
are  that  thus  boldly  juftifie  their  villany. 

Herm.  For  heavens  lake,  think  not  of  going  out.  Son,  ’tis  late 
and  dangerous. 

Cof.  ’Tis  late,  and,  I confefs,  I am  hungry  and  weary. 

Herm.  Within  I have  fome  of  yefterdays  Charity  left  ftill, 
which  I fhall  freely  give  you  ^ Come, Son,  and  put  off  thofe  weeds, 
•and  reft  upon  my  poor  bed,  it  knows  no  care  of  earthly  things  } 
and  if  you  bring  no  troubles  in  your  mind,  you  will  find  none 
there } I will  watch,  and  call  you  early  if  the  danger  be  removed  j 
I am  ftiff  with  lying  all  day  upon  one  fide. 

Cof  Let  me  help  you  in.  Villains,  to  ufe  an  old  Religious  man 
thus ! [Exeunt. 

ACT.  m.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  Sforza  and  Richardo,  in  their  difguife. 

Sfor.’*  | '■Is  late , the  Sun  is  upon  the  hill  already,  we  fhall  fcarcc 
J reach  Millain  to  night. 

Richard . We  muft  ride  the  fafter,  Sir  ^ But  once  over  the  Ferry, 
the  way  is  fhort. 

Sfor.  Call  the  Ferry-man. 

. Richard.  The  Boat  is  upon  this  fide,  I faw  it  from  the  hill. 

Baptifta  and  his  Company  peeps  and  lijlen  after  'em  j Baptifta 
jpeaks  to  his  Company , and  then  Enters. 

Bapt.  ’Tis  he,  I know  his  voyce,  as  foon  as  the  Boat  is  upon  the 
other  (hore,  draw  upon  him,  and  lpeed  him  any  way. 
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p*  Richard.  See,  here  is  the  F erry-man.  Honeft  friend,  is  the  Boat 
on  this  fide? 

Baft.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sfor.  What  hour  is  it  ? 

Baft.  Late,Sir}does  not  the  Prince  pafs?we  look’d  for  him  to  day. 
Sfor.  Not  till  to  morrow. 

Baft.  Our  boughs  will  be  wither’d  by  that  time.  [Exeunt . 

A noife  of  Weapons  and  fighting  within  j the 'y  fit  upon  the  Prince' 

Enter  Hermit. 


Hern t.  Ha ! what  noife  is  that  ? fure  thofe  villains  have  fet  up- 
on fome  paflengers. 

Enter  to  him  the  rilgrim  without  his  Coat , with  his  Staff  in  his  hand 

Cof.  How  now  Father,  what  noife  is  that  ? 

Herrn.  ’Twas  the  noife  of  fwords,good  Son, come  in  5 thole  Ban- 
ditoes  I told  you  of,  I fear  they  are  now  robbing  fome  body  $ For 
heavens  fake,  come  in,  and  let  them  not  fee  you. 

Cof.  Heaven  forbid  it  fhouldever  be  faid,  I flood  and  liftned 
• to  the  danger  that  threatens  innocence,  and  hid  my  felf  for  fear. 

Herm.  Heark,  they  come } and  they  are  fo  many  you  can  but 
lofe  your  felf  in  that  attempt,  and  bring  no  fafety  to  them. 

Cof.  Who  knows , fince  they  are  able  to  difpute  it,  but  that  my 
aid  may  fave  them  ? 

Herm.  See,  ’tis  they. 

Cof  No  matter, — Hold,  villains,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Baft.  Upon  them,  kill  them  both. 

Enter  Baptifta  and  his  fart) , four  in  all 5 Cofmo  runs  to  them , 
and  beats  down  Baptifta’/  fwordpurfuing  Sforza  and  Richardo  j 
who  after  two  or  three  fajjes , Richardo  and  one  of  the  Souldiers 
fall , with  their  wounds  5 Cofmo  pulls  off  the  head , and  difcovers 
a fword-blade  in  his  Staffs  they  fight  and  are  all  wounded  : Bap- 
tifta falls  under  Sforza,  and  the  Souldiers  are  kill’d  by  Cofmo. 


Bapt.  Iam  loft  for  ever  } Hold  your  hand,  till  I tell  you  a ftory 
may  fave  you  from  the  malice  of  others, fince  heaven  has  preferred 
you  thus  miraculoufly  againft  my  defigns. 

Sfor.  Speak  quickly. — Sir,  I hope  your  charity  has  found  no  He  turns  t* 
fad  accident,  to  make  you  repent  this  aftiom,  have  you  any  wound  CoOW  em* 
that  you  apprehend  dangerous  ? tracer 0 him. 

Cof  No,  Sir,  they  are  but  fcratches , pray,  let  us  know  what  he 
would  fay. 

Sfor.  Firft,  let  me  fee  my  friend  dreft  that  lies  bleeding  here.  He  goes  to- 
is  there  no  Surgeon  neer  ? ward  Ri~ 

Cof  The  Hermit  is  famous  for  his  skill,  and  fortunate  in  what  hec^lar^°° 
undertakes  5 and  fee  where  he  comes.  [Enter  Hermit. 

Herm.  How  fares  my  Son  ? is  there  any  ufe  of  my  skill,  or  is  all 
defperate  ? 

Cof  No,  Father,  heaven  has  been  kind  5 and  we  muft  implore 

your 
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your  aid,  for  their  mifchief  is  fain  upon  their  own  heads  3 this  is 
he  on  whom  you  muft  pra&ife  your  skill  and  charity. 

Hevm.  Help  me  to  bear  him  to  my  Cell,  and  then  return. 

{Exit  with  Richard. 

Enter  Cofmo  again, 

Bapt.  Defer  not  to  hear  what  l would  fay,  it  concerns  your 
fafety;  and  I (hail  difcover  a treachery  your  honeft  heart  will 
fcarce  give  credit  to. 

Sfor.  What  made  thee  attempt  my  life  ? thou  feeft  I am  poor, 
no  hope  of  gain  cold  tempt  thee. 

Ba.pt,  Hide  not  your  fel£,  Prince  Sforza,  from  him  that  knows 
you,  and  the  caufe  why  you  are  thus  diiguis  cl 

Cofmo  afde.  Ha ! Prince  Sforza  ? 

Sfor.  Suppose  I am  sforza^  how  came  you  by  this  knowledge  > 

Bapt.  From  fhillipzne^  whom  we  pretended  this  day  to  rob  3 and 
in  his  Pocket  found  the  Princefs  Fidelias  Letter,  which  gave  you 
notice  that  your  life  was  laid  for  3 and  this  is  one  of  thole  defigns 
which  heaven  has  prevented : In  ihort  (for  I find  I am  going  to 
my  grave)  your  life.  Sir,  is  fold  to  me  and  others  3 Julia  and  falfe 
Martino  fold  it  3 and  Fidelia  ihould  have  been  my  reward,  for  kil- 
ling you. 

Cofmo  aftde.  Ye  powers,  what  do  I hear  — Sir,  does  he  (peak 
truth,  in  part,  are  you  Prince Sforza  .<? 

-5 'for.  From  you  1 will  not  hide  my  felf  3 for  fince  you  durft  pro- 
fed  me,  as  a private  man  3 1 am  confident,  you  will  not  quit  me 
when  you  know  1 am  your  Prince. 

Bapt.  To  confirm  you  in  the  belief  of  what  I fay,  turn  this  way, 

and  look  upon  this  Face. Baptijla  pulls  off  his  difguife,  of  a 

Beard  and  Perriwig. 

Sfor.  Baptijla? 

Cofmo  ajide,  O heavens  ! tis  he. 

Bapt,  Yes,  Baptijla , whom  you  fo  many  ways  have  ruined  : - — 
All  which  I could  have  forgot,  all  but  my  lofs  in  the  hopes  of  my 
divine  Fidelia, 

Cof.  Knew  {he  of  this  Plot  ? 

Bapt,  She  know  of  it ) No,  nor  could  any  but  a fool  or  a devil 
ask  that  queftion  3 would  I had  fought  with  thee,  thou  could’ft 
never  have  overcome  me  that  art  matter  of  fo  bale  a doubt. 

Cof.  Was  Prince  Cofmo  at  Court  when  you  came  thence,  has  he 
any  knowledge  of  this  defign  ? 

Bapt,  No,  upon  my  foul,  they  area  pair  of  matchlefs  vertues. 

Sfor.  Then  I am  happy  3 for  I confefs,  I could  not  but  with  pain 
of  mind  think  Prince  Cofmo  lefs  then  I efteemed  him.  Tisagal- 
lant  and  a faithful  Prince  3 and  when  you  know  him  you  will  ad- 
mire him  3 there  is  nothing  in.  him  an  enemy  can  accufe , ora 
friend  wlfh  away,  unlefs  his  choler  may  fometimes  prevail  : But 
that  laid  afide,  he  is  Brother  to  Fidelia , which  is  all  that  can  be  faid 
of  excellent. 

Cof 
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Cof.  I know  the  Prince,  and  was  a Souldier  under  him  5 and- 1 
am  glad  to  hear  your  Highnefs  has  this  opinion  of  him  } for  we  hatl 
a rumour  in  the  Army,  that  your  Highnefs  wrought  him  out  of  his 
Command  5 believe  me.  Sir,  he  left  the  Camp,  as  we  were  told,  upr 
on  it,  highly  unfatisfied  with  your  Highnefs  about  it.  f.  ; ; n. ; : j.it 
sfor.  The  Prince,  when  he  {hall  know  me  better,  will  not  be 
perfwaded  1 could  be  guilty  of  lb  low  or  mean  a crime } and  when 
I believe  him  not  lit  for  fuch  a charge  or  truft,  I (hall  not  fear  to 
tell  him  fo  5 for  I yet  never  flatter'd  a friend,  nor  injur’d  my  enemy* 
why  then  Ihouldl  be  fo  unreafonable  as  to  wrong  Princ eCofino  ? 
yet  their  malice  had  like  to  have  been  profperous  in  their  defign 
of  breaking  our  friendfhip}  for  till  this  minute  I fufpeded  the 
Prince  had  (by  his  Mothers  intereft)  procured  my  being  called 
from  my  Government,  here  in  Pavia  } but  I have  now  found  their 
defign}  and  their  malice  has  but  given  a growth  to  that  friendfhip 
they  meant  to  have  withered, — How  do  you.  Sir  ? ? ; 

Cofmo.  Not  well,  I find  I have  loft  more  blood  then  I can  fpare.' 

Sforza.  Father,  pray  lend  us  your  help  here. ; 7.  » Hermit,  and 

Cofmo . I would  fain  know  upon  vv hat  ground  this  Bapt'jfa  ac-  ^0^^^ 

cufed  Count  Martino  and  the  Dutchefs.  .{/j .r,° 

Baptifla.  Read  that  Letter,  and  ’twill  fatisfie  your  doubts. 

Sforza.  ’T\s  Martino's  hand. 

Baptijla.  ’Tisfo,  and  Carlo  brought  it  this  Evening. 

Sforza.  Heaven  ! thy  hand  is  vifible.  Read,  Sir, for  I dare  truft 
you  with  the  fecret  of my  Life } What  courfe  fhall  I take  to  prevent 
their  malice  ? .w-.'1; 

Baptifa.  Hafte,  Sir, 'to  Court,  before  the  Fame  of  this  attempt 
come  to  their  knowledge,  {hew  this  Letter  to  your  Father,  and 
feize  Martino  } But  fpare  to  name  Julia,  ’twill  break  the  Prince’s 
and  Fidelia's  Heart } for  whofe  fake,  if  you  love  her,  and  her 
Noble  Brother,  you  will  hide  her  part  of  this  fault : And  Martino 
once  removed,  ’twill  be  eafie  to  reclaim  her  Heart } for  ’tis  his  am- 
bitious Mind  has  wrought  her  eafie  Nature  to  this  bloody  defign. 

Oh  ! I faint , and  yet  ere  I die,  as  you  have  Charity,.forgive 
Baptijla  } Then  live  and  love  at  the  rate  I have  adored  the  excellent 
Fidelia , and  you  will  then  deferve  her  Heart  y Fidelia  ts  all  Angel} 
and  Baptijla  too  earthly  to  think  fo. — - Oh  Father,  your  Charity* 
pray}  that  I may  confefs  a fad  Soul  to  you,  and  end  better  then  I 
lived. 

Sforza.  Can  you  read  that  Letter  ? d . ■ ! ' ) 

Cofmo , Yes,  Sir}  but ’tis  fo  fad  afeene  itmakes  my  blood  xuh 
backwards  in  my  veines } lofe  no  time,  Sir,  your  Life  is  at  ftake } I 
will  but  drefs  thefe  Height  wounds  and  follow  you. 

Sforza.  I will  leave  a Horfe  for  you. 

C^/^^.Pray,Sir,quit  not  your  difguife}’tis  better  then  a guard  till 
you  know  whom  you  may  truft.  . 1 . { o.<' 

sforza.  You  have  reafon, and ’twas  my  own  defign  .Fare we]  , Siry 
at  my  Lodging  I will  exped  you.'  [ Exeunt  Hermit,Sfor.a»idBapt. 

Cofmo.  That  Villain,  Martino^  has  ruin’d  all  our  Family  } but! 
will  find  him  when  his  thoughts  expeds  no  fuch  vifit : I will  in, and 
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difcover  my  felf  to  Baptifia,  and  make  him  write  a Letter  to  my 
Mother  and  Martino , wherein  he  (hall  onely  mention  the  Prince  is 
efcaped,  and  conceal  his  own  Condition  $ He  (hall  write  to  them 
that  they  (hould  truft  me  with  any  defign,  as  one  he  knowes  faith- 
full  and  fit  for  their  purpofe.This  recommendation  will  admit  me  to 
their  Gouncells^he  (hall  tell  them  too, that  he  has  feized  me  accord- 
ing to  their  Order, and  that  I fhall  be  private  and  fafe  in  his  cuftody 
till  their  Order  require  me  } 'twill  keep  off  thefulpitionof  who  I 
am, or  fear  of  my  coming  till  they  fend  for  me.  Thus  I am  refolved 
to  return  to  Millain , in  this  Periwigg  and  a Pilgrims  Weed  } and 
if  that  difguife  can  conceal  me  , I am  refolved  to  undertake  all 
their  deftgnes } by  which  means  I may  prevent  their  malice  5 But 
when  the  plot  is  ripe,  if  then  I fall  not  with  a (ad  Fate  upon  the 
wretch , till  this  fiery  prompter  has  called  to  his  defpairing 
thoughts  all  thofe  bloody  defignes  his  barbarous  Soul  has  plotted, 
and  with  fatal  wounds  laid  the  Tray  tor  at  my  feet  a facrifice  to 
our  injur’d  Family , Heaven  curfe  me  ftrangely.  But  for  thee,  O 
jfa/zd,  my  unfortunate  Mother  , though  I will  not  lift  a hand  a- 
gainft  thee  $ yet  I have  words  in  (lore  that  (hall  wound  thee  deeper 
thenafword.  S Exeunt  omnes 

A CT.  III.  SCEN.  VI. 

Enter  Victoria  and  Fidelia'. 

Fide . /''"A  Cofwo.j  Cofnio , cruel  Brother  ! why  haft  thou  robb’d  me 
V_  /of  the  Joy  I had  in  thee  ? He  has  broke  his  Faith,  Ma- 
dam, and  is  gone  to  be  calmely  wicked  upon  fecond  thoughts, 
in  cold  blood : cruel ! What  wilt  thou  do, unworthy  youth  ? Good 
Gods,  would  I have  given  Faith  to  him  that  (hould  have  told  me 
Cojnto  would^have  diifembled  with  Fidelia^  and  wept  to  a Sifter 
when  blood  and  revenge  were  in  his  Heart  } water  in  his  Eyes, 
and  Murder  in  his  Mind  ? 

Vi&o.  Do  not  fay  (b. 

Fide.  Do  not  defend  him.  Madam}  he  is  not  worth  your  Anger 
nor  Pity,  that  tould  lie  to  you , you  that  he  loved  : And  he  that 
dares  look  his  Miftrels  in  the  face,  and  tell  a lie,  neither  Religion, 
Honour  nor  Virtue,can  have  any  ties  upon  hinv.  » 

Vitfo.  For  my  fake,  do  not  revile  him  5 he  has  fome  new  reafon, 
( I know  he  has)  elfe  I am  certain  he  would  have  ftayed}  for  his 
Heart  is  full  of  Truth  and  Honour,  and  bleft  with  all  that  is  glo- 
rious in  a Man  } and  though  his  Rage,  fometimes , like  a (form 
thro wes  thofe  Virtues  into,  diforder  , vet  when  -he  iscolle&ed,  his 
calm  Mind  is  all  divine.  • .’r/.  i 

Fide.  This  Opinion  makes  me  hate  him^  that  he  can  be  fo  faulty 
to  you  that  are  thus  noble.  Pray  hate  him,  pray  do,  that  I may 
learn  to  do  it  by  yoor  example } For  Heaven  knowes,  ’tis  hard  for 
me  to  leave  loving  him,' though  I chide  till  the  day  fets , fbfCfifzvo 
is  next  to  sforza  in  my  Heart.  But  thisfaKhood  has  ftaggeFd  all 
imy  hopes,  for  his  Lotfie?  was^that  I built  upon  } The  Ambitious, 
ri!:b  c . Jealous, 
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Jealous,  Angry,  nay , the  Luftful  Man ' can  Love,  but  the  falfc 
diiiembler  can  nevdr  be  juft  to  himfelf-  or  others  y and  till  I found 
him  fo,  my  patience  lyore  the  prelent  miferies , myHeartftillhop- 
ingC<?/w<?Wirtue  would  one  day  redeem  our  Family.  VaT 

Vitfo.  So  he  will  , my  Soul  propheftes  he  will.  * But  oh,  the 
Wari  have  Within  me,  when  I think  my  Brother  and  -'Cofme  areJ 
Enemies-  ! Should  they  meet,  ftwould  kill  Vivaria,  .ere  lhe  can 
refolve  who  thould  be  vi<ftor.  ' ■ ><■,>:  ' •? 

Fzt/e.linhappyC<?/w(?/what  would  I have  given  to  havefaved  thee? 
Innocent,  that  it  might  not  have  been  faid,  thy  paftion  betray  % 
fuch  afweetnefs,  whole  Love  is  fo  far  bom  being  Angry,  thatlhe 
chides  my  Juftice ! - -*  . • ' 

Vitto.  Pray  be  not  thus  paflionate,when  there  is  reafon,  I can  be 
as  angry  as  you. 

Fide.  Had  you  chid  him  I would  not^and  if  you  w7ould  have  me 
defend  him,  let  me  fee  you  angry  5 that  may  awaken  the  Sifter  in 
me,  whofe  partial  Mind  may  plead  fomething  for  him  y but  no# 
tis  impoflible  w hile  you  are  kind  } had  he  been  one  that  the  w7orld 
knew  not,  had  he  never  given  afturance  of  what  he  durft  do  } that 
bubble-vanity,  and  mens  idoll, honour,  might  have  pleaded  his  ex- 
cufe  } but  for  him  that  has  to  lundry  battles  given  a name,  and 
won  in  Warr  a glorious  Fame,  on  whom  the  Sun  yet  never  fet 
unqlorioufty,  for  him  to  break  his  Faith  and  Friendfhip  to  quarrel 
With  his  Friend  ? That  Friend  that  gave  him  his  greateft  Honour:; 
by  having  once  been  his  Enemy.  Who  but  a vain  Man  would 
afnire  higher  in  Honour  and  Armes,  then  to  have  been,firft.  Enemy, 
then  Friend  to  sforza  } and  after  all,  not  unwelcome  t o the  divine 
Victoria.  ? 

I i&o.  Nay,  then  I conjure  you  by  what  is  deareft  to  you,  leave 
this  ditcourle  , and  unlels  you  defpife  the  fecrets  we  To  late  blufhed 
for,  you  will  ceale  to  revile  him. 

Enter  her  Maid.  * -i 

V 

Angelica.  Ma.lam,  there  is  a Souldier  without  who  deftres  to 
(peak  wfth  you,  his  bulinefs  fpeaks  hafte. 

Fideda.  Admit  him,  my  Heart  fore-tells  fome  fad  accident. 

Enter  Sforza  difguifed. 

Sforza  Mv  bufinefs  is  with  the  Princefs  Fidelia , yet  your 
Highnefs  may  partake  of  it}  but  I fhall  beg  fome  place  more  pri- 
vate to  deliver  it  in,  for  ’tis  of  confequence. 

Fidelia.  In  my  Chamber,  if  you  pleafe.  Madam,  we  may  be  pri- 
vate ; tbllow  us,  F riend. 

Vi&ona.  Heaven  avert  what  my  fears  would  prompt  me  to 
believe.  [Exeunt  owner. 
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ACT.  III.  SCEN.  VII. 

Enter  the  Hermit  and  Cofmo  in  his  Pilgrims  habit . 

Cofmo.  |Muft  be  gone*  my  bufinefs  calls  me  hence } but  to  your 
* care,  Father,  I muft  leave  my  Friend  ^ you  muft  be  private 
in  what  haspaftto  day  $ you  know  what  perfonsare  concern’d. 
Farewell.  Yourblefling,  and  Joe  pleafed  to  take  this  Charity  to 
adorn  your  Altar. 

Hermit . I am  counfel’d , Heaven  blefs  the  Prince,  and  guide  my 
Son  j My  prayers  {hall  wait  upon  you  5 and  when  your  Friend  is 
able  to  travell,  he  fliall  come  to  Court  ^ In  the  mean  time,  I will 
carry  him  to  the  Ferry-mans  houle,  who,  in  return  of  your  boun- 
ty to  them,  (hall  carefully  attend  him. 

Cofmo.  Pray  let  the  Count  Baptiffa  be  privately  buried , for 
though  he  beef  a Noble  Family,  it  muft  not  yet  be  known  he  is 
dead. — I could  have  wifhed  he  had  lived  5 yet  this  Letter  and  this 
[Afide.~]  Ring  will  ( I hope)  be  fufficient  to  compafs  my  defignes.  £ Exeunt . 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  VIII. 

Enter  Fidelia,  Victoria,  and  Sforza. 

Fide.  \ \ 7Hat  have  I heard!  My  Mother  accufed  of  a Murther, 
VV  and  by  Prince  Sforza  ? Heaven  lure  has  changed  its 
eourfe,  he  would  not  elfe  have  told  me  this.  Fidelia,  be  thy  felf, 
and  let  not  thy  fond  Affe&icn  tame  thy  Soul  fo,  as  to  lit  calmely 
down  and  bear  this  Injury. 

Sforza.  ’Twas  my  fear.  Madam,  that  this  truth  would  grieve 
your  Heart  j and  had  my  Life  been  onely  at  ftake,  I fhoulci  have 
died  in  filence : But  when  yours,  my  Fathers,  and  all  our  Families 
are  thrown  into  the  fcale,  Piety  and  Honour  bid  me  warne  the 
Innocent,  that  they  may  flie  the  {laughter } while  a wilfull  filence 
might  make  me  not  onely  lament  the  mifery,  but  guilty  of  that 
crime  too.  Yet,  witnefs  Heaven,  ’tis  a fecret  to  all  the  world  be- 
fides } And  you  can  witnefs , when  her  Malice  was  moft  aftive 
and  moft  profperous,  that  Ihe  was  Fidelia's  Mother  was  all  fatisfa- 
&ion  $ for  whofe  fake  I have  ftill  had  a Patience  as  great  as  her 
Injuries. 

Fide.  Thinkes  Prince  Sforza  I will  juftifie  her  follies?  why 
elfe  do’s  he  ftab  me  with  a repetition  of  them  ? Do’s  your  Highnefe 
think  to  heal  my  wounded  Mind  by  telling  me  you  have  forgiven 
my  Mother  ? Do’s  that  take  away  her  faults  ? No,  but  ftiewes  her 
guilt,  and  his  vanity  greater,  and  urged  but  to  upbraid  me,  and 
civilly  tell  me  how  much  better  he  deferves  then  I.  Yet,  if  I had 
not  been  miftaken,  you  would  not  have  forgot,  that  I,  to  keep  a 
fpotlefs  F riendlhip  with  Prince  sforza , have  erred  even  againft 
Nature,  abandoning  a Mothers  and  a Brothers  Intereft, in  quitting 
all  the  world  to  juftifie  the  value  I had  of  him  above  it } and  had 
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he  loved  Fidelia  with  half  that  kindnefs,  he  would  have  hid  this 
fault  from  me,  as  if  it  had  been  his  own  Crime  $ But  all  the  world 
(Prince  Sforza  too)  joynes  to  make  Fidelia  miferable. 

sforza.  O ye  Gods,  then  lam  miierable.  Come, Martino,  I 
will  now  call  thee  Friend,  if  thou  wilt  finifh  what  Baptiffa  but  be- 
gun, fince  my  Friend  can  thus  miftake  her  fervant. 

Vitfo.  Gentle,  Sifter , why  this  paflion  ? what  is  there  more 
in  his  words  then  you  your  felf  have  feared?  had  you  rather  we 
ftiould  all  perifh,then  hear  your  danger  from  a Friend  ? Had  a third 
perfon  told  you,  would  not  you  have  broke  the  glafs  that  brought 
you  poyfon  ? Good  Heaven,  I,  without  blufhing,  dare  profel's  my 
felf  a Lover  too,  yet  will  not  afliime  fuch  a partial  Dominion  over 
his  mind,  as  to  prohibit  him  fpeaking  what  is  juft  and  honeft  ^ and 
if  it  be  a truth,  what  he  has  faid,me-thinks  you  are  much  to  blame. 

Fidelia.  Ifitbenot,  By  all  my  hopes,  I vow  my  felf  a Widowed 
Virgin,  in  fome  Holy-houfe , and  bid  farewel  to  sforza  and  his 
Friendship,  that  could  thus  rafhly  accufe  my  Mother  3 and  if  it  be 
a truth,  I am  then  unworthy  of  his  thought  or  Love. 

ViB.  Why  are  you  filent,  Sir } Why  do  you  not  acquit  your  felf? 

Sforza.  Treafon,war,  or  ficknefs,  bring  no  wounds  but  1 can 
bear y But  the  wounds  of  a friends  unkindnefs  ftrike  the  foul,  it 
growes  dumb,  and  the  heart  pale.  But  I have  finished.  Believe  her 
Innocent, Madam  t,  fo  that  Errour  wounds  none  but  me',  you  (hall 
never  find  me  bufie  to  prevent  a danger  5 nor  had  I fpoke  now,  but 
for  your  fake,  and  to  preferve  the  Princefs  Fidelia.  Read  that 

Letter. Nay,  then  I have  lived  too  long  $ That  frown  this  Er  He  *ferj  her 

vening  had  faved  Baptijia , and  malice  had  been  profperous , O for  a Fetter  and 
thofe  wounds  I gave  him  $ thofe  would  have  cured  this  mifery  ift*  refufes  it. 
for  when  Fidelia  frowns,  why  fhould  Sforza  live?  but  I talk,  and  ils 

prevent  what  thefe  would  do Bleed,  and  weep, Fidelias  loft,  hlsmutd™ 

Viff.  Sforza , brother, hold  5 for  Heavens  fake, hold  5 Fidelia  bids 
you  hold,  sforza } O ftay,  what  mifery  do  you  fly  to  ? your  friend 
calls,  and  bids  you  ftay.  [ Exit  Sforfa. 

Fidelia * You  wrong  me.  Madam  } Thofe  that  can  and  will  go,  I 
fcorn  to  hold. 

Vi&oria.  But  thofe  that  obey  you  ought  not  to  tread  upon  i, 
why  did  you  refufe  to  read  the  Letter  , which  might  have  quit- 
ted him  ? 

Fidelia.  Becaufe  I have  miferies  enough,  and  will  not  hunt  that 
knowledge  which  will  but  diftraft  my  mind.  I am  now  ready  for 
my  Grave,  and  will  not  go  a ftep  out  of  my  way  to  avoid  it , but 
here  ftand  and  well-come  fate  } for  fince  I have  lived  to  fee  Prince 
Sforza  angry  with  me,  for  a word  , when  paflion  and  mifery  had 
diftrafted  me , why  fhould  I defire  to  live?  ’tis  folly,  ’tis  madnefs, 
fince  I cannot  hope  a remedy  for  my  fick  mind  } when  he,  who 
forgave  his  Enemies  a murder  would  not  forgive  Fidelia  a palli- 
onate  word  ? O Madam,  this  Cruelty  in  your  brother  makes  me 
invite  malice  and  Murder.  Come,  both  Baptijia  and  Martino ,come, 
come  all  that  hate  Fidelia,  and  fee  your  felves  reveng’d  upon  her, 
and  behold  her  withered  by  her  friend,  fee  all  the  gloried  in  5 Her 

friend- 


Ipo- 

She  throws 
the  Letter 
away. 
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friendfhlp3  and  her  Faith  in  Sforza,  like  early  bloffoms,  by  untime- 
ly ftorms,ftruck  and  blafted  5 but  why  do  I hold  this  Infedion  — 
Yet  3tis  well-come,  lince  it  brings  news  of  Fidelias  death}  and  left 
nature  fhould  grow  weak,  and  tempt  me  to  fave  my  felf,  thus  to 
the  fire  I offer  all  my  means  of  fafety. 

The  Scene  mufiprefent  a Chimney , in  which  fhe  throws  the  Letter 
and  goes  out.  (Vidoria Jhatches  up  the  Letter.')  [Exit  Fidelia. 

Victoria.  Their  paffions  muft  have  way  } ’Tis  time,  not  Reafon 
muft  prevail  5 Love,whofe  glory  is  built  upon  our  mifery,  and  our 
griefs  his  Triumph  ftili , and  our  fears  his  food!  Tyrant!  whom 
none  ferves  but  (laves  $ Force,  not  affedion  , fills  thy  Train} 
who  cares  not  to  have  his  Servants  fplendid  or  great } The  Pale, 
Lean,  and  defperate  fill  thy  Court,  which  makes  me  fear,  Reafon, 
nor  the  gods  come  not  there } But  this  is  no  time  to  difpute  thy 
power.  I will  read  this  dangerous  Letter. 

The  Superfcripcion. 

For  my  Friend  , Count  Baptifla. 

KNow , the  Duke  was  this  day  dangerous  fick,  of  his  Impofihume , 
and  he  is  yet  without  hopes  of  life  } Sforza  has  notice  of  our  de- 
sign } and  if  you  fir  ike  not  in  time , all  our  hopes  are  defperate } ij  he  out- 
live this  day,  and  the  Duke  die,  your  hopes  in  Fidelia  are  loft } for  we 
are  certain,  fhe  and  the  prince  hold  Intelligence  } The  Dutchefs  falutes 
you  } Co(mo  is  pajt  in  a Dijguife , to  fight  with  Sforfa  5 if  you  meet 
him  fecure  him,  till  you  hear  from  us  } for  the  Dutchefs  will  not  ven- 
ture him  in  fitch  a Danger  as  a Duel  againfi  the  Prince  } upon  whofi 
fiuccefs  all  our  deflgns  and  Hopes  depend.  Farewell , and  burn  this 
Letter : C.ts  the  Mejjengerjo  whom  you  may  impart  how  Lufincfs  fiands. 

Yours, 

Martino. 

Victoria.  The  other  name  is  blotted  out,  O heavens  ! what  a 
plot  was  here,  to  ruine  all  our  hopes  ? This  Letter  I will  fhe  w my 
Father,  whofe  recover}'  is  miraculous } Heaven  Pure  has  lent  him 
fome  few  days,to  preferve  his  name  & family}  which  if  he  had  dy’d 
muft, in  this  mifehief , have  fhrunk  to  nothing } fure,  when  he  (hall 
fee  this  paper  he  will  ceafe  to  give  faith  to  curled  Martino.  [_£x.Vid. 

Enter  Sforza  alone. 

Sforza.  This  is  his  Chamber  : Thus  difguifed  he  cannot  know 
me,  or  if  he  do,  nothing  (hall  fave  him  } nor  is  there  fuch  a thing 
as  danger,  when  men  are  refolved  to  die,  or  Execute } Oh  Fidelia , 
thus  I will  revenge  thee  on  Sforza , and  preferve  thee  againft  Mar- 
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tino , I mu  ft  not  think  of  her,  (he  puts  womanifh  thought?  ftrmy 
mind,  I will  knock.  . .\y.( Hejqiwk-) 

Onervthin.  Who  is  there? 

Sforza.  One  inhafte  that  fhould  fpeak  with  the  Count Mar~ 
tino . ter  Martino  and  two  Servants. 

Martino.  How  now?  your  pews.  ,;7-„0  ■; 
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Sforza.  Yes,my  Lord  s but  we  had  a hard  bout  ont. 

Martino.  Speak  foftly,  and  follow  me.  ; [ Exeunt . 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  I. 
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“lhe  Scene  di [covers  the  old  Duke  in  his  Chamber  JJeeping  ■,  hit  Guard 
and  Phyfitians  about  him , and  Carlo.  j LEnter  Victoria. 
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Vidoria.  T THere  is  theDuke? 

Thyfitian . V V He  fleeps,  Madam. 

Victoria.  T muft  awake  him. 

Thyfitian.  By  no  means,  if  you  love  his  health, 

Victoria.  I muft.  His  own,  and  the  health  of  Millain  depends  up° 
on  my  news  5 Sir,  Father,  Sir.  . • . 

Duke.  Who  calls  ? 1 

Victoria.  ’TisI,Sir?  your  Victoria,  (she  kneels.) 

Duke.  Rife  my  dear  Child,  thou  wert  with  me  in  my  dream  too. 

VtCtoria.  Oh,  Sir  ! 

Duke.  Why  weep’ft  thou  ? '(she  gives  him  the  Letter.) 

Victoria.  Read  that  paper.  Sir,  and  fave  your  Son,  and  lpeedily, 
or  all  our  hopes  are  loft  5 for  Murther  and  Treafon,if  not  prevent- 
ed,will  fweep  your  Family  from  thefEarth,  and  Millain  no  more 
obey  the  p.  me  of  Sfor%a.  ( He  reads  the  Letter.) 

Duke.  Heaven  forbid  the  Execution  of  this  wicked  Defign. 

Victoria  ’Tis  net  the  heavens,  Sir,  muft  do  it  •>  their  partis  here 
in  the  difeourfe  $ you  muft  aft  now,  as  their  Minifter  here  where 
jufti  eand  T-<  >ture  call  for  your  Defence 5 and  if  you  donotfud- 
dem7  Seize  Martino  ^ who  thus  long  has  abufed  your  truft,  you 
will  fee  this  laft  Scene  of  your  life  fet  in  the  blood  of -your  felf, 
and  family. 

Duke.  Ti  fo  horrid  it  fcarce  finds  my  faith. 

Victoria.  If  your  goodnefs  defer  preventing  this  mifchief  till 
the  guilt  be  vilible,  here,  in  few  hours,  you  will  fee  your  Son,, and 
my  tlear  Brother,  bleeding  his  own  Teftimony  sand  then  your  Ju- 
ftice  can  onely  punifh,  and  not  prevent  the  Traytor. 

Duke.  Good  Heaven^ftis  certain  , This  is  ftis  hand,  I know  the 
Charafters  anti  her  modeft  Sc  Innocent  nature  confirms  it^Shedurft 
not  elfe  thus  confidently , without  pregnant  proofs,  accufe.  him  : 
Who  is  theri  ? Cario^  command  a guard  to* *jitt#fld  my  daughters 
Go,  Victoria^  and  feize  the  body  of  ke  refift,  >fbr<;e 

him 
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him  hither,  if  he  yield,  be  civil  $ Carlo , where  is  Julia}  . . 

ViSforiaV  Wherever  (he  be,  (he  dares  not  appear  in  this 
caule.  [_  Exeunt  all  but  Carlo. 

Duke.  Carlo0tt\\  the  Dutchefs  I would  fpeak  with  her. 

Carlo.  I fhall,Sir^  — There  is  wonder  and  myftery  in  this  dilco- . 
very } how  the  Devil  came  Ihe  by  that  Letter  } Tis  the  fame  I gave 
Baptijia  $ This  day  will  be  full  of  mifchief,  fomething  bold  and 
fudden,  or  all  is  loft  5 1 will  to  the  Dutchefs  with  this  Newrs } The 
difficulty  will  be,  how  to  fave  Martino , they  have  his  hand  to  wit- 
nels  againft  him.  [Enter  Colino  in  his  Pilgrims  habit . 

Cofino.  By  your  favour , Sir  5 I would  gladly  fpeak  with  the 
Dutchefs. 

Carlo.  Some  begging  Pilgrim  5 I am  in  hafte  friend. 

Cofino.  If  not  with  her, Sir, the  Count  Martino , or  Seigniour  Carlo. 

Carlo.  What  is  your  bufinefs  with  him  ? 

Cofino.  From  a friend  5 and  of  importance. 

Carlo.  I am  the  man.  Sir  ? 

Cofino.  Then  you  know  this  hand  ? 

Carlo.  Yes,  Tis  the  Count  Baptijia’s. 

Cofino.  ’Tis  fo,  and  he  falutes>you. 

Carlo.  WThat  newes ! 

Cofino.  This  Letter  will  fpeak.  . 

C He  gives  him  the  Letter , he  reads  it  and  goes  in.) 

Carlo.  Stay  here,  till  I call  the  Dutchefs.  [ Exit  Carlo.- 

Cofino . She  is  guilty^Luft  and  Murder  have  ftayn’d  her  foul^-M***- 
tino  and  this  Villain  have  betray’d  her.  [ Enter  Julia  and  Carlo. 

Julia.  Elcaped?  Is sforza  elcaped  ? Where  is  the  Souldier  that 
faid  he  was  dead  ? and  my  letter  in  the  Dukes  hand  } 

Carlo.  Yes,  Madam  and  the  Princefs  Victoria  is  gone  with  a 
guard,  to  feize  the  Count  Martiyo^  with  order  to  bring  him,  alive, 
or  dead. r : - i 

Cofimo.  afide , That  is  good  news. 

Carlo.  This  Pilgrim  will  give  you  a more  Exaft  Account. 

Julia.  I am  full  of  diftraftion.  Come  you  from  Baptijia,  friend  ? 

Cofino.  What  fays  my  Letter,  Madam ! 

Julia.  Oh , Carlo,  we  are  loft:,  there  is  no  fafety  for  us,  nor  hopes 
of  any,lince  Sfiorza  is  elcaped  5 This  is  Fidelia's  Aft,  ’twas  Ihe  be- 
tray’d us  5 but  I’ll  be  revenged  on  her  ere  I die  j where  is  the  poy- 
fon  I prepared  ? this  night  (hall  her  be  laft. 

Cofimo.  afide , O horrid  wickednefs. 

Carlo.  ’Tis  no  timej  Madam,  to  think  of  fuch  poor  Revenge } Let 
us  provide  for  our  own  lafety. 

Cofimo.  afide , Villain,  thou  (halt  fall  with  the  earlieft,or  I will  mifs 
of  my  Aim. 

Carlo.  What  lays  Baptijia' s Letter  ? 

Julia.  Cofimo  is  his  Prifoner  j and  he  will  detain  him , tell  we  dif- 
mils  him. 

Carlo.  Something  may  be  built  upon  that  yet. 

Julia.  Baptijia  himlelf  fore  wounded,  Sforfia  efcaped,  and  Ijnuft 
live  to  fee  my  Cofimo  ftoop  to  him,  and  be  a fubjeft  to  the  Branch 
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of  that  Cedar,  which  my  frowns  have  (haken s and  my  dear  Marti- 
no too,  is  loft  for  ever. 

Cofmo  afide.  What  faid  (he  ? her  dear  Martino  j O,  that  I had 
been  born  deaf,  rather  then  have  heard  that  fatal  found. 

Car . A/adam,  dare  you  truft  me  in  this  danger,  when  all  isde- 
fperate  5 no  matter  who  guides  the  Helm,  if  you  will  confent  $ I 
can  from  this  Letter  propofe  fomething  like  fafety,  but  'twill 
look  defperate  =>  this  Pilgrim  too  rnuft  joyn,  under  which  habit, 
Baptifla  fays, you  will  find  a Souldier  ftoutand  faithful  5 Cofmo  is  in 
prifon,  this  is  the  ground  I will  build  on  5 hafte  prefently  to  the 
Duke,  fall  on  your  knees  before  him,  pretend  your  Son  Cofmo  is 
murdered } let  this  Pilgrim  fecond  you,  and  affirm  he  favv  him 
dead  , and,  friend,  you  (hall  urge  you  received  thofe  wounds  in  his 
defence  5 be  but  faithful,  and  bold  in  this  defperate  occafion,  and 
thou  (halt  find  a reward  beyond  thy  hopes,  or  thy  wiftles  5 and 
when  he  has  confirmed  it,  then  call  for  revenge  and  juftice  againft 
the  Count  Martino , for  the  murder  of  your  Son  ^ fay  that  he  is  fal- 
len by  his  plot  j and  that  you  know  Prince  Sforza  is  marked  for 
(laughter  too  , feem  to  know  nothing  of  his  efcape,  or  any  thing 
that  is  paft  concerning  the  Princefs  Victoria  s complaint,  nor  hear 
what  they  would  fay,  to  inform  you  5 but  put  on  all  your  craft, 
and  plead  with  paffion  5 no  matter  how  unreafonable,  nor  how 
exceffive  it  appears  $ the  more  violent,  the  more  Mother  5 the 
more  unnatural  your  griefs  appear,  your  forrows  will  be  the  more 
taking  and  infe&ious  5 and  feem  to  be  diftrafred  with  the  lofs,  call 
for  juftice,  call  for  prefent  and  exemplary  juftice  upon  that  tray- 
tor,  Count  Mar  t in  0 , tray  tor  to  the  Cods,  and  his  friends. 

Jul.  Hold,  villain,  leave  to  (pit  thy  Venom  and  thy  malice  5 is 
this  thy  gratitude  to  him  that  rais’d  thee  ? and  can  thy  narrow  foul 
hope  I ftiould  be  brought  to  betray  my  Martino  C 

Car.  Come,  Madam,  you  mull:  lay  by  this  womanifh  humour  } 
’tis  no  timetoexprefs  a fondnefs  when  Crowns  and  Lives  are  at 
ftake  ^ if  you  will  lave  him  you  inuft  take  my  counfel  j If  you  now 
appear  his  friend,  ’tis  his  certain  mine,  and  your  own  to  defend 
him  will  blot  all  your  credit  with  the  Duke,  for  the  Count  is  for- 
feit in  his  opinion,  beyond  redemption  5 and  Will  be  loft  before  you 
can  (peak  for  him.  • 1 

Jul.  Let  all  perifh,  ere  I have  a hand  in  the  ruine  of  my  friend. 
Car.  Hell  of  this  foolifh  Love  5 thatblind  Boy  miflcadsus  more 
then  Fortune  or  Ambition  5 is  it  Better  to  have  it  (aid,  you  loved, 
or  Lived  Martino  C Be  ruled,  and  I will  fave  him,  at  leaft  defer  the 
mifchief:  thus  we  may  redeem  him  from  this  certain  ruine  which 
‘threatens  him,  by  dilcovery  of  that  Letter  5 and>  by  this  means  you 
may  clear  all  doubts  (which  are  not  a few)  that  you  had  a (hare  in 
this  plot  5 and  by  this  Way  you  Will  move' their  pity,  and  turn 
their  hate  and  fears  into  love  of  Julia  j and  thence  will  grow  your 
power  and  our  (afety  j in  which  cloud  of  tears  and  fadncfs  Marti- 
no vanifties  5 for  being  once  a prifoner  in  the  Citadel,  which  I com- 
mand, we  can  through  a private  way  releafe  him  when  we  have  re- 
folved  together  what  to  do  5 and  while  they  are  fecure  in  their 
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minds,  believing  him  a priloner,  we  can  with  the  lefs  fufpition  pur- 
fueour  firftdefigns  3 for  sforza  once  dead,  we  (hall  quickly  find 
life  in  our  plot  again.  Friend,  your  Letter  admits  you  to  this  truft 
and  you  muft  again  joyn  in  the  bufinefs 3 and  if  you  prove  faithful 
you  will  find  a grateful  Patron. 

Cof.  When  you  have  tried  me,  Sir,  fpeak  as  you  find. 

Jul.  Be  private,  and  ready  till  occafion  calls  3 and  Carlo , fee  him 
rewarded  for  his  former  fervice : O Carlo , you  muft  excufe  my  paf- 
fion,  for  being  unwilling  to  accufe  my  friend  3 but  now  I confefs, 
*tis  reafon  that  you  urged,  and  the  reft  we  will  leave  to  Fortune. 

Car . Pray,  lofe  no  time  3 he  is  by  this  a priloner. 

Jul.  This  Lemon  in  mine  eye,  that  I may  weep,  and  down  with 
my  hair  3 fo : now  Fortune  if  ever  thou  wert  kind  to  Lovers,  aftift 
in  this  my  laft  great  aftion,  that  I may  revenge  and  fave  a friend. 

Car.  Go,  and  be  profperous  3 let  Julias  fortune  ftill  attend  you, 
whofe  tears  have  ftill  been  more  powerful  then  the  fword  3 away 
Souldier,  follow,  and  obferve  your — Q. 

Cof.  To  your  grief,  I (hall  3 O heaven  ! what  have  I feen  and 
heard  } [_Exeunt  omnes . 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Martino  and  a Servant. 

A&rL^End  in  that  Souldier,  then  hafte  and  find  Carlo,  tell  him  I 
O have  bufinefs  of  confequence  with  him  3 this  news  has 
given  fome  life  to  our  defign  3 The  Duke  defperately  fick,  and 
Sforza  living,  had  been  a black  day  to  Martino.  Now  the  Duke 
E nt(r  gp  ^recovers, and  Sforza  s death  will  Crown  the  work  3 — Oh,  you  are- 
welcome  3 fo,  (hut  the  door,and  tell  me,  how  died  Sforza , and  how 
fares  Baptajla  ? 

Sfor.  At  the  Ferry,  Sir,  we  fet  upon  him,  where  it  coft  us  many 
a wound  3 for  he  had  notice  of  our  defign. 

Mart.  For  thy  wounds,  thou  lhalt  not  repent  them  5 where  is 
the  Prefent  thou  fpokeft  of,  from  Baptijla  .<? 

Sforza  draws  sfor.  Here  villain,  do  you  know  this  face  ? do  you  ftare  ? is  it 
hufwrd^  fQ  horrid  that  it  frights  thy  guilty  foul  ? What  will  this  fword  do 
fcmfclf.°VerS  t^len3  w^en  juftice  draws  it  againft  a Traytor  and  a Murderer  > 

Mast /'draws  Mart.  Nay,  then  Fortune  is  a Whore  ftill  3 but,  for  thy  fword 

his  fword.  it  brings  no  terrour  3 nor  did  I let  Baptijla  on,  becaule  I doubted  I 
could  not  kill  thee  my  felf  3 but  to  have  it  done,  and  the  world  not 
know  how. 

Ebey  fight  sfor.  I am  in  hafte  3 this  is  not  all  the  work  I have  to  do  3 — So 
iLtfT  wotmds  wary — There  I was  with  you. 

Mart.  And  you  are  mortal  too,  or  that  blood  lies. 
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They  clofi , Sforza  throws  him,  and  is  upon  him  when  Video* 

ria  the  guard  breakjn,  andfeize  Martino.  ''  ' " 

Enter  Victoria,  Giovanni,  Ferdinando,  and  a Guardi 

' ■■  .:■■.  . 

Mart.  Then  I am  loft  5 Martino  and  all  his  hopes  are  Withered 
’tis  late,  T find  my  fhadow  grows  long,  and  night  comes  on  apace. 
Ferd.  How  do  you.  Sir  ? - 

Sfor.  Too  well,  Ferdinand o’.  • 

Vitt.  Call  a Surgeon  quickly  5 Dear  sforza , retire  to  your 
Chamber.  ' - 

sfor.  O dear  Victoria,  therein  no  end  of  'Sfdrza's  mife/ies' 3 Hea- 
ven wars  againft  him,  and  Fidelia  frowns.  ‘ 

Vi&.  Why  do  you  fay  fo  ? alas,  fhe  weeps,  and  Will-know  no 
comfort,  fince  Sforza  is  angry  for  a word  When  grief  and  pafiion 
had  almoft  diftraCted  her  3 pray,  go  to  yOurGhamber. ' 

Sfor.  To  my  grave,  Vittoiria  i \ death  is  welcomer-  far  then  this 
life  3 till  Fidelia  fmiles  my  heart  can  know  no  peace. 

Vi &.  I would  our  fortunes  knew  no  other  difficulties  5 how  eafie 
and  how  certain  would  our  joys  be  then  ? £ Exeunt . 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  lit 

Enter  Cofmo  and  Antonio. 
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Cof.  A Nd  did  he  hurt  the  Prince  } • ; 

f\  Ant.  Yes,  Sir,  and  they  are  both  wounded. 

Cof  Generous  and  noble  Sforza  3 well,  we  muft  lole  no  time  3 
Antonio  away  3 remember  my  directions,  get  thole  Souldiers  in 
readinefs,  and  ftay  about  the  Princefles  Chamber  3 you  know  my 
call,  when  you  hear  my  whittle,  be  ready  3 this  night  muft  finilh 
all  our  miferies : and  Cofmo  3 love  the  innocent  (hall  fave,  or  mif- 
fing find  a grave.  [ Exeunt . 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  IV. 

T he  Scene  difeovers  the jick^Dukein  his  Chamber  : Enter  Victoria, 
Giovanni,  Ferdinando,  and  a Gfiard  leadingMaxtino  bound. 

E E here,  behold  the  Monfter  3 ask  thele  Lords  if  we  did 
O not  furprize  him  in  the  aCt?  executing  his  Treafon  upon 
my  Brother,  who  now  lies  bleeding  of  thofe  wounds  this  Traytor 
this  minute  gave  him. 

Duke.  Villain,  what  moved  thee  to  this  bloody  purpofe  ? 

Mart.  Will  you  hear  me  with  patience.  Sir  3 if  I be  not  inno- 
cent punilh  me  3 be  pleas’d  to  produce  the  Souldier,  which  now  is 
Prince  Sforza^by  what  reafon  urg’d, I know  not,unlefs  it  be  envy  of 
your  favour  3 who  this  morning,in  dilguife,  pretended  bufinefs,and 
being  alone  drew  upon  me  3 nature  and  honour  bad  me  defend 
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my  felf,  thefe  wounds  he  gave  me,  and  fome  I gave  him  $ and 
when  he  could  not  himfelfdeftroy  me,  then  he  cries  out,  Jtis  Sfor» 
%a  the  Prince^  at  which.  Heaven  (that  only  faw  the  attion)  wit- 
nefles  how  it  ftruck  my  heart,  till  fear  and  amazement  difarmed 
me,  and  at  his  feet  I threw  my  felf } in  which  pofture  his  party 
found  me}  Come,  Madam,  ’tis  neither  honour  nor  vertue  in  your 
foft  fox,  to  defign  or  purfue  this  bloody  purpofe. 

Enter  Julia,  4#^  Cofmo  holding  her  } fie  falls  upon  her  knees 

to  hint . 


J ul.  Where  is  the  Duke? 

. Duke.  What  means  this  diftrattion  ? 

Jul.  O,  Sir,  if  ever  Julia  were  dear  to  Alphonfo  , now  let  her  find 
his  juftice  in  all  its  horrour  fall  in  execution  upon  that  bloody 
monfter : O,  let  fad  fates  clofe  thofe  eyes  that  have  fmiled  upon 
the  blood  and  ruine  of  my  child. 

Duke.  What  means  this?  fure  (he  has  not  heard  Sforza  is 
efcaped.  m \ 

ViUori4  afide . Some  new  plot,  I know  } 'tis  a fubtile  devil. 

Jul*  My  Son  Cofmo , all  my  joy,  my  dear  Cofmo  / 

Duke.  What  of  him  ? 

Jul.  He  is  dead,, ho  is  dead,fallenby  murder. 

Duke.  Dead  ! 

Jul.  Oh  ! dead  } and  by  that  curfed  monfter,  Martino  } Hell 
upon  thy  black  foul  for  it}  O,  Sir,  let  not  the  Traytor  live  to  re- 
pent it } why  (hould  he  find  fuch  charity  that  (hewed  no  mercy 
to  my  Son  ? the  ungrateful  villain  gave  my  dear  Cofmo  no  warning 
of  his  grave  which  Martino  digg'd  } but  fent  him  in  hafte  to  anfwer 
all  his  fins : Oh,  let  me  fee  the  villain  ftruck  into  the  earth  with  as 
little  mercy  as  he, (hewed  his  Prince  } and  if  not  fuddenly  prevent- 
ed, Printfe  sforzp  will  meet  the  fame  fate  } for  the  villain  has  writ 
his  name  too  in  the  black  book  of  death. 

Cofmo  afide . O ftrange  daring  ! Heaven,  doft  thou  foe  and  fuf- 
fer  this  ? 

lift.  Cofmo  dead  ? Oh  heaven !— — 

she  faints  and  falls,  they  run  to  the  Princef.  [£x.Vi<ft. 

Martino  afide.  There  is  more  in  this  fury  of  hers  then  any  man 
yet  can  judge  of,  unlefs  all  women-kind  are  damn’d. 

Jul.  O,  Sir,  I beg  you’le  let  them  hale  the  villain  to  a Dungeon. 

Duke.  Where  heard  you  this  fad  news  ? 

Jul.  By  this  Pilgrim,  who  paft  by  chance,  and  took  Cofmo' s part, 
in  which  he  received  thefe  wounds. 

Duke.  Away  to  the  Caftle  with  the  villain } come  hither,  friend} 
faw  you  Prince  Cofmo  fall  ? 

Cof.  I faw  him  they  call  Baptijia  fall } and  he  confefled  a young 
man  that  was  then  wounded  , and  now  they  (ay  is  dead , was 
Prince  Cofmo  } and  he  then  affirmed, in  my  hearing,  a Hermit  being 
by,  who  lives  at  the  Ferry,  that  there  came  order  from  Count 
Martino  to  kill  Prince  sforza  too. 
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Cidv.  Villain,  do’s  not  thy  foul  grow  pale  at  this  ? 

Mart . Tis  not  all  your  plots  or  malice  (hall  make  me  quit  my 
own  innocence , and  when  you  have  murther’d  me  by  a formal 
procefs,  let  Alphonfo  look  to  his  own  life,  he  will  find  Martino. 
was  his  guard  5 for  me,  I fcorn  to  beg  my  life  till  it  be  forfeited  ( 
and  when  ever  Martino  dies,  you  fhall  fee  him  do  it  with  lefsfear 
then  thofe  live  with  that  druck  him. 

Duk$.  Hale  that  bloody  dog  hence.—  , , ; 

[Exeunt  all , hut  Cofrno  and  Antonio. 

Cof.  O Antonio , the  Princels  Va&orias  tears  hadfo  much  kind- 
nefs  in  them  } the  Balfam  has  cured  all  my  wounds,  and  this  dorm 
once  over,  I fhall  be  the  happied  of  meh  3 away,  lemember  my 
directions.  o , .;'j  . r 

Ant.  I confefs,  Sir,  fuch  a filence  as  the  Princels  (hewed  when 
(he  heard  you  were  dead , fpeaks  loVe  more  then  all  that  whining 
pafiion  Poets  would  exprefs. 

Cof.  Dear  Antonio,  I cannot  be  fo  cruel  dg  to  let  her  heart  bq 
affliCted  when  kind  nefs  to  Cofmo  wounds  it  y and  therefore  find 
her  and  Fidelia,  and  allure  them  that  I livey  but  conjure  them  to 
fecrecie,  and  tell  them  my  life  depends  upon  the  thought  that  I am 
dead. 

Ant,  I (hall  obey  you.  f r £ Exit * 

....  ..V  ■;  i • \ ’i  f ■ r ‘ f lr.  10*J  ■ < 
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Car . Souldier,  come  away  5 the  Dutchefs  (lays  to  (peak  with  He  rivet  t/m 
you. — This  you  mud  wear,  5tis  the  earned  of  her  bounty.  a jf ^ Jl 

Cof.  Tis  an  honour.  Sir.  \JExe»nt  omneu 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  Victoria,  Fidelia,  and  Antonio. 

Ant.X  TPonmy  life  and  honour.  Madam,  he  lives  5 but  this  (e- 
vJL  cret  muft  not  pals  yout  bread, for  fome  few  days, if  you 
love  his  life. 

Vi&.  O,  Madam,  what  a change  is  here  ? Antonio  was  ever  ho- 
ned, and  his  friend  5 and  my  heart  in  defpight  of  all  that  grief  and 
fear  which  then  polled  it,  believes  and  hopes  in  Cofnto. 

Fid.  My  love  to  both  ofyou  divides  my  mind  5 1 fear  for  Cofmo , 
and  hope  for  Victoria , yet  Antonio’s  word  muft  not  be  doubted  5 
dear  Antonio , once  again  fpeak  the  truth  ^ do  riot  fear,  becaufe  we 
are  women,  to  tell  the  word  of  Fates  5 for  know,  to  deceive  us,  is 
twice  to  wound  thy  friends. 

Ant.  Madam,  it  has  not  been  Antonio’s  praCtice,  nor  hirtrade  to 
lie  5 and  again,  if  Cofmo  be  not  living  fome  drange  curfe  drike  me  y 
more  I mud  not  fay,  nor  can  I longer  ft&y,  my  bufinefs  calls  me 
hence , which,  with  your  Highnefs  pardon,  I muft  obey. 

[_Exit  Antonio. 

Since  hath  changed  this  Scene,  gentle  Fide  lid , let  me  beg 
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you  will  make  it  a perfeft  Jubilee  5 and  fince  your  Brother  lives, 
why  (hould  mine  dye  ? you  faw  I mourned  yours,  and  will  Fidelia 
kill  mine  > remember  what  he  has  been, and  let  not  one  miftake  blot 
all  his  ftory* 

Fide.  No  moro,  Madam  5 you  (hall  find  my  Heart  both  kind 
and  juft  to  sforza , though  he  were  harlh  to  me  5 you  have  not 
feen  him  fince  he  was  hurt  ? 

r/#0.No5but  I lhall  now  go  find  him  out  j and  if  you  will  go  with 
me,  be  certain  of  a Welcome. 

Fide.  I lhall  not  refufe  to  go,  where  Vi  ft  or  i a and  Honour. lead. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  VI. 

'■  ,,  bov.T‘->i.*l  'JaotU':vl  On . zi.  ODrruhl  < pu'-i  ^ ; * . 

Enter  Sforza,  Giovanna,  and  a Chirurgion. 

•'  ’ j J Jjl(j  / , ' f • , 

GiovdW  ''His  Chirurgion  has  a fovereign  remedy  to  ftop  blood, 
JL  ft  was  his  hand  laved  the  Life  of  Ferdinando^  when  the 
reft  gave  hhn  loft  $ and  I doubt  not  but  'twill  have  a good  effect 
upon  your  Hi  ghnefs.  ! .;i  : 

Cofmo.  Come,  we  muft  away  } my  Father  ftayes,  he  has  called  a 
Council  at  his  Chamber  concerning  Martino  5 The  Villain  lhall 
now  pay  for  all  his  Treachery  tell  Vittoria  {he  muft  be  there  5 bid 
Richardo  zndFerdinando  make  hafte,and  let  us  meet  t\ieie.[Exeunt 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  VII. 

•Yin  no  ! >i  , ; \ j >;.  • ;.,x  . ' , 

• Enter  Alphonlo,  Julia,  Carlo,  to  them  $ Sforza,  Viftoria, 
Ferdinando,  Antonio,  Giovanni,  and  Richardo. 

A Table  and  ffooles , where  the/fet  the  Council. 

Alphon. T T TEighirtg  the  lad  caufe  of  this  AlTembly,  the  Perlons 
V V too  concern’d  fo  near  in  blood  and  truft  5 I lhall 
not  need  to  urge  you  to  a ferious  Confideration  , how  we  may  fe- 
cure  our  Peace  and  Perfon  , punilhingthe  paft  crimes  by  taking  a 
juft  Revenge  on  theMurtherer  of  my  ever  dear  Cofmo. 

Julia.  I owe  the  world  and  your  Highnefs  many  debts^but  none 
that  has  greater  tyes  upon  me  then  this  your  kindnefs  ^ which  has 
ftill  efteemed  and  utied  my Cofno  as  your  Son,whofe  lols  now  comes 
lo  near  my  Soul  5 1 cannot  mourn  hisMurther,nor  reft  in  peace,  till 
I know  what  your  Juftice  will  decree  for  my  Revenge.  Nor  {hould 
I appear  thusundecently  without  a mourning  garment,  but  that  I 
hope,  my  impatiency  will  find  a kind  interpretation  from  thefe  im- 
partial Judges  } Amongft  whom,  though  Cojn/o  was  born  an  Ene- 
my, yet  fuch  was  his  Nature,  that  I dare  fay  he  has  not  left  one 
behind  him  , but  that  ingratefull , ambitious,  and  treacherous 
Martino , whofe  Malice  though  it  onely  ftruck  my  Coftno , yet  it  ap- 
pears by  his  Letters  ftwas  levell’d  at  the  root  of  the  Family,  my 
ever  Honoured,  and  your  dear  Sforza  j who,  though  he  found  the 
Gods  more  kind  then  Cofmo^  yet  I will  not  doubt  his  voice  to  the 
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Revenge  of  my  Son,  though  fome  malicious  people  would  have 
me  believe  (what  my  Heart  abhors)  that  Sforza  hated  Cofino.  But 
I have  done,  becaufemy  Intereft  in  this  caufe  might  be  thought  to 
fway  me  againft  the  Juftice  of  what  may  be  pleaded  in  the  defence 
of  this  villain  } I will  now  be  filent,  and  leave  the  Gods  and  this  Af- 
fembly  to  decree  their  plealures,  in  mine  and  my  Sons  Revenge. 

Sforza.  Though  I might  urge  his  fword  drawn  upon  me,  when 
he  knew  me  to  be  his  Prince, and  produce  thefe  wounds,  yet  I fcorn 
to  name  them  5 and  (hall  onely  defire  that  Letter  I lent  your  The  Duke 
Highnels,  by  my  Sifter,  may  be  produced  and  read,  and  what  that  the 
confefles  under  his  hand,:(whofe  Character  is  well  known  to  all  this Leiter  t0  Fer« 
Aflembly)  may,  according  to  the  Law  in  that  cafe  be  judged  ^inan^°* 
'Twill  be  obfervable  too,  how  crafty  his  Malice  has  been  in  ma- 
king ufe  of  our  Honoured  Mothers  Name,  fo  to  blind  the  world 
from  having  any  defign  upon  Prince  Cofino.  But  Heaven  (jufter 
then  he  hoped)  lent  that  poor  Pilgrim,  whofe  honeft  Heart  en- 
gaged him  by  chance,  by  which  means,  he  is  fallen  in  his  own 
practice  , And  though  I will  not  purfue  him  upon  my  own  Intereft, 
yet  as  a Traytor,and  Murtherer  of  my  Brother,  I think  fpeedy  Ju- 
ftice ought  to  offer  his  blood  a facrifice  to  Cofino. 

Anto.  And  to  me  there  is  nothing  more  vifible  then  his  guilt,  nor 
any  thing  fo  eafie  as  to  give  fentence  upon  him  5 and  he  has  my 
voice  to  die  lome  lingring  infamous  death,  to  expiate  the  ingrati-  ^ 
tude  he  has  (hewed  his  Prince  and  Friend  5 And  fince  he  could  K e er* 
forget  the  favours  and  envied  honours  he  has  received  from  both 
Crowns  , and  thus,  by  a bloody  Treachery  cut  from  the  Earth 
that  hopefull  Prince,  let  him  fall  defpiled  and  unpitied  } for,  fure, 
no  honeft  Man  can  defend  or  intercede  for  him. 

Ferdi.  I am  not  fatisfied  with  this  name  that  is  blotted  out,  ’tis 
fome  one  that  ought  not  to  be  concealed,  I hate  Treafon  both  in 
the  Root  and  Branch  5 no  honeft  Man  ought  to  have  mercy  on  any 
that  wilhes  it  well  5 and  I not  onely  confent  to  this  prefent  fen- 
tence upon  Count  Martino  , but  to  all  that  had  a hand  in  it  5 that 
they  may  (hare  in  the  puniftt  lent  as  well  as  in  the  guilt,  without 
exception  of  perfons. 

Carlo.  He  that  can  be  ungratefull  will  upon  occafion  be  all  that 
is  ill  } To  avoid  which  opinion  , I fhall  now  endeavour  to  juftifie 
my  felf  Loyal  to  my  Prince,  juft  to  thofe  Lawes  that  muft  pre- 
lerve  this  State,  and  yet  not  forget  to  be  gratefullto  my  Friend. 

The  many  Obligations  I owe  to  the  Count  Martino  are  well  known 
both  to  your  Highnefs  and  this  Aflembly.1  And  that,  I hope,  will 
excufe  me,  notwithftanding  the  paft  vote,  if  I fhall  (as  far  as  Ho- 
nour and  Juftice  Fhall  authorize  me)  in  this  Aflembly,  defend  the 
Honour  of  my  Patron.  Firft,  I would  gladly  fee  a legal  Con- 
viction of  the  Count  } let  the  Crime  appear,  and  then  the  Judge- 
ment} .Let  the  dead  body  of  Prince  Cofnto  be  produced,  upon 
which  all  this  bufinels  depends:  For  who  knowes  he  is  kill’d  ? 
who  law  the  Body  ? There  appears  to  me  onely  a report  made  by 
her  Highnels , who  received  the  relation^  from  a Pilgrim.  ’Tis 
granted,  her  condition  and  authority  ought  to  find  faith  and  pity. 
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Yet  when  Life  and  Honour  are  at  ftake,  Juftice  cannot  appear;  too 
circumlpeft  } And  though  I will  not  deny  he  is  dead,  yet  I will 
hope  he  lives  , till  I fee  fome  proof  more  vifible  3 here  is  onely  a 

Eaffenger  reports  it  } her  Highnefs  (like  a kind  Mother)  believes 
er  fears  5 and  I,  like  the  faithfull  Servant  of  the  unfortunate  County 
will  hope  *tis  but  her  fears.  And  notwithftanding  Count  Ferdi- 
nando' s PafTion,  I (hall  believe  this  Action  in  me  has  much  more 
Humanity  then  his  fentence  5 I am  fure,  Vis  Charity,  at  leaft,  to 
with  all  men  innocent } I know.  Sir,  the  Count  has  many  Enemies  } 
your  Highnefs  truft  and  favour  has  made  him  fit  for  Malice  5 and 
who  knowes  but  this  is  an  Arrow  of  her  fhooting  ? Nay,  I know 
he  has  been  threatened,  and  when  there  is  occafion  will  produce 
to  whom.  But  to  the  bufinefs  5 here  is  a Letter  produced,  and 
they  fay  the  Counts  hand  is  to  it,  and  another  that  fubfcrib’d  put 
out : why  may  not  thofethat  put  out  one  name,  put  in  another  ? 
Baptijia  is  the  Counts  Accufer,  you  all  know  he  was  his  Enemy,  and 
I know  he  had  realbn  to  be  fo  } yet  ’twas  your  Highnefs  fervice  that 
gave  him  that  reafon  : For  the  Count  being  certain  he  had  ambiti- 
ous defignes,  not  fit  for  a Subjed  to  arrive  at,  (rather  then  difi- 
gull:  him,  by  telling  him  he  was  not  worthy  of  what  he  aimed  at) 
in  Policy,  to  keep  the  State  quiet , kept  him  banifhed.  Never 
fmile,  my  Lord,  for  this  is  truth,  though  the  Camp  knew  it  not } 
And  Prince  Sforza  knowes,  Fidelia  was  their  quarrel  5 for  whom 
the  Count  Baptijia  has  alwayes  born  an  ambitious  Paffion. 

Sforza . You  know  fo  much.  Carlo , and  are  fo  ingenious,  I {hall 
hope , you  will  confefs  your  knowledge  of  this  Letter  too. 

Carlo.  Your  Highnefs  has  too  much  Honour,  to  fear  to  fpeak 
fpZkes  afide.  w^at  ever  you  know  5 and  if  Carlo  be  guilty,  pray, Sir,  accufe  him} 
if  not,  (though  my  Prince)  I fhall  beg  you  will  not  throw  a Doubt 

upon  Me. ( I know  he  dares  not  fpeak,  Fidelia  is  too  much 

concern’d.) 

Sforza.  There  will  be  a time  when  that  may  be  fit  too. 

Carlo.  Till  then.  Sir,  confident  of  the  Juftice  before  whom  we 
plead,  and  ftrengthened  by  my  own  Innocence  , 1 am  ftill  de- 
firous  there  may  be  fome  teftimony  produced  againft  the  Count : 
God  forbid  Accufations  fhould  make  Men  guilty  } if  that  were  fo, 
few  were  fafe  that  Princes  call  to  their  Councils  or  their  trufts. 

Ferdi.  To  the  poynt.  Sir  } what  can  you  fay,  why  thi$  Tray  tor 
fhould  not  die  a publick  example,to  give  a terrour  and  warning  to 
others? 

Carlo.  When  you,  that  have  twice  called  him  Tray  tor , can 
once  prove  him  fo,  then  let  him  die. 

Ferdi.  The  proofs  are  evident}  here  is  a gallant  Prince mur- 
ther’d,  and  another  fold  to  {laughter } here  is  his  hand  to  the 
bloody  contract.  1 

Carlo.  If  your  Highnefs  thinks  me  fit  to  fpeak,  if  there  be  reafon 
in  what  I have  faid,  I fhall  proceed  } if  not,  I have  done. 

Julia.  Monfter,  with  what  impudence  haft  thou  thus  long  dared 
to  tempt  the  patience  of  thy  Prince } And  thus,  in  the  Ears  and 
Eyes  of  his  Mother  aod  his  friends,  excus’d  the  Murthbrer  ? Clear 
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thy  felf  from  being  one  in  the  plot,  thou  Idolater  of  that  Monfter  $ 
Martino , or  both  of  you  (hall  find  a hangman  to  attend  your  funer- 
alls.  Traytors ! thus  to  forget  the  kindnefs  which  I have  (hewed 
you  ! Is  this  the  return  your  bloody  minds  have  made  me , for 
keeping  up  your  Intereft  with  this  generous  prince?  O Sir,  let  me 
now  beg  your  Juftice  may  make  them  as  publique  Examples  of 
your  Juftice  as  they  once  ftood  of  your  favour. 

Alphonf.  Be  patient.  Give  him  leave  to  fpeak^  Reafon  and  Ju- 
ftice dwell  neer  together  5 and  when  they  either  call,  or  point,  you 
(hall  find  I both  hear  and  fee.  Proceed,  Carlo. 

Carlo.  If  ftwere  for  a private  oblcure  perfon,Sir,one  fled  from  the 
Law  or  Juftice  5 If  ftwere  for  a ftranger  I pleaded,  I fhould  not 
wonder  at  this  immoderate  hafte, and  impatience  to  do  Juftice,  or  if 
I were  now  to  inform  this  Affembly  who  the  Count  Martino  is  5 
There  might  be  (bmething  faid  againft  the  impertinency  of  fuch  a 
difcourfe  } But  when  I onely  defire  to  know  why , ere  I confent  to 
the  death  or  difhonourof  my  Patron,  one  that  two  hours  fince  all 
men  honoured,  one  that  this  morning  was  trufted  and  reverenced 
by  all,  having  had  the  faith  of  two  Princes, and  power  of  two  Prin- 
cipalities repofed  in  him  } Why  fhould  it  then  feem  ftrange,  that  I, 
his  Creature,  wifh  and  believe  him  Innocent , That  hath  the  Evi- 
dence of  (b  many  Ages,  and  fo  many  Princes  favours,  to  plead  for 
him  ? In  whofe  name  I onely  defire  Juftice } Prove  his  Crime,  pro- 
duce hisTreafon^fhew  the  Body,  proceed  Legally,  and  if  Carlo  be 
not  as  ready  to  pronounce  his  fentence  , as  any , then  accufe  me  } 
But  fince  no  one  here  faw  the  Prince  dead,  or  wounded  , Give  me 
leave,  again,  to  fay  I hope  he  is  living } and  that  hope  is  more  kind 
to  the  prince,  and  has  more  Charity  in  it,  my  Lord , then  all  that 
furious  defire  of  Revenge  which  your  malice  lhews  5 And  if  you 
loved  Prince  Cofmo^  or  vertue,  as  you  pretend,  you  had  rather  he 
were  living,  and  the  Count  Martino  Innocent,  then  to  have  a prince 
murthered,  that  your  hate  might  then  fee  your  Enemy  deftroyed. 

Fcrd.  Proceed,  I (hall  anfwer  anon, and  make  it  appear, I fcorn’d, 
and  not  envy’d  your  Idol. 

Carlo.  The  Count,  my  Lord,  had  honour  and  parts  would  ra- 
ther deferve  your  envy,  then  your  fcorn  $ And  by  that  time  you 
have  Commanded  as  many  Armies,  and  govern'd  as  many  Pro- 
vinces, as  he  has  done,  with  honour,  I (hall  then  Envy  your  Lord- 
(hip , prevail  with  your  prince  , and  the  world  , to  give  you  that 
efteem  andtrufthe  had  two  hours  ago  5 (hew  the  wounds  you 
have  received  for  your  Countrey,  produce  thofe  Arguments,  for  a 
Prince  to  truft  you , ’twill  be  nobler  far  , then  to  fit  and  bark  at 
in  his  Age,  whofe  youth  you  bowed  to  $ and  you  will  find, 
my  Lord,  the  Count  has  vertue,  even  to  bear  this  fcandal  $ ’tis  not: 
the  firft  mifery  he  has  fuffred,  his  fortune  has  been  ufed  to  ftorms  j 
and  yet  I dare  fay,  the'unkindnefs  of  fome  friends  ( turned  Ene- 
mies this  day, ) has  made  his  Imprilonment  heavier  then  his  firft 
chains,  at  the  lofs  of  Pavia  5 Yet  when  malice  has  done  her  worft, 
he  has  the  word  of  two  Princes,that  he  is  honeft } w7hich  when  your 
Lordftiip  can  produce,  then  you  may  laugh,  as  he  and  I do,  at  the 
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malice  of  ihe  world,  which  ft  ill  purfues  the  favorite  till  he  is  fit 
for  Pity. 

Julia.  Did  no  body  fee  his  dead  body } where  is  the  Souldier 
that  brought  the  news  ? 

Alphonf.  Let  him  be  called,  fome  one,  that  knows  where  he  is. 
fetch  him  immediately  } none  ftir  ? who  faw  him  ? whence  came 
the  Report  ? are  you  all  filent  ? all  accufe,  and  none  know  why  ? 

Carlo.  Sir,  my  Lord  Ferdinando  knows , fure  } His  violent  and 
earned:  calling  for  Juftice  has  fome  ground.  My  Lord,  his  Highnels 
would  fee  your  Evidence. 

Ferd.  ’Tis  vifible  enough  in  thy  impudence  } will  your  Highnels 
be  pleafed  to  read  your  Letter , and  behold  thole  wounds  upon 
your  own  flefh } the  reft  was  a Fame}  I onely  met  here  is  the 
Tray  tors  hand  fet  to  this  blood,  is  that  too  little  to  convince  a 
Tray  tor?  Good  Cod?  how  black  and  partial  is  this  Court  grown} 
when  a few  gilded  words,  (from  a party  in  this  mifchief)  Ihould  be 
able  to  divert  Juftice  from  her  Courfe  ? and  my  honeft  heart  muft 
humbly  beg  pardon,  if  I take  liberty  at  full  to  anfwer  this  Impu- 
dence in  his  Creature  } The  firft  part  of  my  wonder  is, to  find, even 
the  beft  men  are  grown  tame  by  Cuftome } (laved  fo  by  a favorite, 
that  their  mindes  are  fcarce  left  free  } Even  their  thoughts  are  led  in 
Chains,  and  either  dare  not,  or  Will  not  fee,  blinded  either  by  fear, 
or  Intereft,  through  the  mift,  his  greatnefs  throws  before  their  eyes, 
elfe  We  might  have  grown  wile,  by  our  Neighbours  naileries,  ra- 
ther then  have  cherifhed  a Frozen  Viper  } And  whereas  he  boaft- 
eth  of  his  dead  MaftersTruft,  Ask  thedeceafedlbulof  Great  Mat- 
thias^ whether  Martino  be  not  a falfe  and  a bloody  Villain  ? Nay, 
alk  this  Aflembly,  whether  he  was  not  a Traytor  to  that  Mafter  ? 
And  lince  I am  urged,  I muft  fay,  I know  Martino  fold  the  Battel  of 
Pavia } And  he  that  would  then  fell  his  old  Mafter,  and  his  Coun- 
trey, will  not  ftick  to  betray  the  new  one , when  he  finds  a Chap- 
man } But  he  has  now  no  need  of  thefe  low  Arts  to  rile  by.  Here  he 
finds  his  way  prepar’d,  and,  by  eafie  fteps  now  gains  his  defigns} 
Luft,  Covetoufncfs,  and  flattery,  in  others,  make  his  way } Who 
finding  hegrowes  powerful  in  yourHighnefs  mind,  there  refts  one- 
ly, darkly  to  tell  what  he  defigns } And  then  let  Signior  Carlo , and 
his  Emiftaries,  with  all  Arts  and  Diligence,  ftrive  whofhould  firft 
underftand  or  ferve  his  will,  and  procure  that  his  ambitious  delires 
may  be  offered  ere  he  pleafe  to  alk  them } Nay,  to  fuch  a height 
of  Impudence  his  faff  ion  is  grown,  that  here,  even  in  the  prefence  of 
your  highnefs,  where  the  Aflembly  is  made  up  of  the  Royal  Blood  } 
One  of  them,  and  That,  our  Prince,  calling  for  Juftice}  for  thole 
wounds  which  yet  bleed  in  our  Eyes,inftead  of  punilhing  the  Traj^ 
tor , Behold,  with  what  impudence  one  of  his  Parafites  dares  de- 
fend him,  urging  his  honours,  and  his  T rufts,  fo  many  Armys  railed. 
Fool,  thofe  are  lo  many  Crimes  onely,  fo  many  ftains,  fo  many 
why’s  he  fhculd  be  torn  in  pieces,  being  loft,  or  fold  } I fpeak  my 
own  knowledge,  this  is  a fecret  of  the  camps,  Sir,  that  holp  to  buy 

vhich  my  foul  has  abhorr’d  the  T ray  tors  more 
Prince,  then  him  he  has  murd’red  now. 
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Julia,  afide , How  came  he  by  this  knowledge  ? 

Ferd.  Here  we  find  the  Count  confefled  Debtor  to  the  State, 
even  by  his  favorite 3 and  inftead  of  paying  it,  he  would  have  Cre- 
dit, to  Cozen  his  Prince  again  3 you  confefs,  he  has  had  his  Evi- 
dence of  both  Crowns  5 fhew,  where  he  has  done  his  duty  3 elfe 
you  will  find  thofe  Armies,  thofe  Provinces,  thofe  trufts  you  boaft: 
of, (if  ill  difcharged)  ftand  fo  many  Evidences  againfi:  him 5 and  he 
(b  far  from  meriting  the  leaft  grace  or  favour,  for  thefe,  ’tis  impu- 
dence to  name  them.  And  I dare  fay,  ( in  the  days  of  liberty  and 
freedom,  ere  his  power  awed  this  Table  fo.  That  both  Princes  and 
Councel  ftooped  to  the  Frowns  of  a Favorite  and  a Woman  ) Mar- 
tino had  died  upon  a Scaffold  ere  he  had  found  a place  above  his 
Fellows. 

Alphonf.  F er  di  nan  do , you  are  honeft  3 But  yet  know  the  refpeft 
you  owe  this  place  3 elle  you  will  find  I can  be  angry. 

Ferd.  Sir,  I (hall  not  difpute  againfi:  your  Highnefs  5 yet  being 
called  this  day  where  my  Honour  and  Confcience  are  both  at 
ftake,  I {hall  claime  the  liberty  of  an  honeft  man,  that  I may  dif- 
charge  my  duty  both  to  my  Prince  and  Countrey.  What  I have 
faid,Sir,  is  truth  3 and  if  I make  it  not  appear,  let  me  anfwer  it  with 
my  life  3 And  the  day  has  been , when  your  Highnefs  would  not 
have  check’d  me  for  fpeaking  truth 3 Nor  this  Table  have  let  any 
one  man  grow  fo  great,  by  his  guilt,  that  we  durft  not  accufe  him  3 
5 fis  an  ill  Prefident  thus  to  encourage  Traytors.  Had  Martino  fal- 
len under  your  Juftice  when  he  fold  his  firfi:  Mafter  , ’twould  not 
have  been  a crime,  in  me,  to  haveaccufed  him  now.  What  makes 
Carlo  defend  him,  but  he  finds  he  is  grown  fo  powerful  } non  dare 
fpeak  their  fears  3 And  your  Highnefs  bounty  has  fo  chang’d  his 
condition , and  fet  fuch  a ftamp  upon  him,  that  he  appears  the 
greater  part  of  your  felf  5 Nay,  the  honeft  part  of  the  world  (ticks 
not  to  lay  you  have  forgot  what  he  was.  Take  heed  , Sir,  his 
vyickednefs  be  not  called  yours  too  3 for  his  Crimes  are  fuch,  even 
the  Women  (you  fee)  have  loft  their  pity  for  him,  and  1 pray 
Heaven,  it  be  not  too  late  for  your  Highnefs,  or  Juftice  it  felt,  to 
take  notice  of  him  3 So  powerful  he  is,  that  the  Law  dares  not 
fpeak  to  him  3 and  he  is  now  fo  guilty,  that  he  is  become  Inno- 
cent 3 for  who  is  beyond  the  Laws  reach , He  is  more  guilty  3 
And,  if  not  prevented,  we  (hall  fee  him  begin  to  give  Laws  both 
to  your  felf  and  people  3 to  prevent  which,  again,  I beg  your  High- 
nels  would  but  read  that  letter  3 Behold  thefe  wounds  , do  they 
fpeak  lefs  then  definition  to  the  name  of  sforza  ? Grant  Cofnio 
living  , Is  he  Innocent  ? Behold  thefe  wounds  given  your  awn 
Bowels  3 Do  Juftice  for  thefe,  and  Juftice  is  eafie  to  all  but  the 
wicked  3 Mercy  is  firfi:  due  to  the  Innocent,  and  from  them,  let  the 
guilty  beg,  and  find  it  3 ’tis  fafer  far,  then  to  leave  the  Innocent  to 
the  mercy  of  a T raytor. 

Alphon.  What  can  you  fay  againfi:  Ferdinando's  reafon?  His  ho- 
neit  heart  will  excufe  his  paflion  3 and  grant  Cofmo  living  3 yet  be- 
hold his  Prince  wounded  anddefign’d  for  his  grave,  ifthis  be  ykfar- 
tjnos  Letter, 


C c a 


30^  7 he  Pilgrim. 

Car.  For  the  Princes  wounds,  I can  fay  nothing,  but  mourn  the 
unhappy  accident } The  Count  made  his  own  anfwer  to  that  parti- 
cular^and  for  the  Letter,it  ought  to  be  punilhed  with  exquifite  tor- 
ture and  death,  if  (as  your  Highnefs  fays)  it  be  proved  his  5 1 know 
his  hand,  but  cannot  fay,  upon  life  and  death,  this  is  his,  fince  the 
Count  denies  it  j the  Souldier  would  give  fome  light  in  the  bufi- 
nefs,  could  your  Highnefs  prevail  to  have  him  produced  5 Tis  not 
well  to  conceal  or  difmils  him  at  this  time,  in  a bufinefs  thus  im- 
portant 5 for  his  evidence  would  fway  much,  either  to  the  clear- 
ing or  convi&ing  of  the  Count}  Treafonhas  that  curfe  with  her, 
Ihe  is  never  quite  rooted  out } nor  juftice  cannot  cut  lb  even,  but 
even  truth  and  innocence  it  felf  may  fuffer. 

Alphon.  Who  brought  this  Letter  ? 

Vitt.  ’Twas  I,  Sir,  gave  it  your  Highnefs. 

Alphon.  Where  had  you  it  ? 

Jul.  That  I would  gladly  know. 

Sfor.  I gave  it  her. 

Car.  O,  then  Twas  your  Highnefs  brought  the  firft  news  of  this 
to  Court } then  I have  done,  elfe — 

Sfor.  What  elfe,  impudence  ? (peak  thy  heart,  without  thefe 
abrupt  and  dark  fayings,  without  your  fcandalous — elfe:  Or,  by 
my  life,  there  is  no  place  (hall  priviledge  you  from  being  nailed  at 
my  foot,  you  Tray  tor. 

Alphon.  Hold,  and  give  good  reafon  for  this  anger  } left  I doubt 
the  juftice  of  your  caufe. 

Car.  If  your  Highnefs  fears  had  no  more  caufe  to  put  on  your 
dilguifeto  day,  then  you  have  to  be  angry  now,  I (hall  hope  the 
Count  innocent  in  the  one  caufe,  as  I am  in  the  other. 

sfor.  ’Tis  enough.  Sir,  you  know  there  is  a caufe } and  time 
(hall  tell  it,  in  the  mean  time  I will  take  my  leave. 

Jul.  O ftay,  for  heavens  fake,  ftay  } for  honour  and  all  our 
peace,  ftay } and  if  you  know  any  thing  can  clear  this  bufinefs, 
fpeak  it  freely  } and  let  not  our  (ouls  be  affliifted  with  the  doubt } 
fpeak,  Sir,  and  let  the  Traytors  find  the  vengeance  due  to  them 
only  } now  you  afflift  the  innocent  with  your  doubts  and  dark 
(peeches. 

Sfor.  Pray,  Madam,  let  me  go  before  murder  has  its  will. 

ful.  Why  this  anfwer?  is  this  the  return  for  all  my  kindnels 
and  love  to  Sforza <? 

Sfor.  O impudence  ! 

Car.  Sir, Tis  but  juftice  (he  and  all  the  world  defires , the  Duke, 
Sir,  would  know  where  you  had  this  Letter  ? 

Sfor.  Villain,  Traytor,  Murderer,  whofe  impudence  has  broke 
my  refolution  } dareft  thou  call  for  juftice  that  wertt  he  MelTen- 
ti  l the  ger  of  deat^  thou  Traytor,  impudent  wretch,  ’twas  thou  that 
Kinfdown  gave^  Letter  to  Baptifta , and  this  King } let  who  dare  own  it, 
upon  the  "la - an<^  it5  a Murderer. — [ Exit  Sforza 

lie.  Car.  :>Tis  fad  to  have  my  Prince  my  accufer  } elfe  the  Law  of 

Honour  would  do  me  juftice,  and  the  world  find  I wear  a fword  } 
Tis  hard.  Sir,  to  be  thus  accufed,  and  no  witneis  dares  appear. 

Alphon. 
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Alphon.  Give  me  the  Ring,  and  all  leave  the  place  but  you  Vi- 
ttoria^  and  Ferdinando and  } Giovanni  bid  Sforza  come  hither^  and  ^ juS*" 
you  Ferdinando  command  the  Guard  to  watch  this  night  upon  my  ™nd  ? 
Chamber,  and  be  you  in  perfon  with  them } this  Ring  I gave  Julia  5 trouble , 
if  ihe  be  falfe. 

Ferd.  If?  . 

Alphon , If  ? Ferdinando , can  you  accufe  her  ? 

Ferd.  Will  you  have  patience.  Sir,  till  I prove  what  I fay  > if  not 
you  will  yet  fee  your  whole  name  deftroyed. 

Alphon.  Speak,  but  remember  I love  Julia  5 yet  if  fhe  can  be 
guilty  of  this,  the  earth  Ihall  not  redeem  her  } can  Julia  be  falfe 
to  me  ? . r 

Ferd.  Falfe  as  hell } tis  her  name  is  blotted  out  of  the  Letter} 
the  Prince  in  pity  of  Fidelia  did  it,  becaufe  he  would  not  have  her 
grieved  with  the  infamy  of  her  Mother. 

Alphon.  But  what  could  fhe  hope  by  killing  Cofmo  / 

Vitf.  O,  Sir,  that  is  a mifchief  which  is  yet  a Riddle  to  the 
world  } and  fecret  to  all  but  my  felf  and  Fidelia } Cofmo  lives. 

Alphonfo  and  Fm/.  Live!  Cofmo  living! 

Vitl,  I muft  not,  cannot,  dare  not  fpeak  my  knowledge,  much 
lefs  my  fears  } only,  for  certain,  Cofmo  lives,  and  Martino  difho- 
nours  you,  and  Julia, s,  falfe  } and  now  the  villain  is  in  hold  we  will 
make  ready  our  proofs  5 and,  for  heavens  fake,  truft  none  of  them 
till  we  have  made  it  appear  that  they,  or  we,  are  faulty  } this  ac- 
cuiing  Martino,  and  railing  againft  Carlo  in  publick,  is  too  grofs  to 
blind  any  eye  that  has  obferved  them  as  Vitoria  has  done  } Cofmo 
went  hence  in  a difguife,  to  queftion  my  Brother  about  the.  Com- 
mand of  the  Army,  which  is  the  true  caufe  why  Sforza  came  in 
difguife  to  Millain. 

Ferd. This  is  a knowledg  your  highnefs  fhould  have  had  fooner,but 
that  we  are  refolved  to  accufe  none  till  their  treachery  is  vifible  } 
and  pray  be  pleafed  to  keep  your  old  kindnefs  to  the  Dutchefs,  and 
continue  your  coldnefs  in  believing  the  Princeffes  accufation,  for 
a day  or  two,  till  all  things  are  ready  } this  night  we  will  meet  at 
your  Highnels  Chamber,  and  there  refolve  in  order  to  our  bufi- 
nefs } and,  pray, let  the  Dutchefies  part  be  concealed,  for  thePrin- 
cefs  Fidelia’s  fake. 

Vitt.  ’Twill  break  her  heart}  the  firft  news  of  her  Brothers 
death  had  almoft  diftrafted  her. 

Alphon.  They  are  a pair  of  vertuous  minds,  and  I am  glad  to 
find  Vidloria  lb  kind  to  them  } and  fince  heiven  has  preferred  him 
from  this  ftorm,  My  Cofmo  {hall  find  I lov’d  and  valued  him. 

Ferd.  Let  us  retire, Madam,  that  we  may  get  the  Guard  in  arms} 
and  then  I will  wait  upon  you  in  the  Princes  lodging } our  ftay 
may  beget  their  jealoufie,  for  guilt  is  ftill  upon  the  Alarm. 

Alphon.  The  Gods  blels  my  child } and,  pray,  tell  Sforza , I want 
not  any  of  that  kindnefsa  Father  owes  to  a good  Son  , ^Jttmghl 
cry  not  my  love  in  the  Ifreets,  which  he  (hall  now  find,  incutting 
from  my  bread;  what  has  long  been  deareft  to  me,  even  Julia^  fince 
file  is  falfe.  , * 
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Vitt.  God  forbid,  though  the  tree  be  guilty,  let  the  fruit  plead  } 
Fidelia  has  goodnefs  enough  to  expiate  any  crime  (he  can  com- 
mit with  wifhes, which  is  all  the  ill  {he  is  yet  arrived  to. 

[ Exeunt  omnes. 


ACT.  V.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Julia  and  Martino,  Jhe  in  mans  apparel , with  a Dark: 

lanthorn . 

Jb/.’X/’ Ou  are  (ad,  Martino . 

X Mart . No,  Madam  5 but  my  heart’s  awak’d  with  this 

ftorm } and  I am  glad  to  find  our  mifchief  was  fo  unfuccefsful,  fince 
Julia  could  accufe  me. 

Jul.  And  could’ft  thou  be  fo  faulty  as  to  think  Julia  falfe  ? Oh, 
my  foul ! had  not  I my  mafter-piece  to  ad  5 and  though  we  have 
bravely  gone  through  with  it,  ’twas  a troubled  fea  we  wrought 
through  to  gain  this  Harbour  } and  here  (hall  ftill  be  Martino' % fafe- 
ty,My  Cofino  is  fafe  } and  while  the  Duke  refts  in  doubt,  we  mult 
difpatch  Sforza , let  me  alone  to  fettle  all  the  reft  5 this  was  Carlo's 
plot}  the  honeft  Souldier  (that  is  without)  too  did  his  part } whom 
they  are  now  bufie  inquiring  after  } therefore,  for  a day  or  two, 
till  Sforza  be  dead,  let  him  lie  concealed  here. 

Mart.  Sforza  s death  is  a counfel  I could  with  you  would  aban- 
don } for  though  it  may  ferve  in  this  our  defperate  difeafe,  yet  what 
the  fuccefs  muft  be  thofe  that  know  there  are  Gods  may  eafily 
divine } to  murther  three  foch  innocents,  one  of  them  your  own 
too,  ’tis  black  and  terrible,  and  I fear  will  befo  far  from  confirm- 
ing Cofino  in  the  Throne  you  defign  him,  twill  rather  make  him 
odious  to  both  Nations. 

Jul.  I know  the  price  of  thofe  Jewels } but  fince  the  ftorm  would 
not  be  refifted,  rather  then  let  our  Barque  finke  we  muft  throw 
over  our  richeft  goods. 

Mart.  Be  patient  till  I am  gone,  and  obferve  what  effeft  that 
change  will  have } Cofino  has  vertues  enough,  and  needs  none  of 
thofe  dark  pathes  to  lead  him  to  a Crown } and  though  he  be  inno- 
cent, yet  I fear  the  Gods  fhould  punifh  our  faults  upon  him } and 
we  but  make  our  (elves  monfters,  and  him  miforable,  only  {hewing 
him  that  Crown  which  will  be  fnatched  from  him,  and  given  to 
fome  third  pretender. 

Jul.  No  matter^if  Cofino  cannot  keep  a Crown  when  we  have  gi- 
ven it  him,  let  him  that  wins  it  wear  it } he  is  Julia's  heir  that  can 
fucceed  her } the  generous  Conqueror  is  my  child } and  I (hall 
hate  my  felf  for  defigning  Cofino  fo  much  honour,  if  he  want  cou- 
rage to  keep  it } I am  none  of  that  fort  of  foolifh  women  that  love 
their  own  fruit  beft  though  it  befower  } 'tis  thy  intereft,  and  the 
memOTy  of  thofe  happy  hours  that  makes  Cofmo  dear  to  me,  I 
know  not  why  dull  cuftom  (hould  make  us  love  a fool  or  coward, 
becaufe  got  in  Wedlock}  a natural  accident  in  Marriage,  and  the 

cold 
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cold  effett  of  a dull  thoughtlefs  Aft,  which  every  Beaft  and  Bird 
does  as  well  as  we  3 and  before  it  fhould  be  faid  I lpve  Cofmo  for 
thole  Reafbns,  he  fhould  this  night  fill  a grave,  with  thole  foolilh 
fouls  we  have  condemned,  while  the  brave,  the  daring  and  the 
fortunate  were  adopted  3 and  I will  Hill  believe  the  Conqueror 
is  our  $on,  who  ere  he  be  5 and  Cofmo  changed  in  the  Cradle,  though 
the  falfe  Nurle  deny  it.  No?Afarti#<?,thou  hall:  taught  me  to  know 
we  are  our  own  Gods  3 thole  thrive  here  that  dare  fortune,  fhe 
knows  neither  confcience  nor  prayer,  Ihe  is  a woman,  young,  nak- 
ed and  blind 3 they  fay,  Youth  and  Courage  binds  her  3 and  if  Cop 
tno  cannot  force  a naked  woman,  let  him  reft  defpifed  for  Julia.-*— 
See  where  Carlo  comes.  Carlo,  what  news  ? 

....  . .'••  ! - -T  ’ • ' ■’ 

Enter  Carlo  at  a hole  in  the  Vault. 

Car.  You  have  no  time  to  fpare^  the  Duke  has  all  this  while 
been  in  counfel  with  his  Daughter  and  Ferdinando  3 and  you  may 
find  by  Vittorio? $ brisknefs,lhe  knows  Prince  Cofmo  is  fafe^the  Guard 
is  in  arms  too,  commanded  by  Fe)cdinandoy  and  we  muft  expect  nor- 
thing but  ruine.  [Enter  Cofmo, 

Mart.  And  where  is  the  Prince  and  Princels  } 

Carlo.  They  are  all  fafe,  at  the  Erinces  Chamber,  upon  a vifit  3 
we  have  laid  our  defign,  I am  now  c^me  for  the  Souldier : Come, 
friend,  when  we  have  plaid  this  part  all  is  our  own  3 when  they  are 
in  the  grave_  we  will  return,  and  call  yqu  5 till  then,  pray  be  pri- 
vate here.  [Exeunt  Car|o  and  Cofmo,  by  the  Vault . 

1 - : •.  - * c ..  \ 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Sforza,  Viftoria,  Ferdinando,  and  Fidelia. 

Fcrd.  J F it  be  poftible  I will  find  the  Pilgrim,  his  teftimony  will 
J confirm  all 3 and  then  I will  return  with  a guard  to  prevent 
theworft  of  malice. 

Sfor.  Kind  and  faithful  Ferdinando  ftill  3 all  good  fuccefs  attend 
thee. 

Fid.  Pray,  Sir,  retire  to  your  lodgings  final  1 wounds  neglefted* 
may  bring  a dangerous  confequence  3 you  know,  Sir,there  be  many 
lives  depend  on  Prince  sforza. 

Sfor.  Fear  not,  Madam,  fince  I have  cured  thofe  wounds  that 
grief  and  diftraftion  gave  by  your  difpleafure,  my  heart  can  know 
no  danger  3 when  Fidelia  fmiles,  sforza  is  all  joy  and  peace. 

Fid.  Heaven  protect  the  Prince  3 and  when  I lofe  not  his  value, 
I care  not  who  frowns  3 I had  wounds  too,  and  they  bled  as  long 
as  Sforza  was  angry  3 but  we  are  now  perfectly  happy. 

Vitt.  The  Gods  were  kind  to  Vittoria , that  fpared  sforza , and 
prefer ved  Cofmo  3 Julia  too  is  innocent,  infpite  ofTreafbn,  which 
falfe  Martino  would  have  betrayed  her  into  3 and  time  Will  heal 
all  thefe  wonnds  that  Love  and  Fortune  have  dealt  among  us. 

Sfor.  What  noife  is  that  } 
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Enter  Antonio  and  Sonldiers , feize  them  all. 

Ant.  Refill  not.  Sir  , thefc  dye,  if  you  refift. 

sfor.  Is  Antonio  falfe  too?  Heaven  ! is  there  nothing  but  trea- 
chery among  men  ? this  I forefaw  in  that  feigned  death  of  Cofmo. 

Vitt.  Antonio  falfe  ! perhaps  Cofmo  is  dead  too  j if  he  be,  let  thy 
words  ftab  Victoria,  to  the  heart. 

Sfor.  If  there  be  any  honeft  thought  left  in  thy  mind,  Antonio , 
lead  me  to  the  Princefs  Fidelia , that  I may  dye  (what  I could  not 
live)  her  Sforza. 

Fidelia.  O,  Sir,  thefemen  have  added  cruelty  even  to  death  ! 
had  I died  yefterday  when  Sforza  was  angry,  twould  not  have 
been  half  the  grief  $ but  to  be  reconciled  to  Sforza , and  then 
fnatch’d  from  his  friendlhip,  is  beyond  Murther,  cruel.  O,  Sir, 
5tis  now  too  late  to  fay  that  truth  which  my  model!:  heart  could 
never  find  yet  ftrength  enough  to  utter } yet,  witnefs  heaven,  ’tis  a 
truth  my  heart  will  break  with  5 Prince  sforza  was  all  the  bufinefs 
of  my  mind,  how  I loved  him  I lhall  not  live  to  tell  $ yet  here  up- 
on his  breaft,  with  my  laft  breath,  I vow  my  firft  and  moft  unlpot- 
ted  faith. 

Sfor.  This  cold  kifs  on  your  fair  hand  lhall  be  both  our  Epitha- 
lamium  and  our  Epitaph  5 O,  gentle  Fidelia  ! we  were  one  in  friend- 
lhip, and  one  in  milery. 

Vitf.  That  the  Gods  fhouldgive  to  Beafis  venom  in  their  eyes, 
and  death  in  their  teeth,  to  deftroy  the  innocent,  and  not  afJenTus 
that  power  in  an  hour  of  mifery,  for  a guard  againft  Murther  and 
Treafon. 

Ant.  Away,  where  I appointed,  and  obferve  your  Order.  [ Exe . 

A C T.  V.  S C E N.  1 1 1. 

Enter  Martino  and  Julia,  in  the  fame  difgnife. 

Mart. r | “'Hey  have  been  long,  but  now  I believe  he  comes  5 for 
now  I hear  a noife  in  the  Vault. 

"jnl.  ’Tisthey.  j^Ewt.Car.  and  Cof.  at  the  Vault. 

Mart.  Carlo , is  all  ready  ? 

Cart  Yes,  they  are  feiz’d  and  bound,  and  in  the  Cyprus  G rove 
exped  us,  your  horfes  too  are  ready,  we  lhall  have  the  fport  to 
pafs  that  way  5 and  lee  them  whine  and  dye,  and  then  away. 

Mart.  But  whither  lhall  I go  ? that  I may  hold  a correlpondence, 
and  advife  you  of  my  relblutions,  as  occafion  prefents. 

Jul.  you  mull:  find  out  my  Son  and  Count  Baptifa } but  you 
mull:  not  let  the  foolilh  Boy  know  of  what  is  palh  his  pafiion  makes 
him  deaf  to  all  our  reafons. 

Car.  Come,  come  difpatch,  Sir,  the  time  is  pretious. 

Mart.  Madam,  this  fhadovv  goes,  you  fee,  forced  hence  by  cruel 
liars } other  joy  I never  knew  then  Jnlias  friendlhip,  with  whom 
I mull  leave  this  parting  kifs.  F are wel  to  all  that  is  dear  to  Mar - 
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tino  j witnefs  my  Soul , I have  no  joyes-  but  in  thofe  Eyes,  and  till, 
we  meet  again  my  fad  heart  will  know  no  peace. 

Julia.  Farewell,  Martino , Julia  can  yet  fay  fhe  found  a friend 
that  was  faithful,  and  ’tis  not  in  Fate  to  divide  our  hearts}  How 
unwillingly  fhall  I let  my  Eyes  lofe  this  objett,  witnefs  all  the  kind- 
nefs  that  my  life  has  fhewed  thee  5 I fhould  hate  my  felf,  if  I 
thought  I had  words  to  exprefshow  much  I have  loved  Martino. 
Farewell,  I have  too  much  Woman  in  my  Eyes, I cannot  fuffer  this 
feparation  without  tears  j Separation  is  death  of  Friendfhip,  my 
Soul  and  I now  part.  This  kifs  to  my  dear  Cofmo. 

Cofmo.  Ye  Gods,  what  do  I fee  and  hear?  O Villain,  Villain. 

Carlq.  Go  afore  with  the  Lanthorn. 

\ Cofmo  goes  afore , with  the  light  down  the  hole , 
1 Carlo  and  Martino/^ llow  him. 

Mart.  give  me  your  hand. [Exeunt  omnes . 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Sforza,  Fidelia,  Vittoria  : Antonio  andthe  Souldiers 
bind  them  to  the  Tree. 

Sforza.XjtTHy  doft:  thou  delay  thy  bloody  purpofe  ? If  it  be 
VV  Repentance  holds  thy  hand,  make  it  good  5 I will 
purchafe  it  at  any  rate  to  fave  thofe  Innocents  5 and  I will  die  too, 
that  thou  maift  have  thy  reward  from  thofe  that  hire  thee. 

Fidel.  Vitto.  O Sir,  we  hear  them  coming  ^ now  ’tis  the  time, 
farewell  for  ever. 

Anto.  Are  they  bound  ? 

Sottld.  Yes,  Sir. 

Anto.  ’Tis  they,  wear  your  fwords  in  readinefs. 

Enter  Cofmo  with  a lights  Carlo  and  Martino  following  him . 

Mart.  Where  are  they  ? 

Cofmo.  In  the  Arbor. 

Mart . Let  us  difpatch  them,  Carlo , and  away. 

5Cofmo  whijlles0  Antonio  and  the  Souldiers 
2 feize  Martino  and  Carlo. 

Mart.  Hah!  O Carlo  we  are  betray’d. 

Sforza.  What  noife  is  that  ? 

Cofmo.  This  way,  Antonio. Do  you  fee  this  fight.  Sir  ? 

{They  lead  them  after  the  light  to  the  place  where 
the  Princejfes  and  the  Prince  were  bound. 

Mart.  Yes,  what  is  thy  meaning  ? art  thou  falfe,  or  no  ? Why 
doff  thou  fright  our  hopes  ? 

Carlo.  Upon  them,  and  difpatch  5 you  will  find  this  no  jefting 
matter. 

Sforza.  Ha,  Martino  at  liberty  ? 

Fide.  Martino  loofe  ? nay  then  we  are  loft  for  ever* 

Mart.  Why  doft  thou  not  kill  them  ? 
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Carlo.  Or  let  me  do  it. 

ViUoria.  That  is  the  Souldier  brought  news  of  my  Brothers 
death. 

Sforza.  And  that  face  I have  feen  before. 

Cofino.  I thought  you  had  forgot  it. 

sforza.  No,  ’twas  thou  that  favd’ft  me,  when  Baptifia  would 
have  murthered  me. 

Carlo.  Whatfayeshe? 

Mart.  Enough  to  latisfie  me,  we  are  all  betray’d. 

Cofino.  Sir,  I faved  you  once. 

Sforza.  And  why  fhouldft  thou  not  again  be  honeft  ? Threats 
are  loft  where  they  meet  Minds  refolved  like  ours  5 yet  if  thou  dar- 
eft  fave  thefe,  they  will  pray  fo  faithfully  for  thee,  that  thou  maift 
kill  me  and  be  forgiven  } All  the  horrour  thou  canft  put  into  thy 
look  I can  defpife  5 for  the  valiant  man,  in  his  firft  thought,  digefts 
the  necefiity  of  death  } And  fince  we  cannot  avoid  that  fight,  I have 
long  fince  Philofophyed  upon  my  grave,  as  the  fecond  womb,  and 
the  certain  way  to  the  other  world,  as  my  Mothers  led  to  this  } and 
he  that  is  honeft  onely  fees  thofe  dangers.  The  guilty  trembling 
Coward,  ’tis  he  that  tafteth  the  bitter  c up,  while  his  pale  Soul 
labours  and  feels  the  throws  of  every  apprehended  Dart,  whofe 
anguifh  ( Gentle  Fidelia ) is  in  leaving  thee,  and  kind  Victoria  } 
Thofe  that  fear  him  fuffer  in  every  thought,  and  languilh  in  ex- 
pectation } For,  dying,  not  death  is  the  wound  } and  when  death 
will  appear,  though  in  a Fever,  Martino , Carlo , Treafon  and  the 
Sword, are  there. 

Fide.  O sforza , talk  of  death,  but  not  of  parting}  when  we 
can  die  without  that , thefe  .threatned  wounds  are  welcome } 
Fever,  Sword,  nor  Treafon,  I fear  not,  they  are  ourflaves,  and 
would  be  tame  things  if  death  and  malice  (Enemies  to  Nature  and 
Fidelia)  did  not  fetthemon  to  deftroy  Noble  Sforza.  O be  ftill 
that  good  man,  and  let  not  thefe  Villains  prevail  with  thee  to 
murther  the  Prince}  Hell  and  curies  are  on  their  fide.  Innocence 
and  Virtue  on  the  Princes}  if  thoukifft  him,  thou  art  damn’d  } 
fave  him , and  become  an  Angel. 

Carlo.  Strike,  fool,  orfhe  will  talk 'thee  to  the  Gallows}  Dos’t 
thou  not  know  the  intent  in  Treafon,  is  as  guilty  and  as  mortal  as 
the  blow  ? 

Mart.  Thou  art  a fool,  we  are  all  betray’d } and  now  I lee  him 
thorow  all  his  cloud  } ’tis  Cofino , Carlo.  [Coiino  difcovers  himfelf. 

Cofino.  ’Tis  lo,  horrid  Villain  } what  can  thy  Soul  tell  thee  now, 
but  death  and  mifery  attend  thee  ? 

Carlo.  Cofino? 

, Victo.  Cofino.? 

Fide.  ’Tis  my  Brother. 

Cofino.  Villain,  canft  thou  look  upon  this  fpe&acle  ? Do’s  not 
thy  Soul  melt  with  horrour  } Dogg,  I will  kill  every  limb  of  thee 
apart.  Kill  that  Villain.  [The  Souldiers  kill  Carlo. 

Carlo.  Oh!  oh!  [fie  dies. 

Cofino.  Sir,  I beg  your  pardon  for  this  fright,  there /was  no  fafe- 
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ty  without  it  5 I could  not  elfe  have  betray’d  thefe  Monfters  from 
their  fecurity,  but -with  the  hope  of  fuchabait}  But  now  I will 
offer  their  hated  limbs  a facrifice  to  all  our  fears. 

Fide.  O my  Cofmo , joy  of  my  life,  unbind  the  Prince. 

Cofmo.  I have  another  bufinefs  to  difpatch  firffc  5 1 muft  be  grate- 
full  as  well  as  juft  5 The  fword,  Antonio. — {_Kut.gives  him  afwordi  ^ 
Cofmo.  Do  you  know  it.  Sir  ? ' •- 

Mart.  Yes,  and  what  of  it  ? 1 ' ' •)  • ; 

Cofmo.  When  I was  down  in  the  battle  of  Pavia0  then  thou  be- 
ftridft  me,  and  gaveft  me  this  with  a wifh  I might  never  lofe  when 
I drew  it  againft  my  Enemy  5 Here,  take  this  other,  while  I prove 
thy  wifh  upon  thee.  Antonio , if  I fall,  let  the  Law  proceed  to 
Juftice  againft  this  Villain,  and  fecure  the  lives  of  thefe  Princes. 
sforza.  Why  do  you  arm  the  Traytor? 

Cofmo.  There  is  no  danger  in  a known  Traytor  : ’tisthe  Truft 
that  makes  them  dangerous  $ and  Tray  tors  in  the  field  are  but 
upon  their  way  to  Execution. 

Mart.  I will  not  hope  to  efcape  3 yet  I have  known  the  day 
when  I would  have  forced  my  fafety  thorow  more  ftops  then  your 
Arm  threatens } But  I was  innocent  then,  and  yet  the  greateft  of 
my  Crimes  is  Cofmo  3 and  Heaven  is  juft  in  making  him  my  fcourge.  „ , 

Cofmo.  I will  hear  no  more. That  for  Fidelia.  *■  are  both 

Mart.  For  Mart  wo,  that.  Zlunded. 

Cofmo.  For  Sforza , that,  and  that,  and  that  for  Julia  3 let  that  Martino 

name  fink  thee  and  thy  Soul fals. 

Mart.  I faint , O Cofmo  ! I have  yet  kindnefs  enough  in  all  this 
blood,  to  fear  and  pity  what  Fate  attends  thee  that  haftkil’d  thy 
Fatheiga  fecret  yet  to  Cofmo. 

Sforza.  What  laid  he  ? 

Cofmo.  No  matter  what. 

Sforza.  How  do  yon.  Sir  ? has  he  hurt  you  ? 

Cofmo.  Yes,  but*  not  much}  Take  up  their  Bodies,  Antonio , 
and  carry  them  to  my  Mothers  Lodging 3 Madam,  to  prevent  this 
danger  , I was  fain  to  break  my  word  with  your  Highnefs  3 and 
that  necefftty,  I hope,  will  plead  your  pardon. 

Fide.  I am  glad,  you  had  a reafon  for  that  fault. 

Cofmo.  The  Story  of  this  accident, how  laid  and  how  prevent- 
ed, will  afk  an  ages  time  to  relate}  but  till  the  danger  is  paft  we 
muft  defer  it}  and  I muft  beg,  for  an  hour  or  two,  you  let  me 
lie  conceal’d,  and  in  this  difguife,  till  Ihave  finifh’d  my  work}  1 
muft  now  find  my  Mother  }0  Sifter,  fhe  muft  be  reclaimed  with 
T ears,  not  Wounds } And  I muft  beg  your  Highnefs  company,  to 
make  herfhame  the  greater.  Thehorrour  of  her  defignes  I will 
prefent  unto  her  as  things  executed } and  when  I have  brought  her 
to  a repentance,  and  a defpair  of  Peace,  then,  as  a Mercy  beyond 
her  hopes  or  merit , fhe  fhall  know  how  Heaven  has  miraculoufly 
preferred  her  innocency  from  all  this  blood } This  way  I hope 
to  reclaim  that  unfortunate  Woman, now  the  authors  of  her  fins  are 
gone.  . f 

Sforza.  Pray  lead  the  way.  j ’Exeunt. 
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ACT.  V.  S C E N.  V. 

Enter  Julia  alone  0 in  Mans  C loathes, 

fdra.  y | nHis  night  is  full  of  change  3 within  this  hour  nothing 
X but  defpair,  yet  now  my  heart  has  Joy  again  3 and 
Sforza  once  dead , Vi  & or  ia  (hall  marry  Cofmo  5 The  fright  Carlo 
will  put  her  in  , when  fhe  fees  Fidelia  die  , will  make  her  proud 
heart  (loop  to  Cofmo  y I know  (he  loves  him  5 This  day  her  Paffion 
appear’d , at  the  report  of  his  death  3 and  though  fhe  pretends 
that  fhe  has  vowed  her  felf  to  a Monaftery  when  her  Father  dies, 
yet  I doubt  not  but  fhe  may  be  won  to  forfake  that  cold  pretence 
for  a warm  Palace  3 Thofe  Nuptials  will  crown  all  my  thoughts 3 
and  then  ’twas  a happy  lofs  of  Pavia  , if  we  gain  MiUain  3 both 
which  will  be  the  reward  of  my  long  travel.  The  Duke  muft  die 
ere  they  can  Wed  3 for  fince  we  are  ftept  in,  we  muft  now  go 
thorough  with  the  work  : Luft  and  ambition  know  no  bounds  3 
and  rather  then  we  will  fee  my  Cofmo  lefs  then  we  defign  him,  we 
will  raife  new  difeafes,  fcourges  of  the  time,  and  Aft  what  Age  and 
ficknefs  could  not  do.  What  noife  is  that  ? [ Enter  Cofmo. 

Cofmtf.  Madam,  the  Count,  and  Carlo>  kifs  your  hands. 

Julia.  Are  they  gone  } 

Cofmo.  Yes,  Madam. 

Julia . And  the  reft  ? how  ? how  ? 

Cofmo.  Dead,  all  Dead. 

Julia . And  was  not  Sforza  fad  to  depart  with  Fidelia , and  the 
World  > 

Cofmo.  They  made  a great  Ceremony  of  it 3 and  by  my  troth,  it 
was  fad  3 I did  what  I was  not  wont  to  do , I pityed  him  3 for  ’twas  a 
gallant  and  a ftout  Gentleman  3 the  Women  too  lamented  fb  , it 
almoft  ftagger’d  my  refblution  3 and  I think, though  your  foul  hates 
them,  ’twould  have  grieved  your  heart  to  have  feen  them  part  3 
She  that  died,  (Fidelialthink  you  call’d  her)  fell,  ere  we  ftruck, 
upon  the  fight  of  Sforza  s death. 

Julia,  aftde , Are  you  fo  pityful  ? he  will  tell , if  not  prevented. 

Cofmo.  Madam,  the  Count  bid  me  tell  your  Highnefs,  he  thinks 
it  fit  Carlo  dies  too 3 for  he  knows  too  much,  and  grows  too  fawey, 
upon  theTruft  you  have  given  him. 

Julia.  We  will  think  on’t  3 let  us  talk  no  more  at  this  time,  ’tis 
late  3 is  any  body  ftirring  in  the  Gallery  } 

Cofmo . No,  Madam,  all  is  whift. 

Julia.  Take  this  purfe,  and  conceal  thy  felf  for  a day  or  two, 
and  then  find  Martino  3 for  I would  have  thee  always  neer  him  3 
thou  haft  a bold  heart,  and  a ready  hand  3 here,  give  him  this  Ring 
from  me  3 you  wear  a privy  Coat  ? 

Cofmo.  No,  Madam. 

Julia.  The  more  fool  you , in  thefe  dangerous  Occafions  3 I 
will  try.  (she  fiabs  him.} 

Cofmo.  Oh ! hold,  wretched  Woman.  (she  fiabs  him  again.) 
- C;  \ Julia 
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Julia.  Thou  art  too  pityful  a fool  to  truft  a Crown  to; 

Cofmo.  Hold,  hold,  ’tis  Cofmo  that  thou  haft  murdered. 

Julia.  What  faid  he  ? Cofmo  .<?  (she  runs  to  him.) 

Enter  Sforza,  Vi&oria,  Fidelia,  Antonio  andSouldiers , with 
the  dead  Bodies  of  Carlo  and  Martino. 

Fidelia.  O my  Brother  ! poor  Cofmo  ! unfortunate  youth  ! 

Vitto.  Curfed  Woman,  fhame  of  thy  Sex,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

Sforza.  Inhumane  Act,  O Julia,  thy  foul  will  ake  for  this  } lift 
him  up  Antonio , and  fend  for  a Surgeon  quickly,  fome  one  raife  the 
Court  5 Try  if  there  be  any  hope  of  life. 

Julia.  Sforza  alive  ? and  Fidelia  too  } Cofmo  dead  ? and  Martino 
Dead!  O wretch,  'tis  too  fad  a Truth}  "tis  he,  my  dear  Cofmo > 

Thou  wert  my  beloved  fin,  all  my  crimes  were  loves  to  Cofmo , and 
now  my  greateft  fin  is  thy  blood  5 all  that  I loved  dead  } And  all  ^ e 
thofe  I hated  living  ? Hence  foolifh  Woman,quickly  be  gone  } what  a^oltt  :er° 
bufinefs  haft  thou  now  upon  the  Earth  ? defpair , and  die  } I cannot 
talk,  my  grief  is  too  great  for  words,  and  yet  I could  be  angry  with 
fate } But  "tis  too  late  } Make  room,Cofmo,ioY  thy  mother  : I ftruck 
not  thee  with  half  fo  good  a will } Thus  I (hall  be  Julia  ftill,my  ftory 
is  of  one  piece  now.  ( She  Jtabs  her  f elf , and  falls) 

ViU.  O ! hold  her  defperate  hand  — (They  run , to  take  the  Dagger. 

Julia.  No,  'tis  too  late,  Antonio  } Julia  was  Julia's  Fate}  yet  ere 
I die,  you  that  live,forgive,  and  bring  Fidelia  hither.  Fidelia, whom 
my  life  hated,  but  my  death  loves,  forgive  thy  mother } and  live 
ftill  the  thing  fhe  hated,  the  Religious,  Chafte,  and  faithful  Fidelia t, 
and  let  thy  name  redeem  the  Honour  I have  loft,in  ftory } does  any 
know  how  Martino  came  by  his  death  ? 

Sforza.  Yes,Madam  } Cofmo , in  Duell,  killed  him. 

Julia.  Cofmo  kill  Martino  ? Nay,  then  "twas  fate,  not  Julia, ft  ruck 
Cofmo } Unfortunate  youth  ! wicked  and  guilty  by  chance  } What 
fate  guided  him  to  Cofmo' s fword  ? Heavens  ! None  but  a Son  to 
fpill  a Fathers  blood,  and  a Mother  to  revenge  it ! ( she  dies) 

Sforza.  What  does  fhe  fay  ? 

Antonio.  Sir,  I am  loath  to  be  the  Author  of  fuch  a fcandal  } yet 
I heard  Martino,  when  he  fell  under  Cofmo' s fword,  tell  him  he  had 
killed  his  Father } your  Highnefs  knows  their  Friendfhip  has  been 
fcandalous,  though  the  world  durft  not  fpeak  of  it. 

Enter  the  Duke,  Ferdinando,  Giovanni,  and  a Guard. 

Duke.  Dead  ? heaven  forbid. 

Sforza.  Pray,  Sir,  retire  the  Scene  is  too  fad } for  a Fathers  Eyes } 

The  Story,  Sir,  will  be  fitter  to  be  mourned  then  fpoken  of}  the 
Gods  have  taken  a fevere  vengeance  upon  thofe  people , and  we 
may  lament,  but  not  redeem,  their  faults } Come , Madam,  when 
you  can  digeft  this  grief  you  fhall  find  Sforza  is  ready  to  pay  all 
his  vowes  to  Love  and  F riendfhip. 

Victoria.  No,  Brother,  Sifter,  F ather,  all  that  were  guilty,  in  ma- 
king  me  break  my  vows  with  Heaven , here  I beg  the  dead  Body 
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of  my  Cofmo  may  be  interred  in  our  Chappell , where  again  I vow 
to  wafte  my  days  in  Holy  Orders,  and  with  the  Penance  of  my  life 
redeem^my  pa  ft  faults,  and  lament  poor  Cofmo. 

Fidelia.  Oh,  Sir,  let  me  retire  too  5 Let  not  fuch  a poyfonous 
fruit  be  cherilh’d  in  your  breaft,  left  the  difpleafed  Gods  take 
fome  farther  vengeance  on  Our  Family } and  fo  diftrad  my  foul,  to 
find  Prince  Sforza  punilh’d  for  Fidelias  fins. 

Sforza.  This  mifery  is  fo  ftrange,  and  fo  infeCHous,  that  even  my 
heart  grows  fick  of  Love,  and  fear  j Heaven,  if  thou  haft  decreed 
more  affliction  for  this  gentle  maid,  let  them  not  fall  till  I am  earth. 
O Fidelia , nothing  but  death  (hall  divide  me  from  thee. 

Alphonfo.  Take  up  their  Bodies,  and  let  all  Funeral  Rites  be  gi- 
ven to  thefe  unfortunate  people : and  fince  they  have  born  the  pu- 
nifhment  of  their  Crimes,  let  their  faults  have  no  more  memory , but, 
with  them  , lie  buried  in  their  Grave  5 And  let  their  Example 
teach  us  ■>  Impious  men  may  play  with  Heaven,  but  they  can  hope 
no  better  fate  to  Win.  Dry  thy  Eyes,  Fidelia , Heaven  forbid,  thy 
Innocency  Ihould  fuffer  for  the  Crimes  of  others  ^ To  whom  there 
is  a reward  due,  as  a punifhment  to  thefe  5 And  if  sforza  do  not 
pay  his  Debts  to  Fidelia  , he  will  neither  have  Heavens  nor  my 
blefling  $ and  when  Our  griefs  have  given  place,  I fhallonely  wilh, 
that  my  laft  Scene  in  this  world  may  wait  on  thy  Hymens  3 for  I am 
quite  tyred  with  the  Affliction  of  this  World,  and  will  onely  refrefh 
my  foul  with  feeing  Fidelia  and  Sforza  happy  $ And  then  I care 
not  how  foon  Nature  and  Death  decide  their  difpute  ^ That  I 
might  make  an  Exit  from  this  Theatre  where  misfortune  hath  made 
me  ACt  a Part  in  fo  fad  a Tragedy.  [Exeunt  omnes . 
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THE  FIRST  PART 

O F 

Cicilia  & Clorinda, 

O R, 

Love  in  Arms. 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  I. 

N 

Enter  Orante  and  Turnus,  Orantc  h cloathedin  blacky  with 
blacky  F eathers , black ^ P errirrig , is  crooked  and 

ugly , 2£7//->  <2  Dagger  by  his  fide  ; His  habit  nmfi  be  good : 
Turnu sdifguifed  like  a common  Souldier. 


a 


Oran.  W Ave  you  heard  the  news,  Turnus  .<? 

7»r#.  No,  Sir,  only  a buzzing  of  fomething 
from  the  Army,  and  that  diverfly  reported,  has 
the  Pretor  Letters  ? 

Oran.  Yes,ando//j0  writes  of  a Victory  gain'd 
that  day  againft  Amadeo , and  that  they  are  ftill  in  chafe  of  thofe 
Mountainers. 

Turn.  And  is  Amadeo  become  an  enemy  worth  Romes  joy  when 
fhe  overcomes  him  ? 

Oran.  ’Tisnotthe  Souldier,  but  the  Hunts-manthat  is  fhew’d  in 
this  Vi&ory,  they  have  at  laid  catch’d  the  Boar,  his  Sifter  is  in  the 
toil  too  } the  Virago  that  has  fo  long  made  Otho  a Souldier,  for’tis 
certain  he  loves  Clorinda  ; but  why,  unlefie  it  be  for  loving  him,  E 
know  not } the  great  reafbn  why  moft  men  love  their  dogs  5 they 
fay  they  will  treat  at  Sufa. 

Turn.  Then  there  is  more  then  we  fee  in  it  $ remember,  Sir,  A~ 
madeo  was  your  Rival,  and  believed  by  moft  that  know  the  Court, 
the  chief  caufe  of  Cicilia  s averfion  to  your  Highnefs  5 therefore  I 
wifh  he  may  rather  fall  by  the  difeafe  of  his  Family,  (a  Roman 
fword)  then  come  to  difpute  his  Title  here,  for  though  he  fled  the 
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Court  when  he  was  a prifoner  upon  the  death  of  his  Brother, 
which  was  (lain  in  the  Battle  of  Snfa  $ yet  inoft  believe  Cicilia  knew 
of  his  departure. 

Oran.  Hah,  and  this  may  be  worth  our  thoughts  $ for  I am  cer- 
tain Lucius , who  is  now  my  Rival,  is  faid  to  have  made  war  againft 
Amadeo , not  Savoy.—— (Seethe  Pretor)  now  we  (hall  know  the 
news,  for  bis  vanity  cannot  conceal  it. 

Enter  Marius,  Cicilia,  Calis,  Dyon<*W  Cleon } Marius  has  a 

Letter  in  his  hand. 

T'y  + \ 

Mari.  Mine  are  from  the  place, and  mention  a vi&ory  cQmpleat, 
and  that  they  are  dill  in  chafe } the  Princefs  Clorinda  too  is  with 
her  Brother  5 and  Otho  writes  that  he  believes  this  will  be  the  lad 
ftroke  they  will  be  able  to  (trike  for  their  Country  ’tis  now  fe- 
ven  years  fince  that  handful  of  men  have  flopped  the  Roman  for- 
tune, at  the  price  of  five  generous  Princes,  whofe  blood  has  been 
dearly  fold  to  the  Roman  fwords. 

Cicil.  Otho  writes,  that  he  never  faw  more  beauty,nor  more  cou- 
rage then  the  excellent  Clorinda  fhewed  in  the  Battle,  (till  fighting 
by  her  Brothers  fide$  and  he  hopes  to  gain  them  without  blood, 
for  they  are  now  (hut  into  the  (freights  of  Sufa  , and  the  Cattle 
poffeft  by  the  Roman  party  } and  I confefs  rriy  (bul  longs  to  fee  her 
whofe  fame  and  vertue,  though  an  enemy,  has  at  this  diftance  won 
my  Brothers  heart. 

Oran.  Amadeo  will  then  be  fit  for  a fecond  liberty.  Madam  5 
which  I believe  your  Highnefs  will  again  confent  that  he  may 
have. 

Cicil.  Prince  Amadeo  will  be  a Prince  in  chains,  his  heart  is 
made  of  royal  metal  , and  gold  will  be  gold  drill,  what  poor  mean 
ufe  foever  employed  in  5 and  Lead  will  be  Lead  though  in  a Crown. 

Oran.  Yet  he  brake  his  word,  and  ran  away  (even  with  Cicilia  he 
brake  his  word)  and  ran  from  what  he  loved nay,  fome  fay,  from 
what  loved  him. 

Cicil.  But  he  fought  afterwards,  and  by  this  lofs  has  got  more 
honour  then  (ome  men  win  by  victories  : To  the  Roman  fate  a 
gallant  manmaylofe,  and  yet  keep  more  honour  then  feme  are 
born  to  } her  Stars  have  fet  herfo  far  above  the  world,  that  fhe 
(lamps  even  vertues  j and  they  bear  a price  as  fhe  bids  them  be  cur- 
rant 5 and  I doubt  not,  but  Prince  Amadeo  will  find  that  Rome  ho- 
nours him  more  for  being  a brave  enemy,  then  if  he  had  proved  a 
tame  temporizing  friend,  which  hath  neither  vertue  enough  to  di- 
fpute,  nor  love  enough  to  revere  her  power } and  I confefs,  of  all 
the  fervices  the  Prince  did  to  win  efteem  from  me,  I loved  him 
more  for  running  from  me  when  his  honour  call’d  him,  then  if  he 
had  (laid,  and  pin’d  at  my  feet  5 Prince  Amadeo  went  then  to  make 
himfelf  fit  for  any  gallant  womans  love  5 and  Prince  Orante  (laid 
till  he  was  fit  for  none. 

Oran.  You  have  reafon,  Madam  $ he  that  will  not  be  reveng’d 
ought  not  to  be  efteem’d  $ he  that  will  fuffer  injuries  deferves 
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them  5 a Do&rine  Or  ante  may  learn  in  time,  could  he  leave  to 
love  3 and  thefe  remedies  may  work  that  miracle. 

[ Exeunt  Orante,  and Turn us, 

Marius.  You  are  too  harlhjhis  mind,we  know, is  full  of  envy  and 
pride  3 and  when  thofe  meet  with  courage  and  defpis’d  love,  it 
may  beget  a danger  your  power  nor  mine  cannot  refill  3 let  him 
vent  his  malice,  his  words  hurt  no  body. 

Cicil.’  tis  my  honour  and  duty  that  he  ftrikes  at, and  he  has  a thou- 
fand  times  accufed  me  of  contriving  the  Prince  Amadeo  s efcape  3 I 
confefs  he  told  me  he  would  go,  and  would  have  taken  his  leave  of 
me  3 but  I thought  my  felf  obliged  neither  to  betray  a Father,  or 
a Friend  3 and  therefore  I would  not  hinder  him,  by  betraying  his 
truft  3 nor  be  (o  guilty  as  to  countenance  the  fad  by  giving  him 
leave  to  vifit  me  3 and  for  his  difcourle,  I told  him  it  fhould  pals  as 
a thing  I neither  believed  nor  counfelled  (and  Amadeo  had  honour 
enough  to  know  how  to  chufe  with  honour)  this  faid,  I left  him, 
and  he  fled  3 for  which  I value  him,  ’twas  done  like  a Prince,  whofe 
firft  bufinefs  is  honour. 

Marius.  I confefs  I ever  lov’d  him,  and  though  I took  it  unkind- 
ly that  he  went  away  3 yet  being  a prifoner  of  war,  and  no  word 
engaged,  we  ought  to  have  kept  him  better  3 and  I believe,  now, 
that  if  his  love  had  not  been  more  his  guard,  then  his  guards  were, 
he  had  been  gone  fooner. 

Dyon.  Manlius  gives  great  honour  to  the  Prince,  and  he  is  full.of 
pity  and  admiration  of  his  Sifter  3 he  fays,  they  fought  beyond  the 
belief  of  men,  only  to  avoid  the  being  led  in  triumph  3 but  his 
Letter  mentions  no  fuch  certainty  of  a vidory  3 he  rather  appre- 
hends Prince  Amadeo  has  fiome  defign  in  his  retiring  to  thole 
(heights  3 for  their  flight  was  rather  a retreat  then  a flight  3 and  that 
he  was  againft  the  purfiling  of  them  into  the  (heights  3 and  your 
Highnefs  knows  Manlius  is  a Souldier  of  fo  much  pra&ice  that  his 
fears  may  find  faith  3 he  had  the  Van  in  the  Battle, and  lies  now  next 
the  enemy. 

Cleon.  His  Letters  tome fpeak  doubtfully  of  this  days  bufinefs, 
they  being  defperate  men  forced  beyond  a hope  of  lafety  3 and 
luch  as  experience  has  taught  us  to  know,  they  will  fell  themlelves 
at  as  dear  a rate  as  any  enemy  the  Roman  yet  ever  purchafed  with 
their  fwords  3 and  where  they  now  lie,  our  horfe  can  do  no 
(ervice. 

Marius.  There  is  no  difputing  of  this  bufinefs3  but  diligently  fee 
thofe  provifions  fent  which  Otho  defires  3 and  left  Manlius  his  fears 
be  true,  Cleon , command  the  fecond  and  third  Legion  be  this  night 
ready  to  march  3 and  when  they  are  at  the  Tower  upon  th ePoe, 
there  let  themexped:  Orders  from  Otho  3 by  which  means  we  may 
fecure  our  friends,  if  there  be  any  danger  3 which  muft  be  (o  much 
the  more  defperate  as  it  is  unlooked  for  3 within  we  will  refolve 
further.  [ Exeunt  Mar.  Cicil.  Cal. 

Cicil.  What  ftrange  trouble’s  this  ? is  not  Manlius  Brother  to 
Lucius  } am  I difpleas’d  that  the  world  believes  him  a gallant  and 
a knowing  Souldier,  young  in  years,  old  in  experience,  and  high 

Ee  2 in 


S10 


C icih a and  Clorinda  ; Part.  I. 

in  fame  5 one  whom  his  generous  brother  dotes  upon,  one  that 
all  the  world  efteems  a perfon  of  honour,  ftain’d  only  with  craft 
and  a little  fullen  roughnefs  in  his  nature,  having  {till  been  bred  in 
Gamps,  and  nurs’d  in  war } but  he  is  Lucius  his  Brother,  and  that 
heals  all. 

Cal.  How  ill  a character  has  the  gentle  Cicilia  received  of  the 
beft  of  men,  except  his  Brother ! then  Manlius  there  is  nothing 
more  gallant,  nothing  fofter  nor  humbler  then  his  nature } famous 
for  war  and  peace}  and  though  his  rough  mind  want  love  to  polifti 
it,  that  the  world  may  fee  how  cleer  a vertue  rules  his  heart } yet 
I am  confident  when  your  Highnefs  {hall  fee  him,  Manlius  will  pro- 
duce feme  excellencies  that  will  be  new  and  ftrange,  though  in  the 
Brother  of  Lucius. 

Cicil.  At  laft,CW*r,  I have  found  thy  heart,  blufli  not,  ’tis  Manli - 
us  which  fo  often  in  a third  perfon  thou  haft  accufed,  prailed  and 
lamented  } O Calls,  could’ft  thou  hide  from  me  thy  love,  that  ftill 
told  thee  all  the  fecrets  of  my  heart } have  I lived  with  Calls  as  if 
I would  condemn  her  for  loving  Manlius  ? is  that  a crime  in  her, 
and  vertue  in  me  to  love  his  Brother  ? is  Manlius  unworthy  ? why 
elfe  do’s  Calls  blulh  to  own  her  friendfhip  ? 

Cal.  No,  Madam } neither  of  thefe  was  the  caufe  of  my  filence, 
which  I fhall  now  no  further  obferve,  though  a curiofity  to  know 
my  fate  made  me  conceal  it  till  now  } for  they  are  fad  ftars  that 
wait  upon  my  love,  blood  and  death  threatning  all  the  friendfhips 
that  I make. 

Cicil.  Fie,  Calls,  {hall  dreams  fright  thee  from  loving  vertue,  or 
fear  of  ills  make  thee  adt  ills  ? Manlius  is  a man  my  heart  is  fo  well 
acquainted  with  by  publique  fame  that  though  yet  I never 
faw  him,  I could  at  firft  fight,  methinks,  defire  all  fair  and  reafona- 
ble  things  from  him,  for  he  is  friend  to  Otho , Brother  to  Lucius , 
and  lov’d  by  Calls } and  if  I live  to  foe  him,  I will  fo  chide  his  fro- 
zen heart, (hame  {hall  make  him  kind  and  civil, though  not  a Lover. 

Cal.  If  your  Highnefs  will  become  concern’d  in  my  fortune,  I 
{hould  no  longer  doubt  my  fate  } thofo  eyes  have  ever  been  fuc- 
cefsful } and  when  your  Highnefs  will  plead  for  me,  who  can  deny 
that  has  honour  ? fince  we  fee  the  worft  men,  and  worft  natures 
Enter  Oran-  have  ftoop’d  to  your  power.  See,  Madam,  where  comes  a mira- 
te  fullen.  culous  efteCt  of  it  in  that  wretched  Prince,  Or  ante.  See  if  he  be 
not  returned } retire.  Madam,  and  avoid  the  vifit. 

Cicil.  No,I  have  yet  the  juftice  on  my  fide } and  let  Or  ante  do  as 
many  unhandfome  things  as  his  ill  nature  can  prompt  him  to,I  {hall 
do  nothing  unworthy  my  folf } ’tis  his  guilt  muft  make  my  U1  ufage 
juftice.}  elfo  to  punifh  him  and  ufo  him  ill,  is  not  fair  } while  he  is 
faulty  I can  with  honour  defpife  him}  and  while  I ufo  him  like  a 
Prince  (which  I will  do,  and  not  encourage  his  love  neither)  if  he 
then  fail  in  what  a Prince  fhould  return,  the  world  will  condemn 
him,  and  excufe  me.  His  perfon  is  not  his  crime,  he  made  it  not } 
and  if  his  mind  had  been  good,  I could  with  honour  enough  have 
liftned  to  his  paffion  } but  his  foul  is  as  crooked  as  his  body,  and 
that  is  an  imperfection  that  honour  cannot  be  reconciled  to } I con- 
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fefs3  Cuftom  has  made  his  importunities  lefs  troublefome  then  they 
were  before  5 Efpecially  when  I confider,  how  much  more  afflicti- 
on his  Love  muft  be  to  himfelf,  in  being  the  Lover,  while  defpis’d, 
then  to  me  that  am  beloved-}  for  while  I endure  the  hearing  of  it 
he  has  the  Torment  of  fuffering  thofe  pains  he  would  defcribe, 
whofe  cure  is  defperate } for  he  knows  my  heart  is  vowed  to  Lucius , 
whofe  return  he  dreads , And  I am  confident  he  would  kill  him,  if 
he  durft  Anger  me } for,  amongd  all  his  crimes.  Coward  is  none. 

Calis.  Speak  foftly.  Madam. 

Or  ante.  Madam,  fuch  is  Or  antes  Fate  , that  even  Injuries  from 
your  Highnefs  cannot  divert  his  Love  , nor  all  the  Harfhnefs  in 
your  words,  this  morning , make  me  omit  the  feeing  my  Enemy, 
when  any  pretence  can  give  me  the  Occafion  3 There  are  l'eccnd 
Letters  arrived,  Madam,from  the  Army  3 Do’s  your  Highnefs  know 
the  contents  ? their  news  has  dul’d  the  Court. 

Cicilia.  No,  my  Lord,  not  any  thing  : what  is  the  report  ? 

Or  ante.  They  fay,  the  Tret  or  frown’d  3 and  ’tis  reported,  the  Ar- 
my, and  all  the  Officers,  are  engaged  within  the  (freights  of  Sufa , 
and  their  condition  mofl  defperate } They  have  writ  for  prefent 
aid  3 The  third  and  fourth  Legion  are  marched,  and  the  rretor  fol- 
lows with  the  reft  of  the  Army. 

Cicilia.  This  Manlius  fear’d,  the  gods  guide  my  Brother  } Calis , 
we  have  other  deities  then  Love  to  Sacrifice  too,  though  I hope  that 
God  will  be  propitious.  [ Exit  Cicilia  and  Calis. 

Or  ante.  Amen  to  that}  But  Love  will  (fill  be  as  blind  as  For- 
tune 3 yet  were  it  not  for  Love,  I could  force  Lucius  his  fortune, 
though  I cannot  flatter  my  own  3 for  though  my  Stars  have  defign’d 
my  Perfon  the  Scorn  of  all  the  world,  yet  kinder  Nature  has  given 
me  a heart  that  dares  be  revenged  on  all  the  W orld  3 And  al- 
though I cannot  be  as  happy  as  I defign’d  , yet  I will  make  others 
as  miferable  as  I pleafe  3 and  when  Love  will  not  let  me  be  a gueff 
mCicilias  heart,  Revenge  (hall  be  in  Or  antes  3 My  reft  is  up,  I 
will  either  have  her  Friendfhip,  or  her  Honour}  Who  fears  not  his 
own  may  laugh  at  the  Tragedies  of  others.  Divine-form  d Lucius , 
with  founds  of  Flattery,  may  pierce  her  heart,  by  the  Eye  and  Ear  3 
But  if  defpifed  and  defpairing  OrantCj  thus  branded  by  Nature,  dab 
not  as  near  her  heart  with  his  Dagger , as  any  fmooth  Courtier  of 
them  all,  let  me  die  defpis’d  in  Story  too  } that,,  for  a little  Beau- 
ty, fold  my  Honour, and  my  Peace.  When  Lucius  returns,  I muff  did 
femble  my  hatred  to  him  3 which  is  as  hard  for  me  to  do,  as  for  him 
to  believe  it } yet  I do  not  hate  Lucius  3 1 could  love  the  man  , if 
Cicilia  did  not } Strange  Madnefs ! to  hate  him  becaufe  fhe  Loves 
him  3 And  becaufe  fhe  loves  him,  not  dare  to  ffrike  him  } Love, 
blind  love,  why  haft  thou  chofen  me  for  a fcorn’d  fubjeft  of  thy 
power?  Unreafbnably  impofingonmy  Reafon  a Love  for  her  that 
hates  me,  joyning  (fill  with  fortune,  both  which  have  decreed  nei- 
ther Crown  nor  Love  for  Or  ante  3 Depofe  my  foul  to  fome  greater 
power,  by  taking  my  reafon  from  it , and  then  I may  be  happy  a- 
mongd  Beads,  though  mod  miferable  amongd  men.  [ Exit  Orante, 
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ACT.  I.  SCEN.  II. 

An  Alarm  within.  Then  Enter  Souldiers  of  both  parties , and  Man- 
lius wounded , and  retires ^purfu  d by  Amadeo,  and  Clorinda. 

Amad.  OTand,  ftand.  \_Enter  Lyfander. 

Lyfand.  O Give  the  word  5 ftand,ftand.  [ The  Sould.£#.e^  then  jiand. 
TbeSouldiers  Amad.  A little  Patience,  and  then  they  are  all  Our  own.  — Why 
make  a Jhout.  this  fhout  ? Why  this  cruelty,  in  chafe  ? Do  you  fear  the  Roman  ? 

Is  a Conqueft  fuch  a new  thing, you  are  furpriz’d  thus  with  a victo- 
ry ? have  we  won,  or  cheated  them  of  the  Day  ? if  not,  Why  this 
childifh  noife  ? Doth  the  fkilful  Artift  make  fires  of  Triumph, when 
he  arrives  at  any  thing  in  his  Trade  ? ’Tis  Womanifh,  ’tis  Cow- 
ardize , 3 tis  like  fearful  Girls  left  in  the  Dark  } you  fhout  and 
tremble,  as  if  you  could  fright  your  own  fears  5 And  all  this  Joy 
fpeaks  your  minds  now,  as  your  hopes  were  before,  poor,and  low  3 
Nor  did  you  believe  me  yefterday , when  I prevailed  with  you  to 
retire,  having  no  hope  left,  unlefs  their  Pride  could  be  feduced  to 
purfue  us  to  thefe  {freights  5 Did  I not  tell  you  then,  ’twas  the  num- 
ber, not  the  name,  nor  vertue  of  the  Romanes,  that  beat  Amadeo  $ 
And  now  , if  you  will  follow  me  with  minds  prepar’d  for  all  For- 
tunes, they  (hall,  at  laft,  find  us  an  Enemy  not  to  be  defpis’d  , and 
either  we  will  become  their  Triumph,or  they  Ours.  [Exeunt  0 nines, 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  III. 

\ * • 

1 

Enter  Manlius  and  his  Tarty. 

Manlius. "XT Et  hand.  As  you  are  Romans , follow  Manlius ^ See 
1 where  Old  Marius  his  Silver  Eagle  lies  5 Born  in  fe- 
ven  Confulates  before  him  $ If  there  be  never  a Roman  dares  fecond 
me  to  fetch  it  off.  Let  Amadeo  bear  it  to  Sufa0  while  you  fubmit 
your  necks  under  the  Savoyard  yoke 5 Are  you  all  dead,  all 
ftabb’d  with  one  Calamity  ? Why  did  you  {hake  your  fpears  in 
the  morning , and  call  for  a Signal  to  the  Battle  ? Now  you  fee, 
* how  low  and  foolifh  it  is  at  any  time  to  defpife  an  Enemy  5 Yefler- 

day  you  were  all  noife,  and  full  of  revilings  5 Now  a Pannick  fear 
pofleffes  you  : If  you  had  Conquer’d  yefterday,  you  had  rob’d 
your  felves  of  Triumph,  for  your  vanity  left  nothing  fit  to  be  re- 
warded ^ and  now  you  are  overcome  , how  your  wounds  will 
blufh  with  fhame  5 What  difhonour  mufc  your  General  fuftain. 
Enter  when  he  fees  himfelf  a Prifoner  to  the  enemy  ! he  defpis’d  — See  the 

Lucius.  General  of  the  Horfe  too,  (hall  he  fee  you  deliver  the  Roman  Eagles 

to  a handful  of  beaten  Enemies? 

Lucius.  No  more,  Manlius  5 I fee  a Roman  anger  in  their  looks, 
and  this  Affront  has  given  an  Edge  to  their  Swords,  Let  us  go,  and 
make  good  this' pafs,  and  we  may  regain  the  day  , for  Otho , and  the 
fecond  Legion  are  drawn  to  the  mouth  of  the  Streights  to  meet 
with  Cleon  and  the  fourth  Legion  The  Tretor  too  is  upon  the 
March  himfelf.  Manlius. 
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Manlius.  I can  be^r  any  thing  but  t this  dqefiion  upon  fi 
Loft  s Yet  1 know  not  why  we  fhould  at  apy  time  defgifythft  E}- 
nemy  } Remember  jny  Opinion  yefterday^wh'en  you 
to  purfue  them  to  this  place } Let  us  call  to.mutd  ^hat  they  ftaye 
done  with  a handful  of  men  $ how,  in  %tn  pitch’ d$difei$ie y haye 
ftop’d  the  Roman  Eagle  in  heightft  of  Conqueft,  and,  check’d  h^r 
power  more  then  whole  Nations  ^ Five  Gallant  Princes, have  dhf p$- 
ded  their  Freedom  with  their  blood  $ and  this . the  laft  of  that 
Great  Race,  whofe  vertue  we  have  proved  in  Peace,  and  War 3 
Andlconfefs,  but  in  kindnefs  to  Lucius , whofe  fyiyatd  know 
he  is , nothing  fhould  have  engaged  me  to  have  drawn  my  fword 
againft  fuch  vertue  which  even  accufes  the  Gods  for  arming  a- 
gainft  him.  . _ , : ■, 

Lucius.  Dear  Manlius , Brother  in  my  mind  as  well  as  Nature, 
how  I admire  thee  for  this  honefl  plainnefs?  But  we  are  now  en- 
gag’d, and  the  Roman  Honour  is  at  hake  5 ’tis  Rome^ and  her  Battles, 
we  bleed  in } and  who  draws  a fword  againft  her  muff  be  Our  Ene- 
my '■)  Elfe,by  my  Honour,  though  it  be  my  Rival,  I would  hazard 
my  life  to  fave  him,  thePrincefs  has  given  fo  noble  a Character 
of  him.  ; 

Manlius.  Let  us  find  the  General,and  joyn  with  me  in  propofing 
a T reaty,  while  there  are  fome  to  fhew  mercy  to. 

Lucius.  Yefterday  your  words  would  have  come  as  well-come 
asVi&oryto  him,  for  I know  his  heart  loves  Clorinda 5 But  now, 

’tis  neither  Honourable  nor  fafe  to  propofe  it  ^ you  know  they  are  a 
Refolute  Enemy,  and  muft  not  be  fought  for  till  they  are  beaten, 
if  we  treat , They  will  believe  we  feared  they  might  overcome 
us  , And  Otho  muff  not  treat  with  the  Roman  Enemies  in  Arms  $ 

When  they  acknowledge  her  Power,  then  ’tis  time  to  fhew  a Ro- 
man clemency  j till  then,  all  Afts  of  War  are  Roman  too. See  Enter 

the  General  j I would  your  Highnefs  had  been  here  a witnefs  to  our  Otho. 
Difcourfe. 

Otho.  All  Difcourfe  is  tedious,  and  unfeafonable  now. 

Lucius.  Sir,  We  were  propofing  of  a Treaty. 

Otho.  ’Tis  out  of  time } We  muff  not  give  Our  Honours  for  whiff  m* 

Our  Safety.  Your  Ear,  Lucius. The  Legions  will  not  be  here, 

as  we  expedt ed , ’twill  benight  ere  they  can  arrive,  and  We  muff 
be  refolved,  with  fuch  Cards  as  fate  has  dealt  us , to  play  this 
Game  } Manlius , you  muft  give  the  Charge,  if  they  advance. 

Man.  I fhall  obey  your  Order,  Sir  5 for  my  kindnefs  as  well  as 
duty  obliges  me  to  your  opinion  5 yet  ’tis  ftrange , that  nice 
Ceremonies  fhould  make  Prince  Otho  thus  defign  how  to  punifh 
that  Courage  in  an  Enemy  which  all  the  gods  have  fo  often  reward- 
ed in  himfelf.  This  generous  Prince  has  no  crime  but  valour  that 
pleades  againft  hiirg  and  fhall  Courage  be  a fin  in  him,and  virtue  in 
a Roman  .<?  Come,Sir,l  know  you  have  too  much  Honour  to  difpute 
this  with  me  } witnefs  all  the  wounds  that  I have  felt  j I look 
upon  them  as  the  copy  of  our  fir  ft  Rome  5 Rome  in  her  cradle,  fuch 
a defpicable  handfull  of  Men  were  we,  fuch  a contemned  virtue 
was  JEneas,  fo  defpis’d , fo  prelt  by  an  infolent  Monarch,  fuch 

proud 
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proud  Neighbours  found  Rome  in  her  Infancy  , and  what  had  we 
then  but  this  virtue  to  defend  us,  what  right  to  Rome  ? What  force 
to  defend  or  redeem  us  but  fuch  a Courage  ? Nay , by  what  Title 
iiow  do  we  hold  an  Empire  over  the  world  ? But  by  thefe  fwords, 
and  minds  refolved,  fuch  an  Imperious  Enemy  wakned  then  our 
deeping  virtues,  and  by  forcing  us  often  to  difpute  for  her,  at  laft 
won  Fortune  to  our  lideywith  our  fwords  we  overcame  the  greateft 
difficulties  5 And  from  a Colony  of  a few  fea-beaten  F ugitives,  we 
are  become  Lords  of  the  Earth}  and  who  know es  the  Fates  of 
thefe  Men?  We  have  try’d  their  virtues  tin  ten  years  Warr,  to 
which  now  is  added  their  defpaires } Nor  has  our  fupplies  and 
numerous  Armies,  during  this  War,  been  oftner  recruited  then 
they  have  renewed  their  virtue, ftill  {hewing  equal  Courage  to  our 
bed  of  Fortune. 

Lucius.  When  I {hall  fpeak  in  favour  of  a Treaty,  fare  none  that 
know  my  Intereft  will  doubt  the  Reafon  of  it } And  your  High- 
nefs  knows  with  what  zeal  I have  purfued  this  Warr}  Yetlcon- 
fefs,  Manlius  his  words  have  made  me  afhamed  of  that  caufe  that 
bred  my  hatred  to  him,  whofe  Gallantry  I {hall  alwayes  love  next 
to  Honour : And  I know  the  generous  Otho  could  not  be  deaf  to 
the  reafons  he  hath  given,  but  that  he  is  angry  with  the  affront 
which  they  have  this  morning  thrown  upon  his  Fortune.  I know 
his  Heart  is  too  noble  elfe,  to  hate  this  little  great  Enemy,amongft 
whom  Clorinda  fights}  ’Tis  true,  ’twould  vex  a winner  to  find 
one,  and  the  laft  ftake  ftoop  his  fortune. 

Man.  Come,  Sir,  win  this  Prince  any  way } his  virtues  in  friend- 
{hip  will  do  more  Honour  to  Otho  then  aConqueft}  Were  I the 
General,  I fhould  be  prouder  to  fold  fuch  an  Enemy  in  mine  Arms, 
then  to  have  led  Syphax  in  chains. 

Lucius.  Now  after  a day  won  and  loft , in  which  they  have 
fhew’d  both  Aftive  and  Paflive  Valour,  not  deje&ed  by  the  lofs  of 
yefterday , nor  blown  up  with  the  fuccefs  of  this  day  } They  fell 
under  our  wounds,  yet  no  groanes  fil’d  our  Ears } at  our  feet  their 
wounded  truncks  lay,  and  frowning  breath’d  their  great  Souls  out. 

Man.  We  call  them  barbarous } but  what  will  the  next  age  fay, 
when  they  fhall  read  this  ftory,  but  that  the  Romans  feared  Ama- 
deo0  and  deftroyed  that  eminent  virtue,  becaufe  he  might  have 
become  their  Rivall  ? But  this  is  but  difcourfe,  let  us  confider  the 
place  and  our  condition  } If  they  know  and  take  the  advantage, 
it  may  be  our  turns  ere  the  Sun  fgts,  to  fill  the  Graves  we  talk  of } 
The  place  will  ferve  for  a Moral } have  we  not  this  day  {tumbled 
at  the  bodies  we  llew  yefterday,  making  thofe  Triumphs  then  our 
dangers  now  ? Your  filence,  Sir,  confefles  the  Reafon  we  fpeak. 

Otho.  O Lucius } Manlius.  Friends,  dear  as  my  Eyes}  why 
fhould  you  two } whom  my  Soul  loves,  thus  gall  your  friend  ? and 
now  when  he  is  beaten  and  difhonour’d,  tell  him  what  a Conquer- 
our  fhould  have  done?  Yefterday  who  mention’d  a Peace  ? was 
not  victory  then  in  all  mens  mouthes  ? And  now  , when  we  are 
expos’d  to  their  {words, and  no  way  left  to  {hew  we  are  Romans  but 
by  dying  bravely,  you  would  have  me  treat } ’Tis  poor  and  low 
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for  Otho , a grave  is  handfomer  far  5 and  they  will  underftand  it 
Fear,  not  Clemency,  fhould  vve  propofe  it  5 Let  us  redeem  this 
fatal  day,  and  then  command  me  5 but  till  we  can  give  Laws, I am 
relolv’d  to  try  Fate  to  the  laft  fword,  and  here.  Let  us  part  and  em- 
brace 5 whether  we  meet  again  or  no,  we  are  Romans  ftill  $ Manlius , 
our  Honour  and  our  Lives  lie  in  thy  hands  j And  I am  pleas’d  to 
think  the  Roman  Eagle  has  fuch  a Prote&our  ^ If  they  force  the  pafs, 

Lucius  and  my  felf  will  be  ready  to  receive  them. 

Man.  Come,  Sir,  he  is  a gallant  Enemy,  and  to  lofe  to  fuch  is 
no  difhonour  j ’Tis  their  turn  to  day,  ’twas  ours  yefterday,  and 
may  be  again  to  morrow  5 Gamefters  that  play  fair  muff  expeft  to 
lofe  fometimes,  cfpecially  thofe  that  will  adventure  at  a Game  Co 
full  of  Fortune  as  a Souldiers  trade  $ Be  therefore,  Sir,  refolved 
to  make  a fafe  retreat,  and  fave  our  Honours  $ Co  to  play  this  after- 
game will  fhew  a Souldier  no  lefs  then  a vi&ory  have  would  done. 

Enter  Souldier. 

Sould.  Sir,  the  Enemy  advance  apace,  they  have  gained  rhe 
the  Hills  } and  Tullius  fayes,  unlefs  he  be  fupply’d  he  muff  quit  the 
pafs  ^ Nor  do’s  the  Enemy  move  diforderly,  as  upon  a fuccefs, 
but  whole  and  in  Bodies,  as  to  execute  lomething  long  fince 

defign’d.  % # The  Alarm 

Man.  Let  your  Forces  fecond  mine  , for  if  we  lofe  this  pafs,  you  increaf&t. 
muff  not  think  of  a retreat  to  Sufa. 

Otho.  Away  then,  each  Man  to  his  charge.  [ A charge  foitndes. 

\_Exeunt  omnes. 
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Enter  Lyfander,  and  after  him , Amadeo  and  Clorinda. 

Souldiers  bring  in  Manlius  bound. 

Amadeo.  A Way,  Lyfander  5 follow  where  Fortune  and  Vi&ory 
Z \ leades  thee,  and  let  thefe  Romans  fee  we  can  be  an- 
gry though  not  revenged  } this  is  more  then  ever  the  Romans 
could  boaft  from  us } 'Tis  true,  your  fwords  have  digg’d  our 
Princes  Graves,  yet  they  could  never  fhew  one  oCAmadeos  line  or 
Family  led  in  chaines  5 fee,  Clorinda , a Roman  Generali  in 
chains. 

Man.  ’Tis  a noble  fence  of  Honour  , and  Amadeo  chides  me 
handfomely^  but  if  I had  any  fcruple  in  my  Heart  that  tells  me, 

. Manlius , for  fear  of  death,  or  want  of  Courage  became  thy  Prifo- 
ner , I would  now  beg  thy  fword  to  fall  upon  me,  to  let  thee 
fee,  how  a Roman  ought  to  free  himfelf  from  fetch  calamity  5 But 
I will  live  and  tell  the  world  how  much  I hono’ur  that  greatnefs  of 
Mind,  though  in  an  Enemy.  For  Manlius  is  a name,  thy  Father, 
Brothers,  and  thy  felf  have  often  proved  in  Battle^and  I am  fad  to 
think,  how  fatall  my  fword  has  been  to  thy  Noble  Family. 

F f Clor  in. 
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Cloriti.  Manlius  is  Brother  to  Lucius,  Friend  to  Otho : O Amadeo 5 
that  I durft  fpeak  my  thoughts  now,  or  that  my  Brother  had  but 
kindnefs  enough  to  hear  me  fpeak,  before  he  chides  my  Paffion. 

Ama.  What  wouldft  thou  fay  ? fpeak  any  thing  but  in  praife  of 
bloody  Otho. 

Clorin . Bloody  Otho? 

Ama . Yes,  bloody  Othox,  fo  bloody  that  his  Love  cannot  tame 
his  Heart  5 what  elfe  can  he  hope  from  us  ? Why  fhould  Rome , 
which  is  the  Miftrefs  of  all  the  world,  hunt  poor  Amadeo  , and 
warr  againft  him,  to  make  his  people  more  miferable  then  Nature 
has  defign’d  them  5 Here  we  live  contented  with  our  own,  though 
the  place  be  fo  poor  that  curious  Travellers  are  fcarce  tempted  to 
pafs  through  it,  to  enjoy  the  fruitfull  vales  of  Lombardy  3 What 
can  ye  hope  by  making  us  your  (laves  ? Rich  Mines  we  have  none. 
Odours,  Spices , and  the  Silk-worm  are  ((rangers  here.  Thefe 
ftreams  no  fhels  with  Orient  Pearl  afford,  our  fands  breed  no 
ftrife-full  Gold  3 Thefe  Rocks  have  veins , but  far  from  the  blew 
Saphyr,  The  Ruby,  Emrauld,  nor  the  Diamond,  grow  not  here. 
Innocence  and  Peace  of  Mind  is  all  the  wealth  we  boaft  of : And 
our  Freedom  the  only  Jewel  we  defend  , which  we  will  keep  to 
the  laft  Man  } and  the  Romans  (hall  alwaies  find  us  ftrong  enough 
to  kill  our  (elves,  though  we  cannot  deftroy  our  Enemies. 

Clorin.  If  my  Love  or  Faith  has  any  Credit  with  my  Brother, 
let  him  take  my  Councel  3 Let  a Virgins  divining  Soul  prevail  once, 
though  my  words  feem  now  mod:  unreafonable  to  common  fence. 
Now  when  he  has  power  to  kill,  now  when  Gonqueft  is  in  his 
hand,  when  flight,  dishonour,  and  certain  death  hangs  over  his 
Enemy,  3tis,  like  Amadeo , now  to  found  a retreat  3 Now  offer 
Peace,  offer  all  but  our  Honours  and  Freedom  for  it  3 This  my 
Amadeo  Soul  prompts  me  to  fay. 

after  a litle  Ama.  Call  Lyfander  back,  found  a Retreat,  let  Clorinda  s Fate 
thought . guide  Amadeo,  my  gentle  Sifter  has  refilled  no  Fortune  to  follow 

me  3 and  Heaven  forbid  I fhould  refufe  to  venture  upon  thy  hand 
this  laft  ftake jonely  fwear  upon  this  fword,by  thy  Fathers  Soul,and 
by  the  chafte  afhes  of  thy  honoured  Mother,  never  to  be  led  in 
She  [wears  T riumph  3 fwear  this,  and  let  what  F ate  difpleafed  Heaven  has  de- 
and  he  em-  creed  come,  I fcorn  to  fear  it. 

braces  her , clorin.  I (wear,  and  Heaven  curfeme  if  I break  my  vow.  Sir, 

Jhe  kjjfts  t e ^ power  my  Brother  has  given  me  Ireleafeyou^  give  him 

'™'r  ’ his  (word,  and  condud  him  through  the  Army  fafe  3 Let  all  Prifon- 
ersbe  armed  and  releas'd,  and  give  command,  that  no  Man  ftrike 
a blow  more,  nor  hinder  any  Roman  in  his  Retreat.  Sir,  you  are 
a Friend  to  Otho , and  may  find  Faith  when  you  fpeak  3 Pray  tell 
him,  a Virgin  that  loves  as  much  as  he  can  hate,  fent  you  to  him, 
one  that  loves  him  next  to  her  Honour,  equal  to  her  Brother,  and 
far  above  her  felf,  would  fain  fpeak  with  him  3 to  try,  ifitbepof- 
fible,  to  fave  one  Root  of  a Royal  Family, and  die  without  Infamy, 
that  is  all  wc  afk , and  here  we  (hall  exped  your  Anfwer. 


Enter 
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Enter  Lylanderi 

Manl.  I accept  the  benefit,  Madam.,  with  a heart  as  pleas'd  as  it 
Fortune  had  given  me  power  to  have  plaid  your  part  to  day  5 And 
if  I live.  I’ll  letve  you  5 or  being  dehy’d  here  I promofe  to  return 
myielf  your  prifouer  5 till  when,  live  moft  excellent  among  men, 
and  nobleft  among  women. 

Amadeo^  afide.  Tis  high  Reafon  that  (he  (peaks  5 for  if  we  over- 
come them,  ’tis  but  exafperating  an  enemy  we  cannot  conquer  5 
and  this  little  victory  can  but  prolong  our  mifery  5 we  might  if  we 
purfu’d  this  advantage  have  kill’d  fome  few  enemies  but  in  fpar- 
ing  of  them  we  have  gained  many  friends  5 for  they  are  a generous 
Nation,  and  have  often  been  won,  but  were  never  conquer'd.  . 

Clor.  To  have  kill’d  them  all  would  have  tir’d  us, 
had  fat  (till  5 and  when  we  had  done  we  had  but  (hev 
to  them,  and  have  taught  them  to  imitate  us,  by  deftroying  all 
that  fall  into  their  power  5 for  why,  after  fuch  an  attion,  fhould  we 
exped  ought  but  the  fortune  of  the  war  ) hitherto  we  have  de- 
fended our  felves  with  honour,  and  enough  difputed,  as  enemies, to 
make  them  value  us,  if  we  become  their  friends. 

Lyfand.  If  Fate  haVedefign’d  the  Romans  mafters  of  the  world, 
we  in  vain  difpute  what  the  earth  hath  granted  5 and ’twill  be  ho- 
nour enough  for  us  to  have  it  laid  we  thus  long  durft  be  their 
enemies  $ and  if  your  Highnefs  can  thus  compafs  a peace  with  ho- 
nour, ’tis  my  opinion,  to  embrace  this  opportunity  ’twill  give  us 
fome  reputation  with  them,  to  fee  we  have  taken  this  handlbrue 
way  to  offer  a friendfhip  when  we  not  only  can  defend  our  felves, 
but  deftroy  them. 

Arnad.  Let  us  ftand  upon  our  defence  only,  till  I give  the 
word. 

Lyfand.  Your  Highnefs  Order  (hall  be  obey’d.  i 

Aniad.  So  (hall  my  ever  dear  Sifter,  the  Vertuous  Clorinda. 

Clor.  And  when  I am  fwayed  by  any  intereft,  to  propole  ought 
againft  my  Brothers  honour , let  him  and  heaven  (corn  me. 

Amad.  Sir,  when  I was  prifoner  to  the  Romans,  I found  civility 
from  Manlius } and  though  he  be  Brother  to  my  Rival,  he  has  tocS 
much  honour  to  hate  an  enemy  5 Clorinda  fays  you  are  free,  and 
fhe  commands  here  3 and  now  I owe  the  noble  Marius  nothing,  for 
young  Amadeo  was  not  worth  a limb  of  gallant  Manlius , great  in 
arms  $ and  ’tis  the  greateft  joy  my  life  has  feen,  to  be  able  tnis  day 
•to  pay  that  debt  5 and  when  you  (hall  blels  your  eyes  with  a light 
of  the  divine  Cicilia , throw  at  her  feet  the  life  and  lervice  of  the 
unfortunate  Amadeo. 

Clor.  Lucius  is  Brother  to  Manlius  j and  you  cannot  be  ignorant 
that  love  more  then  hate,  or  Empire,  has  made  him  thus  long  an 
enemy  to  his  Rival , the  General  Lucius  had  odds  enough  in  being 
Lucius , and  needs  not  the  advantage  of  an  Army,  tg  difpute  his 
fortune  5 the  gentle  Cicilia  is  a perfed  Judge  of  Love  and  honour  5 
and  would  not  be  feduced  to  chufe  the  leaft  noble,  and  where 

F f 2 Or  ante 
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Or  ante  is  only  Rival,  "tis  no  honour  to  overcome  $ therefore,  for 
Lucius  his  honour  make  a peace,  and  give  Ainadeo  leave  to  try  his 
fortune. 


Man.  I flial  1 not  only: deliver  this,  but  find  fome  other  Argu- 
ments, which  C/w/Wa’s  modefty  will. not  let  her  name  $ and  thus 
much  I dare-fay,  Lncius  his  hate,  if  he  be  fo  poor  as  to  hate  a Ri- 
val, will  m>t  hinder  this  peace  fo  much  as  Prince  Otho s love  will 
advance  it  and  although  my  fullen  nature  was  never  yet  a Lover, 
yet  he  that  csan  hateimay  love,  and  I that  can  fee  others  love, 
though  I cannot  love  like  them,  yet  I can  tell  what  difeafe  reigns  , 
and  I fhall  either  find  the-  Prince  of  my  mind,  or  return  Manlius  a 
prifoner,  bound  by  the  Reafon  and  Gallantry  of  Clorinda. 

Clor.  All  kind  fates  wait  on  Manlius  5 here  we  fhall  exped  our 
dooms,  with  minds  prepar’d  for  all  that  peace  or  war  can  threaten. 

[ Exeunt  0 nines. 
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Enter  Otho,  Lucius  andsouldiers. 


Otho.  T T 7Hat  means  the  enemy y they  make  a ftandy  and  have 

' V- V:  > founded  a retreat  ^ : ha $c. Lucius  to  the  Pals,  perhaps 
they  fee  not  their  advantage  } if  We  can  gain  the  Valley,  we  may 
defend  our  felVes  this- night,  and  joyn  with  thofe.  Legions  which 
now  areai pon  the  march  5 poor  Manlius , thy  fate  i$  fadder  then  all 
the  reft. , 

Lucius.,  Pray,  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  charge  again  5 if  it  be  poffi- 
ble  y let  me  fetch  off  my  Brother,  his  faith  ought  not  to  be  aban- 
doned, fhall  we  fee  a Roman  General  thus  5 forfaken  in  the  hands 
of  a barbatcius  Mountainer,and  his  body,  for  ought  we  know,  want 
his  funeral  Rites  ? 


Enter  div.eks.of  the  Roman  Souldiers  Arra'd^  and  that  had  r,zn 
Erifoners0  releas'd  /^  Clorinda. . 
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Otho.  How  flow,  whence  comes  this  rudenefs  > where  are  your 
Officers,  under  whole  command  are  you? 

Sould.  .Man U us' s,and  thus  fet  free  by  warlike  Clorinda , unfpoifd 
either  of  Arms  or  Enfigns.  [Enter  Manlius. 

7 hey  both  Lucius.  Is  Manlius  lafe  toOjtvhat  means  this  ? my  foul  is  foil  of 

run  to  him.  wonder  iy  fee.  Sir,  my  dear  Brother  is  return’d. 
and  embrace  otho.  The  ever  noble,  always  welcome  Manlius  ^ but  how  thus 
l im‘  arm’d  and  fafe,]  with  freedom  inform  us,  dear  Manlius. 

- Manl.  Sir,here  I Hand, the  bounty  of  Clorinda  5 not  only  my  felf, 
but  all  of  tis  owe  to  that  generous  Maid  our  prefent  fafety  $ be 
pleas’d  to  know, we  fell  not  into  their  power  by  chance,  ’twas  long 
defign’d  ^inor  are  they  ignorant  of  the  leaft  advantage,and  had  pur- 
fo’d  it  but  for  the  divine  Clorinda , who  prevail’d  with  Prince  Ama - 
.< deo  , and  ftop’d  his  fury  in  the  heat  of  chace,  and  conjur’d  him 
ere  he  took  the  advantage  of  this  day,  to  hear  her  fpeak  j Now  is 

a time, 
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a time,  faith  file,  for  A made  o to  (hew  his  vertue  $ now  ’tis  time  to 
treat  with  honour  now  when  you  cannot  only  defend  your  felf, 
but  deftroy  the  Foe  y if  everpou  hope  to  make  a peace  With  this 
great  enemy,  neither- rob  not  difarm  them  5- if  they  fight  for  ho- 
nourj  and  to  command  the  world,  they  will  not  forgive  a difho- 
nour,- nor  forget  a benefit  y what  we- have  done  this  dhyy  and  all 
the  wounds  we  have  given  to  this  place, ‘Was  for  out  honour  and 
&fety;ybut  what’wfifhall  if  you  pOrfue  them,  Will  look 

like  a defire  of  revenge  or  hatred  !y  and;  make  the  world  believe  if 
vve  could  have  cOliquer’d  we-WOiAld  ncWeY  litive  treated  y then  fhe 
turn1  d tb  me,  • and1  having  received  <lbfo hue poWer  from- her  Bro- 
ther^ Manlius^  fays  (lie,  is  Brother  to  the  noble  Lucius^  and  friend 
to  the  moft  excellent  of  men.  PiJmeety  (yth'b  \ and Mahlius  has  ver- 
mes which  will  weigh  down*  the  fcale  of  Amadco.  Thus  when 
fhe  had  made  me  blufii  with  ptaife  of  my  folf  y with  our  Arms  and 
Honour  fhe  commanded  we  fhbuld  in  fafety  pals  to  pay  the  debt 
her  Brother  owes  Prince  Otho  y and  when  you  fee  the  General  of- 
fer our  friendfhip  to  him,  offer  thefe  few  lives  and  fwords  we  have 
left  to  ferve  him  and  the  Roman  Eagles  y offer  all,  but  our.  ho- 
nours, for  a peace  5 and  let  it  be  Rich  a one  its  we  may  hot  blufh  to 
receive,,  nor  the  Romans  d’efpife  us  for  accepting  y and  if  we  can- 
not gain  his  friendlhip  upon  thefe  terms,  here  you  fhall  find  us  rea* 
dy  to  defend-)  with  our  antibmfovertuey  botfoour  Famfe’and  Coun- 
try, ;With  minds  refolved  for.  what  fates  Toever  the  Gods  ap- 
point us.  . r:  :.u  lit) ; . : ! 

> Lucius.  Did!  J not  tell  you  ’twas  a gal  Hot  dnemy  ? what  is  there 
to  confider ? Why  fhould  not  your  heart  fly  into  the  Yfrftisi  Of  this 
gallant  Prince k i>  y;  ■ >'-  [ ; ' 

Otho.  Dear  Lucius , draw -up  the  Army,-  aOd  hand  upon  your 
Guards  till  we  return^  and  during  the  cbffation  be  only  ready  to 
defend  yourfelves  $ Come,  Manlius^  \ve  Will  find  this  gallant  ene- 
my y ahd  if  we  can  with  honour  grant  what  he  delires,  thou  fhalt 
find  how  welcome  Manlius  and  his  opinion  is  to  his  friend  y fend 
Cleon  with, a Guard  to  attend  tispduring  the  Treaty. ’ ■ 

Lucius.  I fhall.  h -^Exeunt  omnes. 
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Enter  Amadeo,  Clorinda  ^^Lyfander  y Clorinda  was  wounded ? 

and  her  Arm  in  a Scarfe.  ' :r  - 

■ :■}  n -j-;*  ,vJ  -*i  i.iJfiaO  ■■  ■ ■ i ; ' • ' ./.a  . 

Amad.'~-y^lie Officer  fays,  Manlius  was  received  with'  much  joy  ^ 
X and'  upon  the  arrival  of  the  Souldiers  the  General 
gave  immediately  Orders  for  a Ceflation  of  Arms  $ and  tis  Manli- 
us defire  that  we  expert  him  here,  where  Clorinda  (hall,,  at  laid,  fee 
this  fate  of  ^ avo)  s,  how  do’s  her  Arm,  Lyfandcr  ? 

Lyfand.  Sir,  the  Wound  had  taken  cold  before  ’twas'dreft. 

Clor,  This  wound  will  heal,  as  we  fucceedy  if  lean  cure  them 
of  my  Country,  thefe  are  but  Height  y but  if  it  muftbe  war  Hill, 
fadnefs  will  add  one  more  to  my  heart,  that  'forefees  I muft  part 
with  my  dear  Brother.  Amad, 
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Arnad.  I hope,  Clorinda , we  are  not  now  to  fet  up  our  Refts  j 
they  have  been  long  at  ftake,  we  were  born  Princes,  we  have  lived 
fo,  and  muft  refolve  to  dye  fo  , we  mull:  all  dye  once,  and  Princes 
have  no  fepulchre  more  noble  then  a Battle,  nor  Epitaph  fo  ho- 
norable as  a wound  when  ’tis  received  in  his  Countries  caufe.There 
is  no  difeafe  fo  Princely  as  to  fall  by  the  fvvord  when  he  muft  dye  5, 
(icknefs  and  old  age  take  away  from  that  Majefty  that  Reverence 
men  pay  us : who  can  adore  us  as  Gods  on  earth,  when  they  fee  the 
Gout  Cramp  us,or  a faucy  ague  (hake  a Princes  foul  out  ? No,  Clo - 
rinda,  when  Fate  will  call  me  to  my  Doom,  let  me  meet  it  in  a 
pitch’d  Battle,  againft  a gallant  enemy  5 then  we  fall  like  our 
felves,  and  our  Funerals  are  waited  on  with  thoufands  of  loyal 
Souldiers  3 thofe  that  live  to  wither  here  till  old  age  wafte  their 
fouls, dye  common  deaths  5 and  go  to  heaven  like  private  men,  and 
pafs  unregarded  like  fome  melancholy  Ghoft. 

Ljftnd.  Sir,  the  Roman  General  appears. 

Enter  Otho,  Manlius,  and  fome  of  hk  Guard . 

i Itanl,  How  they  gaze  on  each  other  ? 

Lyfand.  There  is  greatnefs  and  gallantry  in  his  looks.  Good 
Gods,  why  fhould  thefe  men  be  enemies ! 

Manl,  ’Tis  proper  for  me  to  break  this  filence,  and  to  (hew  Clo- 
rinda my  heart  is  not  ungrateful  for  the  benefit  I received  , the 
General  is  here  ready  to  receive  your  propolitions. 

Otho.  What  excellencies,  what  vertues  muft  fill  the  minds  of 
thefe  Princes,  when  their  very  looks  fpeak  great  things  ? I never 
faw  her  fteadily  before,  but  paffing  and  charging  5 fne  robs  her 
gallant  Brother  of  my  wonder,  fhe  leflens  his  glory,  which  fhould 
be  my  admiration  (were  fhe  away)  fhe  is  chafte  and  ftout,  courage 
of  both  fexes  flows  there,  fuch  a fellow  in  Arms  who  durft  war 
againft  } her  eyes  have  gain’d  a perfeft  victory  over  my  heart  5 
my  youth  and  fortunes  firft  kindnefs  fhines  in  thofe  divine  lights, 

A wad.  Sir,  by  Manlius  we  fent  a meflage  to  great  Otho } Clo- 
rinda $ Prophetick  foul  propofed  it,  our  defires  were  few  and  fhort, 
being  the  fence  of  thofe  minds  which  never  yet  were  falfe  , we  on- 
ly ask  to  be  ufed  like  friends  to  the  Romans  j that  we  once  dared 
to  be  enemies  ought  not  to  prejudice  us,  but  rather  fhew  us  wor- 
thy the  honour  of  a peace,  which,  with  honour,  is  all  we  ask,  and 
then  command  us. 

Clor.  Why  fhould  the  Roman  General  be  twice  moved  to  ac- 
cept us  for  friends  ? Rome  has  enemies  enough  befides  j fhe  has  ma- 
ny Tributaries,  and  many  Slaves  $ Nations  of  poor  minds,  worth 
no  better  fates  fuch  as  Rome  got  no  honour  amongft,  for  they  had 
none  to  lole,  fcarce  worth  a T riumph  j methinks  they  fhould  for 
variety  defire  one  friend,  my  Brother  begs  the  place  $ you  may 
love  him  too,  and  not  be  jealous  of  his  greatnefs  $ and  well  he  may 
become  their  friend,  and  other  mens  envy,  whilft  Rome  takes  a 
pride  to  mnke  him  fo.  Alas,  Sir,  we  are  no  Carthage  ^ no  Anti 0- 
ehus , no  rhilip  treats  now,  that  may  be  emulous  with  the  Roman 

great- 
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Greatnefs.  We  onely  beg  to  poflefs,  with  honour  , the  Sepulchred 
of  our  Fathers,  in  this  little  Province , and  to  hold,  as  friends  to 
Home , what  is  even  loft  in  the  Map  5 and  for  your  Friendfhip , take 
Our  Faith,  and  Love  5 Other  tribute  Amadeo  cannot  give  you,  he 
receives  no  other  from  his  Subjefts^  Tis  all  his  wealth,that  we  love 
him,  and  he  afks  no  more  of  us,  and  that  We  will  pay  to  you, 

Leave  us  our  Honour,  that  We  may  be  worth  your  Friendfhip,  and 
then  our  Swords  are  yours } But  if  you  difhonour  us  you  will  de- 
fpife us  too,  and  we  (hall  hate  you  5 This  is  all  we  have  to  (ay. 

Manli.  Why  are  you  filent.  Sir  ? Is  there  room  for  thoughts  in 
your  great  mind  ? Can  you  be  in  doubt,  whether  you  ftiould  re- 
ceive thofe  for  friends,  or  no  ? They  are  fo  few,  Tis  a fhame  for  us 
to  War  againft  them  5 they  are  fofew,  they  are  onely  fit  to  be 
Friends  ^ But  when  you  confider  their  Gallantry , and  Numerous 
Excellencies , their  Courage  too,  how  Infinite,  ’twill  be  wifdom 
to  gather  this  rich  feed  into  your  Bofome  } Romes  Dominions  are 
large,  and  lie  fallow  for  want  of  fuch  virtues  $ Plant  thefe  brave 
minds  amongft  them,  and  blefs  the  Empire.  There  is  a Virgin  too, 
worth  your  higheft  thoughts } try  to  conquer  her  with  Love  , and 
foftnefs } fuch  a Valias  in  your  lawful  Bed  would  Steel  your  foul  a- 
gainft  the  world  and  under  her  virtue,  and  your  fortune,  what 
Souldiers  could  mifearry  ? 

Otho.  Prithee  peace,  and  learn  to  love,  and  then  thou  wilt  ceafe 
to  wonder  at  my  lilence  , Doft  thou  think  the  firft  fight  of  the 
objects  we  love  can  fo  little  poflefs  our  fouls,  that  there  fhould  be 
room  for  words  5 what  has  Manlius  feen  in  Otho , till  this  Minute, 
that  could  call  him  dull  or  vain  5 if  not , fure  Cl  or  in  das  Eyes  and 
Reafon  muft  beget  both  Amazement  and  wonder,  and  let  not  the 
Excellent  C/^r/W^,becaufe  I am  filent, doubt  her  Power  ^ for  know, 
my  bufie  foul  was  full  of  furprizing  Joyes,and  unexprefsible  won- 
der 5 and  my  narrow  heart  blufties  ftill  to  think,  how  ftiort  my  love 
and  Fancy  fell ; when  they  thought  by  Imagination  to  prefent  the 
divine  form  and  great  mind  of  the  Excellent  Clorinda  ^ to  exprefs 
whofe  Excellence  where  fhall  we  find  Epithetes , when  a Lovers 
fancy  could  not  comprehend  it  ? O my  Fate  ! can  ye  wonder.  Ma- 
dam, at  this  dumbnefs  and  amazement  in  me,  when  I fee  my  bar- 
barous heart  upbraided  by  that  fearf  ? that  wound  has  fhame  be- 
longing  to  it,  which  will  ftain  my  foul  for  ever  5 and  I could  curfe 
this  prophane  and  Sacrilegious  hand  for  violating  that  Temple 
where  Honour,  Love,  and  Beauty,  with  a perfect  vertue,  were  en- 
fhrin’d  in  thofe  chafte  Veins  5 till  the  prophane  Otho  warred  againft  He  eels 
Heaven  and  Clorinda^  at  whofe  Feet  behold  the  guilty  ready  to  to  her. 
weep  out  hislaft  blood  a Sacrifice,  to  appeafe  the  incenfed  Clorinda. 

Clorinda.  Do  not  defpife  me.  Sir  , for  though  Clorinda  may  lofe 
her  hopes,  yet  fhe  will  keep  her  Honour  5 and  then,  though  fhe  be 
not  worth  your  F riendfhip,  yet  fhe  ought  to  be  above  your  feorn. 

Otho.  Frown  heaven , if  I defpife,  or  diflemble  with  the  beft  of 
Women  $ and  fome  Curfe,  new  and  beyond  Example , as  his  fin, 
ftrike  Otho  at  your  Feet,  if  my  foul  have  not  a cleer  faith  and  Ado- 
ration for  Clorinda  5 nor  will  I rife  from  this  place , till  fhe  believes 

and 
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and  pardons  me  this  crime,  which  thus,  in  (hame  and  Repentance,  I 
have  confeft. 

Clorinda.  No  more,  Sir  $ ’T was  the  firft  favour  I ever  received 
from  Prince  Otho } ’tis  an  honour  I (hall  ever  be  proud  of  5 from 
this  wound  I gathered  Courage,  and  began  to  hope  your  Highnefs 
had  fome  value  for  me } Whilft  Prince  Otho  turn’d  away  in  Battle, 
whilft  he  received  my  Blows,and  would  not  deign  to  ft  rike  again  } 
he  call’d  me  Woman,  and  defpifed  , which  made  me  both 

with  Love  and  danger  hunt  him  till  I had  gained  this  Wound  5 then 
I began  to  hope,  fince  he  thought  me  worthy  of  his  Sword,  when 
we  were  Enemies,  if  we  live  to  fee  a Peace,  I might  be  worthy  of 
his  Friendlhip  too  5 and  if  this  Wound  can  make  Prince  Otho  kind, 
I am  happy  to  have  bled  for  the  health  and  fafety  of  my  Countrey  , 
and  if  your  Highnefs  have  kindnefs  enough  to  wifh  it  whole,  Em- 
brace my  Brother  ^ Then  you  (hall  fee,  with  what  Pride  I will  ki(s 
and  wear  this  Scar.  (Otho  runs  to  Amadeo.) 

Otho.  I embrace  him,  as  I would  my  peace  of  mind,  or  Glorindas 
Friendfhip,  and  at  her  Feet  throw  my  felfand  power}  Here,  Sir, 
ends  all  Ads  of  War  betwixt  us}  And  if  We  difpute  again,  it  fhall 
be  to  o’recome  in  kindnefs}Sir,I  am  here  my  Fathers  Lieutenant}Till 
he  and  Rome  Sign  and  Confirm  my  Ads,  They  are  onely  kind  in- 
tentions, which  have  a readinefs  to  (hew  how  much  my  heart  is 
vowed  Clorinda  s 5 Though  I believe  the  Senate  will  not  difpute  my 
Ad  } However,  Sir,  your  are  (afe  from  this  War  } Manlius , let  all 
the  Garrifons  be  drawn  off,  while  this  Prince  and  People  be  re- 
ceived as  Friends  to  the  Senate}  and  fee  there  be  no  injury 
(hewn  to  the  meaneft  perfon } but  let  all  be  treated  like  part  of 
thofe  whom  thy  friend  Loves  and  Honours  5 at  Millain  we  fhall 
exped  you,  whither  if  your  Highnefs  pleafe,  we  will  repair,  to  (fay 
my  Fathers  march  } whofe  kindnefs  is,  now,  upon  the  way , to  pre- 
vent that  Danger  our  Alarm  gave  him  la  if  Night. 

Amadeo.  I (hall  wait  upon  you.  Sir,  and  not  defpair,  by  your  in- 
terceffion , to  obtain  the  Tretors  pardon  for  my  uncivil  depar- 
ture la(f. 

Otho.  Marius  is  too  much  a Roman  to  be  difpleafed  with  a ge- 
nerous Ad,  though  his  Enemy  perform  it  to  his  prejudice  5 Your 
Highnefs  needs  not  fear  your  well-come  where  Marius  commands. 

Clorin.  May  your  wifhes  find  the  Gods  as  propitious  to  you  as 
you  have  been  to  us,  while  we  love  and  Sacrifice  to  Otho , the  No- 
bleft  of  the  Romans. 

Otho.  Otho  is,  in  all  things,  Clorinda  s Servant,  and  Prince  Ama- 
deos Friend  } Manlius  ^ you  are  fad. 

Clorin.  Not  difpleas’d  with  our  happinefs,  I hope. 

Manl.  Heaven  forbid  } No,  Gentle  Clorinda , though  I have  been 
bred  in  Arms , unacquainted  with  the  Peace  and  foftnefs  of  the 
Court,  nor  ever  tailed  this  Love  you  fo  greedily  drink  down,  ha- 
ving never  known  nor  fought  other  Honour  then  the  Sword  gave  } 
yet  I find,  ’tis  not  impoffible  for  Manlius  to  learn  to  love,  if  he  had 
fuch  a Leflon  as  Clorinda  before  him  to  imitate. 

Amad.  War,  Sir,  has  been  your  Miftris,  and  your  Bulinefs  (fill } 
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and  ’tis  a Trade  that  Princes  learn  with  Honour  $ Swords  are  the 
Inftruments,  and  with  His  the  Noble  Manlius  has  Writ  high 
things  $ There  is  no  Beauty  like  an  Army  , in  a Souldiers  Eyes  5 
Viftory  is  his  Miftris  , And  paffionately  gallant  Manlius  has,  all  his 
life,purfued  her. 

Clorin.  Manlius  has  not  yet  feen  any  thing  he  thought  beautiful, 
perhaps  5 but  love  will  have  a fhare  in  his  heart : Honour  and  Cou- 
rage are  but  Fore-runners  of  that  god,  to  prepare  the  Heart,  when 
it  (hall  bid  Beauty  and  Vertue  Well-come,  which  makes  me  pro- 
phefie,  I (hall  live  to  fee  Manlius  , for  all  his  roughnefs,  a paffionate 
and  a handfome  lover. 

Manli.  She  is  a Witch,  by  this  light  5 Tis  the  Divel,  or  love, 
vexes  me  already. 

Otho.  If  your  Highnefs  pleafe  We  will  retire,  and  give  Manlius 
Opportunity  to  fee  the  Army  march. 

Clorinda.  We  are  here  to  receive  and  obey  your  Highnels 
Orders.  [Exeunt. Aianet  Aianlius  folus . 

Manli.  The  Nobleft  of  Romans  ! I am  not  envious,  nor  proud, 
yet  the  Nobleft,  me-thinks,  is  a Title  fhould  be  bought  at  a higher 
rate  then  Otho  has  paid  for  it.  Ambition  is  a Souldiers  Beauty, 
Honour  his  Miftris  5 and  I will  not  give  place  to  any  man  when 
that  is  in  difpute^  What,  a Pox,  makes  me  thus  Quarrelfome^ 
Thus  on  the  fudden  concern’d  in  her  Opinion  5 There  is  fome- 
thing  feems  new  and  ftrange  to  my  mind  5 ’tis  troublelbme,and  yet 
Tis  pleafing,  ’tis  a vexation  I never  felt  before  5 Her  words  raife  a 
ftorm,  and  her  Eyes  allay  it  again  5 I never  was  concern’d  in  a Wo- 
mans thoughts  before } Me-thinks  I could  now  be  ftrangely  plea- 
fed  to  aft  fomething,  that  might  pleafe  her  } If  this  fhould  be  love 
What  would  become  of  me  ? A peace  and  Love  both  together. 
You  muft  get  a dark  houle  for  Manlius } They  will  make  me  fit  for 
Hellebore  } I will  find  Calis , and  tell  her  my  pain  , fbe  has  talk’d  of 
Love,  and  loving  me  ^ I will  find  by  her,  whether  I am  bewitched 
or  no  } My  heart  will  not  be  idle,  I perceive  5 We  no  fooner  are 
propofing  of  peace,  but  he  is  bufying  himfelf  with  Love.  All  brave 
men  I loved  before  , But  never  faw  a Woman  that  could  poflefs 
my  thoughts , But  this  has  { o much  of  the  Souldier  in  her,  I begin 
to  fear , I would  I could  fee  her  fpin  5 This  ftorm  has  fo  difordered 
my  mind,  all  things  lie  on  heapes  in  my  heart  5 Love  and  Hate, 
Reafon  and  Honour,  lie  Ihuffled  together  } ’twill  coft  an  Age,  in 
thoughts,  to  Colleft  them,  and  place  them  as  they  were  before  this 
fatall  day,  fo  full  of  care.  O ! That  I could  fee  what  fruit  this  bit- 
ter root  can  bear. 


ACT.  III.  SCEN.  I. 

% 

Enter  Lucius,  in  a Dijguife , with  Calis. 

Lucins.  Calis , all  my  fears  are  ripe  , and  the  doubts  my  foul 

labour’d  with  are  now  delivered  to  the  world , thou 
G g know’ft 
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know’ft  my  heart  hastry’dLove,in  all  hisPaffions,  but  never  felt 
a Torment  like  a jealous  mind. 

Calis.  Whence  this  diforder  ? Why  this  fear  ? Is  the  Army  De- 
feated ? 

Lucius.  No,  no,  Viftory  and  Peace  attends  it  } And  with  that 
Peace,  All  my  miferies  flow  iff}  In  fhort,Of/i<7  loves  Clorinda  s beau- 
ty,and  Amadeos  Gallantry  } all  thele  feveral  virtues  make  but  a poi- 
fbn  for  Lucius. 

Calls.  Be  plain } Or  elfeExpeft  no  help  in  my  Counfel. 

Lucius.  Know  then,  ’twas  all  our  opinions , That  Otho  ftiould 
make  a Peace  with  Amadeo  } which  being  done  he  now  avowes 
his  Love  to  Clorinda  , whofe  heart  has  alwayes  admired  Prince 
Otho  , and  hither  they  are  corning  with  fpeedy  Marches,  to  renew 
the  Ancient  kindnefs  betwixt  Cicilia  and  Amadeo  } which  fprung 
firfi,  when  he  was  a Prifoner,  more  to  Cicilia’s  Eyes  then  Marius 
his  Guards  5 you  know  the  ftory  : O Calls  ! had  the  Princefs  lefs  ver- 
tue,  or  Beauty}  Were  fame  filent  in  her  praife  , or  had  the  noble 
Amadeo  been  onely  born  great,  like  wretched  Orante  } had  not  hea- 
ven given  him  Honour  equal  to  his  Birth,  I could  then  have  llept 
with  a fecure  mind,  feeing  him  love  while  (he  had  delpis’d  5 But 
hisvertues,  Calis,  make  me  fear  a fecond  fpring  will  grow,  whole 
HarveR  cannot  butbefatall  to  Lucius.  I conjure  thee  therefore,  let 
my  paffion  prevail  above  thy  Reafon,  that  I may  receive  the  Ho- 
nour of  fpeaking  with  the  Princefs , this  Evening,  that  my  trou- 
bled foul  may  find  fome  peace  from  her,  to  calm  my  Jealous  heart, 
whofe  doubts,  and  fears  of  my  own  worth,  make  me  Rill  Jealous  I 
may  lofe  the  Jewel  of  my  Heart  } Dear  Calis  knows,  I never  pre- 
tended to  purchafe  Cicilia  } No  fuch  guilty  vanity  has  Rayn’d  my 
Love}  but,  like  an  humble  Beggar,  ftill  offer’d  all  my  Heart 
She  difer, vers  ^or  Love}  And  if  her  gentle  mind  can  Forgive  this  fear,  which 
her  fclffrft.  * can  nevet  lofe , till  fhe  be  mine,  though  a fmile  from  her  may  allay 
Enter  Cicilia  the  TempcR  that  now  diftrafts  my  mind.  — Ha!  The  princefs. 

Madam,  if  you  have  heard  me.  Behold,  at  your  feet , the  blufhing 
and  the  guilty  Lucius. 

Cicil.  Rife, Sir,  Lucius  is  welcome  as  mine  own  withes  } Lucius , to 
me,  in  his  faults,  even  in  this  fear  is  well-come}  and  though  I 
will  not  chide  him,becaufe  his  Fear  is  Love,  yet  I will  counfel  his 
jealoufie,  which,  to  this  hour,  I confefs,  is  not  onely  pardonable, 
but  ought  to  be  rewarded  } Which  thus  I do.  Know  Lucius , 
Though  Amadeo  has  Excellencies  enough  if  ’twere  poffible  to 
juftifie  a broken  Faith } Yet  it  muff  not  be  where  my  friend 
is  his  Rival , Who  has  all  that  is  required  to  make  a happy 
Friendfhip  , if  not  Rain’d  with  Jealoufie.  Be  therefore  con- 
fident that  I have  Honour } And  here  muft  ceafe  all  the  un- 
handfome  fears  that  tell  your  heart  ought , but  Lucius  fhall  en- 
joy my  Love } And  now  I have  faid  this,  if  Lucius  fhall  again  Rain 
me  with  his  Jealoufie,  I fear  my  heart  will  not  bear  fuch  an  Injury } 
For  none  but  a faulty  heart  can  doubt  the  Honour  of  his  MiRris, 
when  lhe  has  given  her  faith. 

Lucius.  Alas,  Madam,  would  you  have  me  hate  Jealoufie, 

whilR 


23S 


Part.  I.  or,  Love  in  Anns. 

whilft  you  Excufe  it,and  reward  it  thus  ? 'twere  Ingratitude,  I o.ught 
rather  to  Sacrifice  to  that  weaknefs,  lince  it  has  been  fo  Fortunate 
as  to  make  me  happier  then  all  the  endeavours  of  my  life  be- 
fides. 

Cicilia.  Juftice,  Sir,  fhall  ever  prevail,  and  that  makes  me  confefs 
your  iealoufie  to  this  hour  was  Innocent } for  it  tells  me,  Lucius 
was  afraid  to  lofe  me , But  if,  after  this  declaration,he  fhall  doubt  a- 
gain,that  doubt  calls  me  falfe,  and  tells  all  the  world  I am  not 
worth  his  Friendfhip  } Therefore,  if  you  love  me,  here  you  muft 
begin  to  hate  jealoufie  or  I fhall  find  as  fevere  a Revenge  to  punifh 
that  Injury,  as  I did  a kindnefs,  to  reward  this  Alarm  which  Love 
gave  to  Lucius  his  heart. 

Calis.  Pray , Madam , fpin  this  Thread  no  finer , left  it 
break. 

CiciliaT  I have  done,  the  Vretor  expects  you  , whither  now  I am 
going,  and  long  to  hear  the  truth  of  this  Bufinefs,which  has  fo  much 
furpriz’d  the  Court.  [ Exeunt . 

A C T.  1 1 1.  S C E N.  II. 

' A . i 

Enter  Marius,  Otho,  Orante,  and  Dyon. 

Marius.  X T 7Hen  wehavepaid,ourfacrificesto  the  Gods  for  this 
VV  deliverance,  not  onely  from  a danger  buf  from 
a warrtoo  , 'twill  then  become  Otho  to  provide  for  the  entertain- 
ment of  thefe  Princes,  like  Friends  and  Allies  to  the  people  of 
Rome  } whofe  Honour  is  no  lefs  at  ftake  now  when  they  are  F riends, 
then  when  they  declared  themfelves  Enemies. 

Otho.  I fhall  moft  gladly.  Sir,  receive  this  Commiffion^and  I am 
fo  partial  to  mine  own  Heart,  that  I am  apt  to  believe  Rome  never 
got  more  Honour  from  the  Triumph  over  any  Prince,  thcnfhe 
will  in  the  Friendfhip  of  thofe  whofe  Virtues  and  Perfons  call  the 
gallant  part  of  Mankind  to  proteft  them. 

Marins.  Amadeohzs  more  years  in  his  face, elfe  the  fame  Man  he 
was  when  he  fled  unkindly  from  us}I  confefs,  I never  faw  any  ftran- 
ger  I had  lb  much  kind  value  for  before.  There  is  fomething  too  fo  E nter  Cici- 
new  in  the  Princefs  Clorincla^  which  I cannot  but  admire  and  pity  } ^ Calis 

and  I would  not,  for  my  old  Honours,  this  war  had  ended  in  the 
lword  } ’twould  have  upbraided  the  Roman  clemency  } Cicilia , I 
obferved,you  were  difordcred  at  the  fight  of  them}  you  fee  Beauty 
nor  Virtue  are  not  confin'd  to  the  Roman  Empire. 

Cicilia.  Far  from  me  be  the  vanity  or  guilt,  to  wifh  the  Gods 
fhould  confine  their  Bleflings , tis  well  if  the  Romans  can  preferve 
their  own  Honours,  and  nobler  far  then  to  feek  the  ruine  or  deftru- 
ftion  of  it  in  others  } I confefs,  I never  faw  nor  read  ofany  perfons 
more  to  be  admired  then  thefe  two  Princes : And  Rome  joynes  with 
me  in  their  praife,  fince  in  all  her  pride  of  Empire  fhe  has  thought 
thefe  worthy  both  of  Warr  and  Peace  , and  now,  after  feven  years 
difpitfe  fhe  embraces  them. 
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Marius.  Did  your  Highnefs  never  fee  them  before  ? has  there 
never  been  any  League  betwixt  your  felves  or  Nations  ? 

Orante.  Not  any,  Sir. 

Marius.  Alwayes  Enemies  ! What  efteem  had  you  of  them  ? 

Orante.  Nor  Friends  nor  Enemies  } unthought  of,  they  lived  by 
us.  Good  Heardf-men,fullen,  ftout,  hardy  fellows,fuch  as  this  his 
race  have  alwayes  been  } who  becaufe  they  know  no  better,  feem  to 
defpife  the  valley es  wealth,  bravery  and  luxury  they  are  unac- 
quainted with}  For  what  fhould  they  be  drunk  with?  Milk? 
How  exercife  their  gluttony  ? upon  black  bread  and  fcorch’d  flefh  ? > 
For  Cloathes,  'you  fee,  they  have  as  little  variety  as  invention  } a 
Sun-tan’d  ikin,  with  the  Fur  inwards  turn’d,  with  the  feafon,is  the 
Wardrobe  of  their  great  Shepherd. 

Marius.  I find  Orante  has  no  great  kindnefs  for  the  Prince  nor 
People  } yet  he  cannot  deny  the  Princefs  Clorinda  is  a ftrange  ex- 
ample of  Virtue  and  Courage  } (he  fears  no  wounds  nor  dangers. 

‘ Orante.  She  will  play  at  foot-ball,  threfh.and  hew  woods, as  well 
as  her  Brother}  Alafs , Sir,  ’tis  not  there  as  in Rome,  and  the 
Eaftern  World,  where  the  Women  are  foft,  bred  nice,  and  full 
of  tender  thoughts } Here  is  no  difference  betwixt  the  Sexes,  but 
that  they  efteem  them  lefs  then  Men  : Their  Cowes  plow  too,  and 
their  Mares  bear  burthens,  and  their  Women  fight.  No  beaftof 
that  Country  has  any  priviledge } and  I wonder  at  nothing  fo 
much  as  the  Roman  Curiofity,that  has  made  Warr  thus  long  againft 
this  wafpes  neft  in  a Rock.  By  all  our  Gods,  we  never  thought 
their  Country  worth  afking  for,  we  onely  banifh’d  Malefactors  thi- 
ther } and  they  have  chofen  rather  to  return  and  die  here,  then 
live  and  wither  out  their  daiesin  that  neft  of  Winter.  Cold, Pover- 
ty, and  Ignorance,  are  the  onely  commodities , I know , their 
Country  affords. 

Otho.  Yes , they  have  fbmething  elfe } they  have  a breed  of 
ftout  and  handfome  Princes}  Their  Nation  too*have  Loyalty, 
and  Amadeo  lookes  like  a Prince  among  his  People,  his  Mind  too  is 
Princely  } and  though  he  live  in  a Cottage  himfelf,  yet  his  Soul 
refides  in  a Palace } which  is  nobler  far  then  to  fee  Fortune  blindly 
give  a Crown  to  a wretched  Prince.who  fills  a Palace  himfelf, while 
his  Soul  lies  in  ftraw. 

Orante.  You  are  Otho  that  fay  this,  elfe  you  fhould  know  Orante 
underftands  it. 

Otho.  And  ’tis  to  Orante  I fay  it } who,  I am  certain  , has  guilt 
enough  to  know  I mean  him } whole  Envy  cannot  fuffer  the  Virtues 
of  a gallant  Prince,  and  faithful  People,  fhould  be  praifed  } Be- 
caufe he  knowes’tis  upbraiding  of  him,  who  has  neither  Merit  to 
win,  nor  Power  to  keep  a Crown.  Where  were  the  Battles  fought 
that  wonn  thofe  fruitful  Valleyes?  What  have  we  to  triumph 
over  in  Orante  ? 

Marius.  No  more,  I fay } the  Prince  is  in  our  protection. 

Orante.  Let  him  talk  on.  Sir}  he  has Reafon on  his  fide}  For 
Orante  is  both  in  Perfon  and  Fortune  fit  for  Otho’s  (corn : But  if  Ct- 
cilia  s eyes  had  not  more  Magick  in  them  then  his  fword,  I fhould 
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ere  this  have  found  a way  to  be  revenged.  [Ex;*  Orante. 

Cicilia.  Otho  raifes  ftormes,  and  I muft  allay  them  5 All  this  will 
fall  upon  my  head  ^ and,  in  ferious  earned:  ’tis  not  well  done  to 
upbraid  him  with  his  Perfon  or  Fortune  5 you  will  rub  that  tender 
part  till  he  grow  defperate  5 A thoufand  times  I have  heard  him  fay, 
3tis  yet  in  his  power  to  kill  a Prince,  though  he  cannot  reftore  one  $ 
which  dark  faying  he  will  never  explain  with  other  anfwer,  then. 
Am  not  I a Prince,  may  I not  kill  my  felf  ? 

Otho.  Let  him  be  juft  to  others,  I will  be  juft  to  him  5 Why 
ihould  his  ill  Nature  find  excule , and  my  truth  be  troubie- 
fome  } Why  fhould  he  leflen  my  Honour  in  this  Warr,  by  defpifing 
my  Enemy,  undervaluing,  and  detracting  from  the  noblenefs  of 
thofe  Minds  with  whom  we  have  made  a Friendfhip  ? 

Cicilia . I confefs  you  have  reafon  to  be  angry,  if  the  fubjedt 
were  worthy  of  it 5 but  being  branded  with  the  marks  of  a Malici- 
ous Nature  and  an  ill  Tongue,  you  ought  to  defpiie  his  words } for 
how  can  you  be  handfomely  angry  with  one  you  have  overcome 
already?  To  whom  you  may  give  Honour,  but  can  hope  none  5 
And  I know  Otho  fcorns  fuchaneafie  fecureWarr. 

Otho.  Yet  I am  then  like  my  Sifter,  who,  whilft  fhe  con- 
demns it , fights  that  battle,  and  has  again  overcome  a Brother, 
whofe  Heart  and  Reafon  has  by  a thoufand  victories  confefs’d  her 
Power,  and  ftill  (hall  remain  the  loving,  though  the  conquer’d 
Otho. 

Marius.  When  you  fee  Lucius , let  him  know  I would  fpeak 
with  him,  and  let  us  have  no  more  of  this  difpute } You  know,  he 
is  a thing  we  cannot  fear,  let  him  pafs  by  } and  fince  he  has  not  Ho- 
nour enough  to  kill  himfelf,  let  him  live. 

Cicilia.  How  now,  Calk  ! fad  ! 

Calk.  So  will  Cicilia  be,  when  fhe  knows  what  I fee. 

Cicilia.  Prithee  what  can  there  be  of  new  that  fhould  make  me 
fad  > 

Calis.  Did  you  obferve  Lucius , when  Amadeo  fpake  to  you  ? 

Cicilia.  Not  particularly. 

Calk.  I have  fo  much  F riendfhip  for  Lucius , as  to  fear  there  may 
be  fome  trouble  in  his  Mind  5 (bme  fears  worth  the  remedy  of  his 
friends  to  cure  betimes. 

Cicilia . His  fears  ? ’tis  not  poflible,  fure,  that  Lucius  have 

fears  now  5 if  he  has,  they  will  be  more  dangerous  then  any  thing 
he  apprehends , for  if  he  fears  me  after  this  mornings  fatisfa&ion, 
he  has  loft  my  Heart  5 for  I (hall  defpife  him  that  call  me  falfe.  Love 
has  but  one  path,  but  one  fafe  way } he  that  would  walk  in  two 
may  lofe  himfelf } and  I have  told  Lucius  he  is  that  way  ^ and  no- 
thing but  his  Jealoufie  and  Injuftice  can  make  Cicilia  ftray. 

Enter  to  them  Orante. 

Calk.  See,  Madam,  a vifit  not  to  be  avoided  5 would  Amadeo 
were  no  more  to  be  fufpeded  for  Lucius  fake. 

Cicilia.  While  Orante  is  civiL  I muft  bear  his  vifit  ^ and  his  Love 
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is  lefs  injurious  then  Lucius  his  fears  will  be. 

Or  ante.  If  my  return  be  troublelome,  as  my  fears  ftill  tell  me, 
unfortunate  Or  ante  is  even  in  his  Love  to  Cicilia  , who  has  no  guilt 
but  what  (he  and  Love  are  to  anfwer  for  5 Behold  I am  come  once 
again  to  offer,with  humble  thoughts , all  the  fcrvice  of  my  life  at 
Cicilia  s feet  } Dot  nodefpife  me  becaufe  your  Brother  throws  his 
Injuries  upon  me  5 ’tis  your  Highnefs  protects  him  from  Orante^ who 
fears  nor  loves  any  thing  but  Cicilia } for  whofe  dear  lake  I have 
ftill  born  the  burthen  of  my  Miferies. 

Cicilia.  Sir,  -I  am  not  now  to  tell  you  why  your  Propofitions 
come  too  late  } Or  ante  is  not  ignorant  of  that  Obligation  Lucius 
has  upon  me}  and  to  purfue  me  after  that  knowledge  isfuchan 
Injury,  as  if  Or  ante  doth  not  repent  and  defift  from,  Ifhallbe 
bound  in  Honour  to  punilh. 

Or  ante.  To  punilh  you  have  reafon , Madam}  your  Brother 
teaches  all  the  world  how  to  treat  tame  Or  ante. 

Calis.  Your  Highnefs  is  onely  fenfible  of  thofe  Injuries  which  are 
done  to  you,  and  never  confider  how  you  force  Men  into  Paffion  } 
would  you  have  heard  a third  perfon  defpile  the  Princes  ? I am  con- 
fident you  would  nor  } why  then  fhould  your  Highnefs  in  a ftill 
Court  fpeak  difdainfully  and  fleightly  of  Clorinda , knowing  what 
Paffion  the  Prince  and  Hie  have  for  each  other  ? 

Or  ante.  I defpife  her  not , nor  ever  confider  her  or  her  Brother 
fomuch  as  to  beget  my  Envy}  I cannot  admire  them  for  lying  in 
know,  and  eating  of  black  bread  } they  live  and  eat  as  they  were 
bred  } better  food  would  fet  their  teeth  on  edge. 

Cicilia.  Yet  ’tis  great  Virtue  to  bear  thofe  difficulties,  and  fuffer 
them  rather  then  lofe  their  Honour}  and  will  be  admired  by  all 
» generous  Minds  that  (hall  read  their  ftory. 

Or  ante.  Not  at  all } no  more  then  we  admire  our  Holies  for  eat- 
ing graft.  Vis  their  Nature } nor  is  there  more  wonder  nor  pity  due 
to  what  Clorinda  ads  or  luffers,  then  to  a Tree  for  (landing  in  the 
rain  } and  I would  call  one  as  foon  into  my  houfe  as  the  other } they 
are  all  bred  to’t,  ’tis  their  Countries  Nature  and  Cuftom}  their 
Fathers  did  it  before  them,  and  their  Children  muft  do  it  after 
them  } ’tis  Nature  not  Virtue  you  admire. 

Cicilia.  If  this  be  not  Virtue,  what  will  plead  for  an  Admira- 
tion in  your  fence  ? What  do  you  believe  worth  Honour  and 
Admiration  ? 

Or  ante.  Their  contrary } to  have  been  born  great,  heir  to  the 
pride  of  Nature  , Prince  of  a Country  the  envious  world,  nay 
Rome  her  felf,  hath  looked  upon  with  covetous  eyes  to  have  pol- 
fefs’d  } That  without  trouble,  fear,  or  danger,  to  have  had  all  the 
bleffings  that  the  Gods  could  fend  a Man } To  give  thefe,  nay  be 
robb’dof  thefe,  and  not  feel  the  theft,  but  willingly  fuffer  to  be 
thus-  depofed  from  all  his  joyes  for  Cicilia' s lake.  This  if  it  be  not 
worth  her  admiration,  it  deferves  her  pity  at  leaft,  fince  Ihe  is  the 
caufe  of  all  this  milery  } For  her  Beauty  is  the  chain  that  binds  me 
from  taking  Revenge  for  this  theft,  for  whofe  dear  fake  I have  di- 
gefted  all  thele  fcorns  and  injuries } Nay,  I have  brooked  a Ri- 
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val,  a happy  Rival  too,  becaufe  (he  loves  him } but  be  not  too  ob~ 
ftinate  in  this  cruelty,  urge  not  a heart  too  far  that  is  full  of  love 
and  duty  } your  fcorn  may  bow  him  till  he  breaks  all  bounds  of 
Love  and  Honour,  as  you  have  done  of  Charity  5 My  form,  I 
know,  is  defpicable$  but  Love  is  beauty  ffcill  5 Love  can  make  me 
lovely,  and  fcorn,  gentle  Maid,  is  as  deformed  as  I am  5 and  fuch  a 
poyfon  it  will  even  infed  Cicilia  s heart,  and  make  her  ugly,  even 
in  Orante’s  eyes } Scorn  will  do  more  then  Reafon,  Love,  or  Ho- 
nour 3 ’twill  beget  anger,  in  whofe  darke  (hades,  in  whofe  dorms 
Love  and  Beauty  will  be  bladed  5 and  then  what  fucceeds,  hate, 
dangerous  hate,  whofe  efted  will  be  as  full  of  mifery  to  Cicilia , as 
Love  has  been  to  me  5 who  cannot  hope  will  be  angry,  and  re- 
venge ffcill  waits  a defpairing  Lover  , and  who  ever  he  be  that  is 
defpifed,  till  he  defpife  himfelf  for  loving  fo  unfortunately  , may 
when  he  will  be  revenged,  though  not  pleafed  $ your  Father  con- 
quered my  Country,  betray’d  by  thofe  I traded  5 all,  but  Orante^ 
Treafon  gave  you ; but  I was  referved  to  give  a vidory  to  Cicilia  s 
eyes } but  if  (he  dill  delight  to  frown,  know,  lean  and  will  be 
free  5 but  I have  yet  fo  much  love,  as  to  fear,  for  your  Highnefs, 
what  ilfue  your  fcorn  and  my  revenge  may  have.  When  I have 
the  honour  to  fee  you  next , and  your  Highnefs  has  conddered 
what  I have  faid,  I (hall  hope  my  love  may  beget  an  anfwer  to 
bind  me  ever  to  your  feet  5 your  pardon.  Madam,  I will  retire. 

[ Exit  Orante. 

Cal.  What  do  you  dudy,  Madam  ? is  there  any  thing  in  this  to 
be  confidered  ? hade  to  the  Pretor,  let  him  and  your  Brother  be 
acquainted  with  the  dangers  that  he  threatens  j he  is  no  more  to 
betrufted  loofe,my  heart  prophefies  he  will  ad  lome  defperate  vil- 
lany,  if  you  permit  him  to  walk  and  converfe  among  us. 

CiciL  I have  my  fears  too,  but  not  for  felf } Lucius  and  Otho 
are  theobjedsof  his  hate  and  envy,  which  makes  me  apprehend, 
for  them  , elfe  for  what  concerns  me  I defpife  him.  [JExeunt. 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  IIL 
Enter  Amadeo,  Otho  and  Clorinda. 

Otho.  T X 7E  will  difpute  this  no  more.  Sir  } pray  give  me  leave 
VV  that  my  faith  and  love  to  the  fair  Clorinda  take  all 
ways  it  can  to  exprefs  it  felf , I held  it  a duty  in  friendfhip,  when  I 
knew  your  noble  heart  had  dill  retain’d  his  love  to  my  Sifter,  not 
to  exped  your  (ollicitation  to  exprefs  my  readinefs  to  ferve  you  } 
and  fincc  we  have  gain’d  my  Fathers  confent,  doubt  not  the  reft  5 
for  I know  (he  is  too  much  a Daughter, and  Sifter,  to  refute  to  meet 
our  defires  in  Prince  Amadeo  $ love. 

Clor.  Twas  the  opinion  of  many  when  my  Brother  was  prilbner 
here,  the  Princefs  was  not  difpleafed  with  his  addrefles } but  ab- 
fence  and  fuch  a diligent  Rival  as  noble  Lucius  makes  us  fear  a 
greater  oppofition  then  your  kindnefs  will  apprehend. 

Otho.  That  Lucius  loves  I doubt  not,  for  Cicilia  has  beauty  and 
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vertue  enough  to  win  an  efteem  from  the  fevereft  minds  ^ but  cer- 
tainly 1 am  fo  much  a friend  to  both*  they  will  take  no  refolution 
without  my  confent. 

Aniad.  Alas,  Sir,  how  blind  is  kindnefs  $ and  how  unlike  to  a 
Lovers  paflion  is  that  which  Nature  owes,  and  pays  betwixt  Bro- 
ther and  Sifter  5 had  your  Highnefs  my  heart  and  my  eyes,  how 
vifible  would  thofe  Lovers  appear  ) how  many  kind  jealous 
doubts  would  their  looks,  this  day,  have  raifed  in  your  heart  ? 
know.  Sir,  I am  certain  he  purfued  this  late  war  more  as  my  Rival, 
then  your  General  5 and  how  much  againft  his  heart  this  peace 
was  made,  time  will  fhew } but  when  I confider  his  fears  told  him 
the  Princes  Cicilia.  was  at  ftake,  I love  and  forgive  him  for  that 
hate  5 for  (he  is  caufe  enough  to  put  the  world  in  Arms,  and  worth 
the  trial  of  their  fortune,  till  (he  declare  whofe  (he  is  5 and  then  'tis 
equal  fin  and  treafon  to  oppofe  her  defires,  as  ’tis  now  vertue  and 
true  honour  to  alpire  her  friendihip. 

Clor.  And  if  Amadco  be  the  man  defign’d  for  this  blefling  , The 
gods  have  largely  paid  all  our  fufferings,  in  the  friendihip  of  two 
flich  Princes. 

Amad.  Iconfefs,  my  fears  make  me  wifh  the  Princefs  had  firft 
been  moved  on  my  behalf then  the  Pretors  confent  had  corn- 
pleated  all  my  wifties  ^ the  honour  I have  had  heretofore  to  pra&ife 
her  excellent  mind  makes  me  fear  fhe  ftiould  believe  me  faulty  in 
this  Propofition  5 for  though  it  be  kindneffe  in  your  Highnefle, 
as  a Brother,  to  move  it  to  her  Father , yet  I that  am  a Lover  know 
the  firft  lacrifice  of  Duty  and  Prayer  are  to  be  paid  to  the  Miftriffe^ 
elfe  (he  may  believe  I defire  her  friendihip,  but  am  loath  to  take 
the  pains  to  win  her. 

Otho.  Come,  Sir,  no  more  fears  5 fhall  we  in  peace  know  that 
pain  we  felt  not  in  war  ? or  doubt  a conqueft  over  a Sifter  when 
honour  pleads  againft  her,  will  fhe  deny  to  follow  this  prelident  5 
and  by  the  example  of  Clorinda  that  has  bleft  me  with  her  friend- 
ihip, refufe  to  make  Amadeo  happy  ? the  cannot  lure,  unlefs  fhe  re- 
fove  to  make  me  blufh  to  death  when  I fhall  find  how  much  I have 
loved,  and  how  little  reafon  I had  to  value  her  kindnefs. 

Clor.  If  your  Highnefs  then  will  difcover  to  her  how  far  you  are 
advanced  (as  unknown  to  us)  'twill  be  a way  to  inform  your  felf, 
and  prepare  her  for  the  love  and  fervice  my  Brother  is  ready  to 
prefent. 

Otho.  This  morning  I have  defign'd  to  fpeak  with  her,  that  fhe 
may  not  have  any  ground  for  her  difpleafure } I will  only  acquaint 
her  with  it,  as  my  defire,which  before  I would  proceed  in  it,  I took 
my  Fathers  opinion  j according  to  her  anfwer,  we  will  refolve  $ till 
when,  your  Highnefs  pardon.  [^Exeunt  omnes , 
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fhall  ftill.be  my  guidd,  ''and  Lucius  may  (if  he'bd'ftdfe)  ftiil  keep  bis 
poWrbVer  this  heart  5 yet  his  fedohd  fear  has  made  me  fo  angry, 
that!  bdgih  my  fel  f to  fear  Amadeo. 

- Cal.  And  what  do’s  that  fear  prompt  you  to  ? 

< CiViljlTTo believe  that  Lucius  and  my  felf  had  kind  fears  that  re- 
moved him  hence,  left  fetch  a gallant  Rival  might  have  difturbed 
our  peate$  for  ’tis  not  eafte,  without  partiality,  to  decide  fuch  a 
difpute  as  their  love  muft  have  bred  in  a mind  of  honour. 

Cal.  I do  not  Wilder  at  Lucius  his  fears,  fenced  find  you  doubt 
youwwmftrengtlfe 

Cicil.  I do  not  lay  this  from  any  guilty  thoughts  of  mine,  which 
fhould  give  Lucius’ reafon  to  be  jealous^but  as  I apprehend  the  world 
rpay  condemn  me  of  my  injuftice  to  Amadeo  3 for  certainly,  with- 
out partiality  to  himfelf,  Lucius 'could  not  pretend  to  that  injuftice 
which  my  kindncfs  gave  him  5 for  my  love  to  Lucius  cannot  blind 
me  fo  but  that  I fhall  always  confefs  I ow  Amadeo  what  I can  ne- 
ver pay  5 and  though  he  nor  the  world  fhall  ever  know  how  much 
this  debt  troubles  me  , yet  he  fhall  have  all  the  fatisfadion  I can 
in  honour  give  him. 

Cal.  I confefs,  Madam,  the  character  tl*t  Manlius  gives  ,this 
Prince  is  enough  to  inflame  the  world. 

Cicil.  Manlius  has  his  clouds  too  5 and  methinks.  Calk  fhould 
have  remembred  his  praife  of  Clorinda  5 had  I been  fhe,  ftwould 
have  concernd  me  more,  Manlius  is  one  I never  faw  before } and 
though  my  mind  were  too  bufie,  then,  to  make  an  exad  obftrvati- 
on  of  him  $ yet,  methought,  there  appeared  none  of  that  gaynefs 
in  his  humour,  none  of  that  voluble  tongue  men  fpeak  of } By  this 
fight  of  him,  Manlius  is  changed,  or  elfe  the  charader  I have  heard, 
of  him  was  made  by  a very  ill  obfervation. 

Cal.  I fhall  hide  my  fears  no  longer  from  your  Highnefe,  but 
confefs  his  coldnefs  fence  he  returned  5 and  that  ftrid  friendfhip  he 
has  made  with  Prince  Amadeo  makes  me  believe  he  has  fome  de- 
fign  on  the  fair  Clorinda , which  vain  hope  5 when  Iconfider,  her 
mind  and  his  Rival, I cannot  fear  he  fhould  be  mafter  of  his  wifhes  3 
yet  the  attempt  will  be  enough  to  let  me  fee  I am  paft  hopes  of 
mine  } for  I know  him  of  a nature  moft  violent  in  hispaffion,  ei- 
ther of  love  or  hate,  bred  always  a Souldier,  and  taught  by  fuccefe 
to  know  no  oppofition  but  what  a Souldier  ought  to  remove  $ yet 
when  your  Highnefs  fees  him  you  may,  by  fome  Queftions,  as  by 
chance,  inform  you*  felf  of  what  I dare  not  mention, 

' u b Hh  CiciU 


?4? 


Cicilia  w&  Clprmcfa  *,  P&rt.  I; 

Cicil.  He  is  Brother  to  Lucius,  and  friend  to  Calk,  which  are 
obligations  enough  {Ojinake  concern’d  ip  >his  fortune,  and  to 

juftitie  fuch  a curiofity  * and  if  I can  delerve  from  him,  Cate  fhall 
find  a diligent  friend  ^ and  ^esfta]l;{be>v^y  ^rafty  if  he  hide  his 
paflion  from  me  $ and  if  I perceive  any  name  but  Cate  in  his  heart,I 
will  fo  chide  hip? , fp  fogpae  hip?  to  himfelf,  hefcUnot  d*retqq>uf* 
fue^SVp J urious  ah  a<X  * ; Y 

Cate.,  But  how  will  he  .brook  this  freedom,  Madapa,  ]b^g  fo 
newly  acquainted  ^ J would  not  for  the  world  he  fhould  bplfeve  I 
Tet  you  onf,  for  we  , have  ffcill  oa.ade  it  our  bufinefs  tpbid£  our 
friendfhip,  lo  much,  tjbat  ’,tis  yet  a Secret  to  Indus.  fftj 

Cidl.  That  (hews  Manlius  has  not  fo  open  a nature  as  his  Bro- 
ther 5 for  I am  confident  Lucius  has  not  a fecret  but  Manlius  knows 
it.  [Enter  Stefta. 

Stella.  Madam,  the  General  and  the  Lord  Cleon  are  ymfofl  to 
wait  on  your  Highnefs.  * 

Cicil.  We  will  follow  you  } come  Cate , a little  patienc§yyi]l  re- 
concile all,  and  remember  thefe  thornes  will  grow  where  there 
are  Roles  ’tis  as  natural  as  his  beauty,  or  his  fweetnels  , and  kind 
nature  that  gave  us  the  Elixar  of  the  Bee,  gave  him  a fting.to  de- 
fendhis  Hive  againft  Drones,  but  not  to  wound  thee  or  me.;; 

Cal.  Nay,  Madam,  I amfo  perfeft  a Lover  } I find  little  things 
make  me  fear,  and  lels  reafon  hope  3 yet  ’tis  as  pleafant  as  ftrange, 
fo  obferve  in  Loves  war  how  many  fear,  and  how  few  defpair. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Orant e,and  his  Banditoe. 

t, 

Bandit . v | “Ts  moft  certain,  Sir,  I heard  your  Ban  do  proclaim’d  $ 
J the  people  faid  ’twas  publilhed  upon  a complaint 
the  Princefs  made  of  a violence  that  you  threatned,  three  days  you 
are  limited  to  prelent  your  felf. 

Or  ante.  Then  there  is  three  days  to  be  revenged  in. 

Band.  I was  told  too,  from  a good  hand,  that  Prince  Otho  had 
gain’d  the  Pretors  confent  for  Amadeo  to  marry  the  Princefs  Cicilia, 
fo  to  tye  by  a crcfs  match  an  alliance  betwixt  the  two  Families. 

Or  ante.  And  all  this  ftir  only  to  compleat  a curfe  for  Or  ante  } yet 
I have  three  days,  and  this  Dagger  left  5 and  if  this  hand  hold  his 
humour,  and  this  Dagger  keep  his  point,  I may  fpoil  the  Plot  5 my 
Lord,  we  mull:  keep  our  friends  and  our  (elves  ftill  in  readinefs, 
and  in  this  djlguife  walk  amongft  them,  for  a day  or  two  5 but  this 
curfed  perfun  of  mine  that  will  lye  hid  in  no  difguife  : how  in  the 
Devils  name  fhall  we  contrive  to  obfcure  it  ? this  hill  upon  my 
back  calls  all  eyes  to  my  vexation  and  my  fcorn. 

Band.  Like  an  old  woman.  Hooping  upon  your  ftaff,  you  may 
creep  amongft  them  j and  in  that  difguife  frequent  :the  temples, 
where  you  are  fure  to  find  an  opportunity  and  in  thele  woods 
here  you  may  abide  amongft  the  old  Hermits,  and  mingfo  with 
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thofe  beggars  that  h4aunt  Juno’s  Temple,  while  I prepare  our  defign 
in  the  City  5 and  when  Jtis  time  then  be  refolute and  let  us 
ftrike  home,  better  dye  at  one  blow  then  wither  thus. 

Orante.  How  comes  it  they  defer  thus  long  the  hunting  of  the  ' 
Boar  ? Otho  and  Amadeo  were  wont  to  delight  in  that  chafe } me- 
thinks  Otho  fhould  long  to  fee  his  Virago,  that  cloven  knight, 
come  pricking  over  the  Plains,  clad  in  mighty  Petti-coats  , Clo - 
rinda  hight } that  hateful  iftueof  a fruitful  enemy,  how  comes  fhe 
to  change  her  favage  mind  for  love  ? 

Band.  Love  has  made  her  change  her  tragick  Buskin,  and  now 
fhe  delights  in  the  foft  fteps  of  Comick  love. 

Orante.  Sure  all  the  world  changes  its  nature  only  to  vex  me. 

Band.  Well,  Sir,  we  muft  now  leave  to  wonder  or  talk  5 and 
relolve  fpeedily  to  take  our  revenge  upon  them  5 your  difguile 
(hall  this  morning  be  with  you  5 and  if  I can  learn  any  news  you 
(hall  immediately  have  it..  [_Exit  Banditoe. 

Orante.  To  what  a ftreight  am  I forced  by  Love  and  Fortune  ! 
how  have  I armed  all  the  world  againft  me  ! but  Nature,  unkind 
Nature  was  my  original  enemy,  who  has  not  only  fet  the  world, 
but  my  felf  againft  my  felf 5 mine  own  eyes  defpife  this  obje&,what 
wonder  then  if  Ciciliu  hates  it  5 yet  I love  Cicilia , and  her  mercy 
is  as  due  to  my  love  as  her  fcorn  is  to  my  perfon  5 but  ’tis  not  my 
deformity  makes  me  defpair,  but  Cicilias  love  of  another  5 that  is 
it  makes  my  blots  fo  vifible , and  my  defpair  fo  high,  that  of  all 
the  paffions  mans  heart  is  capable  to  feel,  revenge  is  only  in  my 
power  3 and  that,  if  fate  deny  not,  Orante  will  command. 

[Exit  Orante. 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  II.  , 

Enter  Otho  and  Cicilia. 

Otho.'KZ Owr  anger,  Sifter,  is  more  unreafonable  then  your  de- 
X fires  5 and  the  worft  way  you  can  take  to  fatisfie  a 

friend. 

Cicil.  When  my  heart  tells  me  I have  injur’d  you,  like  a Sifter 
that  honours  and  loves  her  Brother  I (hall  humbly  beg  your  par- 
don 5 but  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  fay,  I am  injured  now,  which  I 
will  not  difpute  with  Otho  ^ whofe  heart  isfo  bufie  about  his  own 
love,  he  has  no  leifure  to  confider  his  Sifter  $ elfe  I am  confident 
he  would  have  fpoken  to  me  before  heg^ud  engaged  himfelf,  or  my 
F ather } and  ’tis  not  the  leaft  of  my  troubles  to  find  a Brother  that 
I have  loved,  fo  lleightly  to  part  with  me  to  pleafe  another,  with- 
out a thought  of  Cicilia , Or  her  future  happinefs  $ I muft  there- 
fore tell  you.  Sir,  I am  engaged  to  Lucius , who  has  honour  and 
love  for  me  and  humbly  he  has  vow’d  it,  and  I have  kindnels 
enough  to  fee  it.  This  I know  is  no  fecret  to  Otho. 

Otho.  Engaged ! how  can  you  engage,  or  how  dares  Lucius  re- 
ceive it?  have  not  you  a Father  and  a Brother?  have  they  no 
(hare  in  Cicilia?  fure  you  will  make  but  an  unhandfome  prelent, 
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if  you  give  their  part  without  the  confent  of  filch  friends. 

Cicil . At  leaft  my  own  part  is  free  for  me  to  give,  and  that  is 
Lucius  his,  the  reft  you  may  give  to  Amadeo  5 and  if  Lucius  keep  his 
value,  all  the  intereft  I have  in  Cicilia  is  his,  and  nothing  but  Luc i- 
yt  {hall  make  me  forfake  him. 

Otho.  You  are  now  in  paftion,  yet  thatfhall  not  make  me  lofe 
my  kindnefs,  nor  my  refped  } nor  can  you  wonder  to  find  me  fur- 
priz’d  with  this  anfwer,  fince  ’tis  the  firft  time  I heard  Luciiis  his 
pretence  had  gain’d  your  heart  } and  what  I did  in  moving  for 
Prince  Amadeo , was  in  kindnefs  5 believing  his  love  would  be  wel- 
come to  you,  without  making  you  blu{h  at  the  faying  fo  } nor  was 
this  my  fingle  opinion.  But  I have  done } and  fince  Lucius  has  for- 
got the  relped  he  owes  to  me  and  my  Father  , I fhall  find  other 
ways  to  relent  his  injuries  5 he  is  no  Brother,  yet,  though  Cicilia  be 
a Sifter. 

Cicil.  Nor  Otho  a Brother  longer  then  he  is  juft  to  Lucius  } 'tis 
not  threats  nor  anger  can  prevail  with  me  5 I have  too  much  of 
Otho’s  nature  in  me  to  be  beaten  into  any  mans  opinion  } if  youf 
kindnefs  and  Reafon  cannot  overcome  me,  your  anger  fhall  not. 
Otho.  Something  I fhall  do.  [Exit  Otho. 

Cicilia.  This  rafh  ad  of  Otho  has  forced  me  to  difcover  our 
Refolutions,  which  I meant  fhould  have  lain  hid  till  Lucius  could 
have  made  his  way  to  my  Fathers  confent,  who  has  long  fince  been 
acquainted  with  our  frindfhip  5 and  knows  how  much  I have  been 
concern’d  in  the  honour  and  fortune  of  Lucius  } I cannot  there- 
fore but  wonder  he  fhould  give  his  confent  to  Amadeo , without 
{peaking  with  me } ’tis  not  of  yefterday  that  we  have  been  friends, 
and  he  has  known  it  5 nay,  I know  he  has  not  been  difpleas’4  with 
Lucius  his  pretence  5 I will  be  better  fatisfied,  for  I believe  ’twill 
prove  only  the  importunity  of  Otho  , but  I muft  mind  theprefent 
bufinefs}  paftionate  me*j  when  they  do  injuries  they  are  loath  to  fee 
them}  and  0^0  is  as  much difpleas’d  as  Lucius  ought  to  be,and  his 
threats  are  fit  for  my  fears } for  I know  Lucius  will  no  more  endure 
a threat  then  Otho  will  fear  to  give  it  5 fomething  I muft  do  in  time 
to  prevent  what  the  purfuit  of  fuch  a paftion  may  breed  betwixt 
’em  : They  are  too  much  Lovers,  for  Reafon  or  Friendfhip  to  fe- 
cure  them  } Clorinda  is  at  ftake  in  Otho’s  anger,  concern’d  in  her 
Brothers  love,  equal  with  her  own } and  I am  at  ftake  with  Luci- 
us, who  I am  vain  enough  to  believe  will  not,  for  fear  of  any 

mans  anger,  quit  his  pretention.  Thefe  thoughts  diftrad  me. 

ntcr  a 1S<  See  Calis  ^ fhe  is  come  as  iffent  from  heaven  } fhe  fhall  know  all, 
and  acquaint  my  Father  with  it,  as  her  own  oblervation,  fo  tofe- 
cure  them  from  deciding  by  the  Iword  what  Otho  pretends  to  } 
and  fhe  fhall  intimate  to  my  Father  how  unkindly  I took  Otho’s 
motion } and  how  to  the  heart  it  ftruck  me  } that  after  all  the  love 
and  duty  I had  (hewn  him,  a Father  could  part  fo  fleightly  with 
me } and  confent  to  rob  Lucius  of  the  reward  of  all  his  faithful 
fervice,  and  give  his  friend  to  a fttfahger,  unask’d.—  \ Enter  Calis. 
Calls.  Madam.  ‘ - : ' ; v. 

Cicilia . O Calis , there  is  an  accident  hapned  this  morning, 

f 1 ‘ ^ which 
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Which  Will  requiffe  both  thy  kindnefs,  friendfhip,  and  difcretion 
to  manage  our  part  of  it  5 within  my  friend  fhall  know  all. 


24S 


Enter  Lucius. 


Lucius , I met  the  Ptince,and  he  would  not  fpeak  with  me : 

There  is  the  Princefs  too , I will  fpeak  my  griefs  to  her  before  my 
fears  take  root,  and  try  if  her  frieftdftiip  hath  kindnefs  enough  to 
weed  them  out.  Hah ! gon  without  fpeaking  to  me  ! 

[ Exeunt  Cicilia  and  Calis. 

Stella.  See,  Madam,  there  he  is,  [ Enter  Stella,Cicilia >and  Calis. 

Cicilia.  ’Tis  enough,  away  Calis  3 make  hafte,  I will  entertain 
him  here  while  you  return. 

Calis.  Leave  the  reft  to  me.  [ Exit  Calis. 

Cicilia.  Otho’s  Injuries  have  made  me  forget  thole  of  Lucius  3 and 
my  kindnefs  has  now  fpent  that  ftock  of  anger  I had  for  him,  that 
fhould  have  armed  my  Juftice  againft  him. 

Lucius.  She  is  troubled  too  3 I fear.  Madam,  my  vilits  are  un- 
feafonable. 

Cicilia ; If  there  were  nothing  more  unfeafonable  in  Lucius  his 
Heart  then  this  vilit,  he  would  not  think  lb. 

Lucius.  Love,  Madam,  is  a fruit  alwayesin  feafon  in  a Lovers 
Heart  3 and  other  fruit  then  Love  Lucius  his  Heart  never  bare  for 
the  fair  Cicilia. 

Cicilia.  Why  then,  after  all  my  kindnefs,  do’s  he  fear  his 
Harveft  ? 

LuciUs.  That  {forms,  Thieves,  or  the  wild  Boar  may  deftroy  it. 

Cicilia.  But  he  is  a Mad-man  that  will  for  fear  of  thefe  poffible 
ills  affliff  himfelf  as'  if  they  were  come  3 or  cut  his  Corn  green  to 
prevent  the  Lightning  that  might  blaft  it  when  ’tis  ripe  3 And  a 
jealous  man  is  this  Mad-man,  and  Jealoufie  will  be  that  ftonn,that 
Boar,  that  Thief  you  fpeak  of 3 And  if  Lucius  will  not  leave  con- 
vening with  that  Enemy  to  Honour,  which  will  break  all  bands 
and  Laws  of  Friendlhip , he  willfthd  too  late  the  danger  of  fuch 
an  Injury  as  purfues  With  doubts  and  fears  a Heart  that  loves 
hhn.  " , „ ' 

Lucius...  This  Remedy  • Madam,  will  not  cure  the  wounds  that 
jtfflidf  my  Mind,  they  are  too  near  of  kin  to  my  fears.  Your  anger 
was  the  greateft  danger  I apprehended  3 and  lince  that  is  fallen 
Upon  me  fqr  loving,  wftat  would  not  my  Heart  doubt  hereafter  ? 

Why  fhould  Cicilia  be  angry  with  Lucius  for  loving,  if  it  did  not 
hinder  her  from  receiving  the  Love  of  another 't 

Cicilia.  Yet  I have  kindnefs  enough,  notw  ithstanding  this  An- 
fwer^  to  tell  Lucius  when  ever  I (hall . dare  to  be  falfe,  I fhall  not 
fear  his  difpleafure  3 and  a few  hours  will  fhew  him,though  Jealou- 
fie  be  aft  dll  times  as  uiirdafonabld'afc  the  fears  of  Cowards,  (which 
makes  theifi  ridiculous  when  there  i$  no  danger,  and  difarmes 
them  when  there  R 3)  Yet,  at  this  time  ’tis  moft  Injurious  3 ^ttdif^  ^ 
Lucius  be  a Lover,  he  has  nd  way  but  that  to  deftroy  his  , 
hopes .^^(Speaks  Joftljr.)  t0  cidlk, 

Calif* 
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Gaits.  Tis  done,  the  Fretor  was  much  troubled  at  the  accident, 
he  has  fent  to  command  them  both  to  their  Chambers.  The  Prince 
was  feiz  d while  I was  there  5 and  Dyon  is  now  coming  with  a 
Guard  for  Lucius. 

Enter  Dyon  and  a Guard. 

Lucius.  Hah  ! Dyon  and  a Guard,  what  will  this  be  ? 

Dyon.  This  Ring,  Madam,  will  make  my  excufe  3 By  virtue 
of  which,  and  the  Fretor s command,  I beg  your  Highnefs  leave  to 
deliver  his  pleafure  to  the  General. 

Cicilia.  There  is  nothing.  Sir,  but  Duty  in  this  place. 

Dyon.  My  Lord,  tis  the  Fretor  a pleafure  you  retire  to  your 
Chamber  3 where  I {hall  wait  upon  you  till  I receive  further 
Orders. 

Lucius.  To  my  Chamber  ! 

Cicilia.  If  I have  any  power,  I (hall  beg  of  Lucius  to  fubmit  to 
this  command. 

Lucius.  Tis  enough,  Madam 3 when  your  Highnefs  faies  die, 
though  I do  notlove  enough  to  pleafe,  yet  I {hall  obey  you,  though 
it  be  to  become  a facrifice  to  my  Rival  3 Sir, you  may  execute  your 
command,  I am  ready  to  obey. 

Dyon.  The  Fretor  commanded  me,  in  his  name,  to  prohibit  your 
Lordftiip  from  fending  a Challenge  to,  or  receiving  any  from,  the 
Prince  or  any  Man. 

Lucius.  What  Riddle’s  this  ? 

Cicilia.  In  the  evening,  at  your  Chamber,  I will  inform  you  of 
all : till  when,  let  no  troubles  afflift  you. 

Lucius.  Madam,I  can  obey  5 and  that’s  the  true  obedience,  when 
we  do  it  onely  to  fhew  what  power  they  have  who  command  3 
without  requiring  any  reafon  for  them. 

[ Exeunt  Lucius  and  Dyon. 

Calk.  Why  did  you  not  tell  him  the  caufe  of  the  imprifonment  ) 

Cicilia.  Becaufe  I am  loath  to  declare  fo  abfolutely  againft  a 
Brother,  as  to  joyn  with  his  Enemy  againft  him  3 Therefore,  dear 
Calis , go  from  me  to  Lucius , whom  thou  wilt  find  fuller  of  di- 
ftra&ion  then  ever^tell  him  all  that  is  paft  betwixt  ihy  Father, Otho, 
and  my  felf,  concerning  Antadeo,  and  his  defires  3 Tell  him  of  the 
confent  they  have  gained  3 but  withall  alfure  him,  tis  in  the  power 
of  nothing  but  Lucius  to  alter  my  Refolution  3 Tell  him,  I have 
confefled  our  Loves  to  Otho^  which  bred  his  Anger,  whofe  threats 
begot  this  Imprifonment  3 But  then  conjure  him  to  remember, 
Otho  is  my  Brother,  and  not  to  think  of  a Revenge  upon  him,if  he 
loves  Cicilia. 

Calis.  ( I {hall  not  fail  to  obforve  your  directions.  [Exit  Calis. 

Cicilia.  Love  is  fo  Ihort-liv’d,  and  fubjedt  to  fo  many  difeafes, 
that  few  Lovers  live  long  enough  to  know  their  names  or  reme- 
dies 3 Nay,  fome  die  with  Receipts  by  them  ere  they  know  which 
toufe  3 I am  now  to  cur q Lucius  of  his  fears,  and  yet  obferve  the 
duty  and  kindnefs  due  to  a Father  and  a Brother,  though  Otho 

v'  " (unkind) 
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his.LPVe  to  Amadeo,  forget  a Friend  in  Lticpyy 
an*i  a fiffo? :in  CiciUa  } And  now  hpw  ffiall  we  remedy  thefe  *11$  > 
xhangk  Wekaow  how  to  cure  them,  yet  we  are  to  £ek  the  legifj 
dietice^  for  though  the  Receipt  be  'common , yet  where  are  the 
Drugs  } Jv&fef  Will  cured!,  but  partial  Love,  m ff&tw,  conceals 
the  remedy.  . [Exit  Cicili^. 

ibi 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  III. 

rnu  ■ \r‘  <J  ! ijrtil  v --  v-  ' 


. Enter  Lucius  ( in  Prifon  ) Memnon,  Cleon,  and  Souldiers, 
g;<i  bf..l  , <s-.V\0  i.  n 'hr::  . :cr;c] : .-y 

Cleon.  “T^Rince  Otho,  Sir,  is  a Prifoner  too. 

twins.  1 Do  you  know  the  Reafon  ? ^ 

Cleon.  Not  certain,  there  are  divers  Reports. 

Memn.  Some  fay,  that  the  Prince  and  Amadeo  have  from  the 
Pretor  obtain’d  the  princefs  Cicilia,  which  bred  a difpute  betwixt 
him  and  the  Princefs. 

Lucius.  Ha  ! Prince  Amadeo}  has  the  Pretor  given  him  his  con- 
fent?  Otho  would  not  fpeak  to  me  this  morning}  foul ! foul ! that 
I am  dull,  cold,  negligent  Lucius. 

Memn.  Prince  Or  ante  too  is  fled  to  Rome , difguis’d,  as  they  lay, 
with  the  news,  and  fome  Injurious  words  that  Otho  gave  him  late- 
ly } In  fhort,  the  Pretor  and  prince  are  full  of  diforder,  your  Bro- 
ther too  is  miffing  } obferved  to  be  dull  and  melancholly  of  late, 
and  do’s  look  much  upon  Clorinda. 

Cleon.  Orante  is  this  day  banifhed,  at  the  Complaint  of  the  Prin- 
cefs, to  whom  he  threatned  violence,  and  has  but  three  days  to  ap- 


pear. 

Lucius.  ’Tis  Amadeo,  and  'Lucius  muft  difpute  this  } and  if  thy 
fate  give  thee  Cicilia,  I will  wifh  thee  all  Honour  and  happinefs  } 
But  know,  neither  her  Father  nor  Brother  fhall  make  me  quit  my 
Intereft,  though  Cicilia  her  felf  joyn } the  Sword  onely  fhall  decide 
our  doubts.  'Tis  vifible  now  why  fhe  made  me  flay  till  Calis  re- 
turn’d, with  whom  fhe  whifper’d  when  Dyon  ent’red  with  the 
Guards } The  plot  is  vifible,  ’twas  contrived  betwixt  her  and  Otho , 
this  morning}  to  bind  my  hands  till  they  had  paft  the  Ceremonies 
of  a wicked  and  a perjurd  Hymen } She  conjured  me  too  I fhould 
remember  Otho  was  her  Brother,  whofe  Intereft  has  prevail’d } and, 
to  pleafe  Clorinda , Lucius  is  to  be  fold,  and  condemn’d  to  mifery  for 
ever  } her  ftay  too  confirms  my  fear } for  her  promife  was,  her  felf 
to  come  and  clear  my  doubts } and  Otho  is  made  a Prifoner  too, 
for  fear  of  my  Revenge}  'tis  clear  as  the  Heavens  fhe  is  fore- 
fworn  by. 

Memn.  He  is  ftrangely  netled  with  this  news } it  makes  me  be- 
lieve, there  are  fome  grounds  for  thefe  difcourfes  concerning  him 
and  the  Princefs. 

Lucius.  Amadeo  is  yet  at  Liberty  } I will  find  him  before  he  has  Afid 
time  to  triumph  over  my  mifery } This  Window  is  not  high,When 
they  are  gone,  I will  leap  it } But  how  to  be  rid  of  the  Importunity 
of  thefe  people  ! I will  forbid  them  to  let  any  body  fpeak  with  me, 

. and. 
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add,  under  a pretence  of  a privacy  when  I write  this  Ev’ening^'make 
my  efeape  5 Cledii  pray  givW Order  for  a Pen  , Inke[a'fKb  papet, 
I Will  write  to  the  Tret  or.  [_E5tit  a Scfuldieri 

‘ Memn.  Y ou  a td fad.  Sir  5 which  the  Noble  Lucius  cannot  be/bnt 
all  that  love  him  muft  be  chrious  to  knbw  the  caufe  5 you  wrong  hs 
tobi  if  you  conceal  it  5 He  is  not  born.  Sir,  (hall  injureyiotf^  Pray 
tell  us  onely  the  publique  part  of  the  caufe  5 and  if  We  can  ferve 
you,  command  us.  3 O & • / 1 . 1 O 

Lucius.  I thank  thee,  Memnon  5 and  if  I thought  both  the  Court 
and  Camp  had  not  been  full  of  it,  I fhould*  my  felfhavfc  told  you. 
Know  then,  Amadeo  has  broke  my  Friendfhip  with  Otho , and  his 
Sifter  j We  have  long  been  Rivals  in  Ldve’and  Honotir  5 But  Ama- 
deo  has  the  odds , Clorinda  is  a powerfuller  Argument,  then  all  my 
Services  5 (he  pleads  with  Otho  , to  pleafe  whom  Lucius  muft  beYa- 
Ctificed  to  Amadeos  Love. 

- 'Memn.  I am  glad  tohear  'tis  no  worfe.  * -fr  ’ * 

Lucius.  No  worfe  ? doft  thou underftand  what  I have  (aid?  - i 

Memn.  Yes,  Prince  Amadeo  is  your 'Rival.  Will  you  kill  all  that 
love  the  Princefs  ? 'twill  be  a great  task,  though  Lucius  undertake 
it  j and  when  he  has  done,  he  muft  fall  upon  his  own  lword  too. 

Lucius.  What  has  he  faid? 

e Cleon.  By  my  faith.  Sir,  much  reafon  me-thinks  5 and  if  you  hate 
the  Prince  for  loving  your  Miftrifs,what  would  you  do  to  him  that 
fhould  hate  her  ? 

Lucius.  Kill  him.  " - ■ . r; 

Memn.  So  you  would  do  this  that  loves  her  , if  you  had  your 
will , how  ridiculous  would  this  be,  in  one  of  us,  that  fhould  di- 
fpute  the  rewarding  Love  and  hate  alike  ? Well,  Sir,  I am  glad  you 
have  no  other  caufe  of  trouble  5 By  tTiis  light,  I thought  the  Prince 
had  rais'd  feme  fcandal  upon  her,  ftruck  her,  or  ravilh'd  her  5 thefe 
Injuries,  I confefs,  had  been  fit  for  your  rage  and  our  Revenge  5 But 
to  be  angry  with  a prince,  and  fad,  becaufe  he  loves  an  Excellent, 
virtuous,  beautiful  maid ! 

Lucius.  This  is  thy  fence,  Memnon  5 But  love  has  his  own  reafon  3 
and  though  he  gives  Laws,  he  will  take  none  $ and  Love  has  faid,ke 
cannot  Love  his  Rival  3 and  if  Love  be  againft  you,  what  will  your 
Reafon  avail  ? 

Memn.  But  the  General  had  wont  to  give  Reafon  place  5 even  in 
his  Anger,  and  his  wounds,  he  would  not  be  averfe  to  Reafon , elfe 
I fhould  not  venture  thus  rudely  to  give  him  my  opinion.  Pray,Sir, 
tell  me,  is  it  a Crime  to  love,or  a fin  to  be  loved  ? for  in  one  of  thefe 
two  lies  the  guilt,  if  it  be  a fin  in  either,  why  are  you  fo  partial  to 
believe  your  felf  Innocent  for  doing  that  which  is  a Crime  in  the 
prince  ? whofe  Love  is  Honour,  rather  then  prejudice  to  you,  and 
but  juftifies  to  the  world  that  you  have  placed  your  Affe&ion  upon 
a deferving  perfon , and  this  Injurious  jealoufie  of  yours,  but  fhakes 
her  Refolution  } and,  by  difgufting  of  her  heart,gives  more  ground 
to  your  Rival  then  ever  his  Addreffes  could  have  won.  Were  I the 
General,  who  would  fhould  love  my  Miftris  better  then  I,  fo  fhe 
loved  me  better  then  him , And  then  my  Rival  fhould  break  my 
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neck  affoon  as  my  fleep,  upon  that  fcore.  Rivals  are  fo  many  Wit- 
neflesand  Arguments,  fo  many  Affidavites,  that  fhe  has  honour,  fo 
many  Bucklers  to  defend  her  againft  the  Envy  and  malice  of  the 
world  } and  when  you  fold  her  in  your  Arms,  they  become  fo  many 
Trophies  of  your  Vidtory } Rivals  are,  in  Loves  war  , as  Pri- 
foners.  Colours,  and  the  Cannon  , Win  the  Battel,  and  lead  them 
all  in  Triumph. 

Lucius.  I confefs,  this  is  wild  reafon,  yet  fuch  as  I cannot  deny  5 
but  what  can  you  fay  to  hinder  me  from  hating  and  feeking  to  be 
Revenged  on  both,  when  you  fhall  know  the  Prince  tempted  her, 
and  fhe  has  broke  her  faith  ? and  as  I loved  the  vertuous  Ci- 
cilia , fo  I hate  this  =,  for  (he  is  falfe , though  ihe  prove  true  to 
Amadeo. 

Memn.  Faith,  Sir,  if  this  be  fo  , ( which  few  will  believe  ) my 
Counfel  is  , that  you  fhould  be  blent  5 for  (he  has  fuch  a dock  of 
Reputation  in  the  worlds  as  no  Angle  Opinion,  nor  any  one  Adtion, 
can  wafte$  and  'twill  not  be  for  your  Honour  , while  the  world 
efteems  her,  to  fay,  I am  that  Lucius  that  the  Princefs  Cicilia,  loved 
once,  but  fhe  is  now  unconftant  5 ’tis  the  lame  thing,  as  to  fey , you 
had  like  have  couzen’d  her,  but  fhe  found  her  Errour  : Hide  this 
misfortune,  rather, as  fome  imperfcdtion  5 ’tis  a ftory  better  forgot  j 
for  either,  you  were  deceiv’d  in  her , or  fhe  in  you  5 ’tis  clear,  one 
of  you  wanted  your  value  ^ Come,  Sir,  let  no  man  think  to  get 
any  advantage  over  his  Miftrifs,  or,  to  add  to  his  own  Efteem,  by 
faying  (he  is  falfe  5 for  no  worthy  man  ever  let  a Gallant  Woman 
be  falfe  5 ’tis  not  poffible  to  dcftroy  a perfedt  Friendfhip , you  may 
deftroy  nature  as  foon. 

Cleon.  This  plain  fpeech  has  pofed  him  5 and  if  not  cur’d  his  jea- 
loufie,  yet  he  has  fo  vexed  him , I hope  the  Nobler  Paflion,  anger, 
will  poflefs  him } This  damn’d  jealous  ficknefs  is  as  ill  in  a lover,  as 
a Coward  in  a Souldier. 

Lucius.  Cleon , you  have  heard  all  this,  and  your  filence  makes 
me  curious  to  know  your  fenfe  of  my  fullering } you  have  ftudied 
and  travel’d  in  your  time,  and  are  now  a Souldier  how  would  you 
have  born  my  part  in  thefe  three  feveral  Conditions^  When  you 
were  a Courtier, how  would  you  have  born  it , had  you  found  your 
Miftrifs  falfe  } 

Cleon.  Faith,  Sir,  in  thofe  youthful  days  I dwelt  in  the  Garden 
where  they  grew  5 and  when  I found  my  felf  injured,  as  a wither- 
ed Flower  I forgot  her,  and  dill  gather’d  fome  new  Rofe  unblown 
with  the  praife  or  flattery  of  any  5 in  whom  I fancied  ftill  more 
pleaflng  Graces  far  then  the  former  had. 

Lucius.  This  was,  when  you  were  a young  Courtier,  Cleon  5 But 
now  you  are  a Souldier,  whofe  Paflions,both  of  Love  and  Anger, 
are  not  onely  Excufable,  but  laudable. 

Cleon.  Why,  I would  have  given  her  love  the  lie,  and  in  her  new 
lovers  face  fpit  the  vows  and  faith  fhe  gave  me,  and,  to  vex  her. 
Cut  his  throat. 

Lucius.  Ha  ! ’tis  but  juft  a Souldiers  anger  fhould  be  revenged, 
not  reafoned,  nor  argued  into  Peace  $ no  Qyarter  to  his  Rival,  nor 
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violence  to  his  Miftrifs  $ I love  thee,  Ck, and  thou  and  I will  talk 
further  on  this  bufinefs. 

Mann.  Pray,  Sir,  alk  him  how  his  Philofophy  would  have  born 
it  j hear  all,  and  then  chufe. 

Cleon.  I would,  as  neer  as  I could,  have  imitated  Hiftory,  which 
delivers  many  ftories  to  us,  by  which  are  preferved  the  honoured 
memories  of  chafte  and  vertuous  Lovers,  of  both  Sexes,  whofe 
Friendfhipftands  high  in  Story  3 Many  too  are  the  blots  thatftain 
even  the  fheets  they  are  writ  in  , whofe  black  Actions  and  names 
are  left  as  Terrours  and  whips,  to  deter  mankind  from  becoming 
like  them,  the  hated  fubjedts  of  fucceeding  ages  5 Yet  nothing  has 
met  my  wonder  more,  nor  bred  my  amazement  fo  often, as  to  finde 
that  excellenteft  of  Creatures , Women,  whofe  body  and  Nature, 
when  virtuous,  are  fo  tender  that  we  pity  them  if  the  wind  blow 
(harp  upon  them  3 Yet  when  luft  has  prevail’d  , and  arm’d  them, 
you  would  ftart  to  read  where  they  have  taken  the  fullen  Mur- 
derer by  the  hand, and  undaunted  led  him  through  difficulties  even 
thofe  men  fhrink  at  5 Nay  the  murtherers  heart  has  become  foft  3 
Poifon  has  loft  her  force,  and  the  Dagger  his  point  , to  lave  what 
they  have  doom’d  to  death. 

Lucius , No  more  Cleon  3 heaven  keep  Cictlia  from  breaking  with 
the  gods,  if  (lie  fhould  be  falfe  to  men. 

Cleon , Your  patience.  Sir,  that  I may  Vindicate  Hiftory, -and  my 
own  memory,  in  being  juft  to  that  Sex  whofe  very  Nature  is  foft- 
nefs,  and  thefe  but  the  Monfters  and  depraved  part  of  that  Excel- 
lent Creature,  left  the  world  believe  I onely  1'uch  the  Poifon  out 
of  Hiftory  5 Where  I find  more  Excellency,  in  that  Sex  then  you 
oncefancy’d  in  the  divine  Cicilia^  where  the  Crimes  of  the  wicked 
have  not  arrived  to  the  fufferings  of  the  good.  Their  conftancy  in 
Love,  their  often  and  patient  becoming  Martyrs  to  Friendfhip 
and  Honour,  as  far  beyond  the  merits,as  faith  of  men,fcarce  one  of 
them  trufting  that  has  not  been  betrayed  by  our  perjur’d  Sex  3 
Mercy  being  their  Nature,  and  oftentimes  their  Enemy , having 
rendred  them  miferable  3 For  could  they  fee  us  fad,  they  might 
laugh  3 But  their  pity  of  falfe  men  makes  many  of  their  Scenes  let 
in  tears  and  blood  3 and  ’tis  as  rare  to  find  a Conftant  man,  as  a 
faulty  Woman  3 Yet  I find  Hiftory  condemns  revenge  in  either, 
Mercy  in  the  laft  Adi  being  as  becoming  a gallant  Lover  , as  Love 
in  the  Firft,  fo  to  drive  to  win  from  the  world  a handlome  Cha- 
radter,  by  forgetting  and  forgiving  each  others  crimes  3 and  thofe 
who  feek  by  Revenge  to  vindicate  themfelvesy  The  guilty  has 
from  that  found  pity,  and  their  Rage  flood  condemned  by  gods 
and  men  3 Yet,  in  this  latter  Age,  we  have  deliver’d  our  felves  up 
toamiftakeofHonour  3 and  Cuftome  has  made  itfo  binding,  that 
tis  not  to  be  difputed  againft,  ’tis  by  Duel 3 which  vain  ScCholerick 
men  embrace  with  Joy,  as  a quick  way  for  the  one  to  be  known  to 
the  World,  and  the  other  to  be  revenged  of  the  World  3 Nay,  wife 
men  fubmit  to  it  now,  as  a neceftity  3 and  though,  in  your  cafe, 
feme  would  fight , Yet  there  are  divers  would  not  3 Much  is  to 
be  faid  for  them  both,  and  againft  them,  and  the  wilde  Juftice 
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of  a Duel  3 but  be  that  difputes  it  muft  be  fome  one  that  is  known 
to  plead  againft  his  own  pra&ice  5 for  whoever  will  be  heard  to 
declaim  againft  Duels  muft  fight  many  firft  3 and  when  his  va- 
lour is  undoubted,  his  Reafon  may  prevail 3 but  where  to  find  fuch 

an  Orator  as*  will  ufe  his  Rhetorique  to  perfwadc  the  people  to  Lucius 

pull  down  the  fame  he  built  at  fuch  a rate,  I know  not.  -frowns,  gives 

Mem.  I am  glad  to  find  there  is  fo  much  of  the  old  Lucius  left, no  ‘*nftpsr± 
as  will  give  over  rather  then  be  beaten.  but  walks 

Cleon.  Have  not  I fitted  him  for  a grave  fpcech  ? out' 

Mem.  Yes,  I dare  fay,  if  he  had  thought  thou  could’ft  have  re- 
membred  fo  much  of  Books,  he  would  have  broke  thy  head  ra- 
ther then  open’d  thy  memory  with  a Queftion  5 he  looked  for  a Sa- 
tyre,  or  fome  Ralliry.  , )f  , , ,r  < -r.  a ,r 

Cleon.  I gueft  as  much,  but  thought  this  the  fhorter  way  3.  A pox 
on  it,  they  know  we  are  Souldiers,  and  have  other  hufinefs  then 
to  oblerve  him  while  he  befieges  one  woman,  and  defends  another 
all  his  days  5 if  he  bad  ftaid,  I was,  coming  into  mine  own  ele- 
ment 3 he  knows  we  are  Spujdiers  and  Travellers  5 fit  people  to  de- 
cide Queftions  in  Platonick  Love,  that  have  been  bred  in  the  li- 
berty of  other  Nations,  whofe  kindnefs  has  engaged  me  to  defend 
that  fweet  fin  he  fpeaks  againft  3 if  he  had  asked  me  what  I would 
have  ventured  to  enjoy  another  mans  Miftrefs,  ’tis  a cafe  I have 
been  verfed  in,  and  he  might  have  been  refolved 3 but  for  the  re- 
vengeful part,  By  my  troth,  I am  to  feek  3 for  I never  had  any  Mi- 
ftrels  of  mine  own  yet,  upon  which  I ever  cared  to  fhut  the  door 
when  I went  out  3 that  and  Marrying  I defie3my  experience  has 
taught  me  ’tis  lb  much  cheaper  and  eafier  to  get  another  mans  Wo- 
man, then  keen  mine  own.3  and  now  he  is  gone,  prithee  be  free, 
doft  thou  think  the  Princefs  a Rogue,  Sirrah  > By  this  light,  if 
fhe  be. 

Mem.  And  what  if  (he  be  ? 

Cleon.  If  fhe  be,  I am  fure  I am  one  3 and  I cannot  chufe  but 
hope  3 and  if  fhe  be  one  of  us,  let  Cleon  alone  to  tell  his  tale  3 comea 
come,  let  us  away. 

Mem.  And  if  Cleon  do’s  not , let  me  alone  to  tell  it  to  the 
Princefs; 

Cleon.  Well,  well : when  you  dare  tell,  it  will  be  a jeft  for  Cleon 
to  laugh  at  as  well  as  Memnon , 


ACT.  V.  S C E N.  I. 

Enter  Manlius,  alonei 

Afi*#/.QUre,  Love  makes  me  his  fcorn  3 and  I that  could  not  love 
O any  now  dote  upon  all  3 Clorinda  wiped  Calk  from  my 
mind  3 the  one  fighs  too  much,  and  the  other  has  too  much  anger 
in  her  eyes  3 and  now  all  her  graces  fall  too,  fince  I faw  Cicilia  3 in 
whom  there  is  not  more  vertues,  then  difficulties  3 ’tis  hard  to  fay 
whether  my  Lover  defpair  be  greateft  3 why  did  my  Brother  and 

I i 2 Amadw 
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Amadeo  praife  her  fo  to  me  or  having;  praifed  her  not  hid  her 
from  mine  eyes  £ either  vanity  or  madnels  made  them  fend  me  to 
her,  for  my  deftruftion  $ my  way  was  prepared  too,  by  a friendly 
chiirafter}  That  I heard  nothing  butpraifes  of  Manlius  from  her, 
even  then  admiring  Manlius  for  friendlhip  and  honour  when  his 
heart  was  btrfte  how  to  deftroy  a Brother  and  a Friend  : yes,thofe 
are  the  ties,thofe  are  the  impoffibilities  that  I muft  labour  againft  ^ 
yet  their  Love,  Birth  nor  Merit,  I fear  not  5 for  though  they  Par- 
ted before  me,  they  {hall  not  make  more  hafte  then  I to  gain  the 
prize,  could  I reconcile  the  aftion  to  my  felf  $ but  ’tis  a breach  of 
truft  and  faith  to  both,  both  have  told  me  their  feveral  paffions, 
krrd  fent  me  as  an  indifferent  friend  to  follicite  their  hopes  5 Lucius , 
though  he  believed  I loved  Clorinda , yet  that  knowledge  could 
trot  make  fom  doubt  an  unjuft  action  from  me  5 and  Amadeo , 
though  I was  his  Rivals  Brother,  fuch  a ftock  I had  amongft  them 
that  the  ties  of  Nature,  nor  intereft  of  affeftion,  could  not  make 
thefe  men  fear  Manlius , who  till  he  faw  Cicilia  was  as  honeft  as 
they  were  juft  ^ and  could  till  then  have  defied  the  world  to  ac- 
cufe  me  or  oqe  wry  ftep,  or  one  (tumble  in  the  whole  praftice  of 
frry life,  vVfrCfe1  honour  Was  concern’d  5 but  now  by  what  curie 
I know  ndf,'friend{hip , honour  and  vertue  feem  freight  5 her 
ffrtiles  are  prefer’d  before  gods  or  men  5 yet  how  many  crimes  muft 
both  of  uSaft  ere  I can  enjoy  her  friendlhip : I love  my  Brother,  his 
nature  and  fweetnefs  of  humour,  fo  (tout  and  kind  it  wins  even 
upon  his  enemies  y Amadeo  too,  how  fhall  I look  him  in  the  face 
When  I have  betray’d  his  truft  ? their  angers  will  be  too  juft  for 
the  bolde'ft  man  to  meet  5 but  that  danger  is  the  leaft,  there  is  but 
fword  to  fword,  and  fortune  may  be  as  well  on  my  fide,  as  juftice 
6n  theirs  % dnd  could  I anfwer  it  to  honour  and  friendlhip,  I fhould 
not  then  make  this  difpute  $ but  ’tis  the  friend,  not  the  enemy 
threatens,  and  that  will  wound  my  foul  ere  I can  be  an  enemy  too  $ 
for  my  dhger  though  it  has  been  as  fatal  as  any  mans,  yet  ’tis  moft 
unreafonabie  here^  and  therefore  I muft  take  fome  quiet  fecure 
way  to  gain,  my  ends , how  unwilling  I am  to  be  a villain  ! ye 
gods  that  feeexcule,  or  divert  the  crime  5 but  what  if  fhe  will  not 
receive  my  love,  what  refts  for  me  ? ’twill  be  too  late  to  put 
back  when  1 have  dilcover’d  the  villain  $ fhe  will  hate,  and  they 
defpile  me^  and  I (hall  fell  all  my  paft  honours  for  a fhadow  5 what 
refts  then  ? Force.  Ha  ! good  gods ! what  may  not  man  be  if  he 
will  once  break  the  bounds  of  honour?  fee  if  I have  not  already 
fwallowed  the  great  difficulties  of  Friend  and  Brother,  and  given 
up  that  honour  I have  prelerved  through  a thoufand  hazards  5 
and  luft,  finding  it  felf  mafter,  would  not  only  reign,  but  bring  in 
murder  too  } fure.I  was  never  honeft,  never  ftout,  all  my  fighting 
was  but  cowardize,  nothing  but  fear  to  dye  made  me  defend  my 
felfo  If  I had  either  honour  or  courage  in  my  heart,  they  would 
now  defend  me  againft  my  felf,  and  make  me  afhamed  to 
yield  my  fword  to  luft  and  treachery  5 fure  if  it  were  ever  lawful 
HedrambitXh. kiH,  for  a greater  villain  then  iny  felf  no  man  can 

Va'TTtr  frrike.—— See  this  Dagger  prompts  me  to  it  5 the  aft  will  be  no- 
ble. 
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blc,  having  firft  in  two  fhort  lines  writ  the  caufe  } then  to  ftab  and 
dye,  fhe  could  not  chufebut  love  me  when  (lie  fhall  know  I fell  in 
this  ftrife,  her  martyr  } I will  do  it  5 fince  I cannot  live  worthy  her 

love,  ’tis  refolved  I will  dye  to  find  her  pity* Ha  1 fee,  fee,  ye  F r. ... 

gods,  Che  comes,  her  eyes  (hake  my  refolution.  Cicilia 

Cicil.  Calk  flays  long,  Lucius  will  be  impatient  to  know  the 
caufe  of  his  imprifonment  } fee  his  Brother,  he  is  fad  5 I will  take 
this  opportunity  to  try  if  I cab  find  who  it  is  he  loves  5 and  while 
Calk  is  bufie  to  ferve  my  friend,  I will  try  if  I can  advance  her  de- 
fires, though  my  mind  at  this  time  be  not  bent  to  mirth. — What 
makes  the  gallant  Manlius  fo  fad  ? thoughts  are  fuch  ftrangers  to 
his  humour,  that  ’tis  a civil  curiofity  to  inquire  the  caufe  5 fure 
fomething  new  and  excellent  muff  behapned  that’s  able  to  difor- 
derhis  mind  whofe  happy  Stars  have  made  him  all  he  can,  in  ho- 
nour, wifh  } is  it  your  Brothers  imprifortment,  Sir,  that  troubles 
you?  if  it  be,  let  me  a flu  re  you,  there  is  neither  difhonour  nor  • 
danger  in’t. — Hal  he  minds  me  not,  or  at  leaf!  will  nottruftmeHe  ftands 
with  his  fecret } yet  Manlius  knows  that  I at  firft  fight  gave  him  all  lofl  ln  b* 
the  fecrets  my  heart  ever  fwell’d  with}  and  if  he  refufe  me  his  friend-  t^otlg^tf* 
fhip,  I fhall  believe  he  thinks  me  not  worthy  of  his  Brothers  love, 
or  elfe  grudges  me  his  kindnefle. 

Manl.  Heaven  and  earth  witnefs } am  I guilty  ? who  krfows  his  Afide, 
fate  till  he  proves  it  ? how  beautiful,  even  in  her  hatred,  will  the 
fair  Cicilia  appear}  but  thus  adorn’d  with  friendfhip,  and  her 
words  thus  cloath’d  in  kindnefs,  how  divine,  how  charming  every 
grace  ! there  is  Magick  in  every  found,  her  words  whifper  my  foul 
to  be  happy,  and  fomething  bids  me  be  a villain } if  fhe  loves,  I 
fhall  be  happy  enough,  in  her  embraces,  to  weigh  down  the  opinion 
of  the  whole  world  befides. 

Cicil.  What  ftrange  accident  is  befallen  him  that  can  make  hint 
thus  filent } there  is  diftraftion,  fear  and  wonder  in  his  looks,  and 
all  I fay  pafles  without  regard. 

Manlius , afide.  I will  fpeak  to  her,  fhe  is  alone. — Do’s  not  your 
Highnefs  find  a new  kind  of  charader  here  ? is  not  Manlius  his  mi- 
fery  vifible  in  his  forehead  ? 

Cicil.  Yes,  and  ’twas  my  wonder. 

Manl.  My  diftraded  heart  and  troubled  mind,  are  they  not  writ 
fo  plain  in  my  face  that  your  fair  eyes  may  find  and  read  my  for- 
tune there? 

Cicil.  ’Tis  true , and  one  whofe  eyes  are  lefs  concern’d  then 
mine  may  find  a new  kind  of  humour  in  every  look } every  moti- 
on tells  fomething  ftrange  is  hapned  in  Manlius  his  fortune } and 
my  heart  has  fo  much  gratitude  and  kindnefs  for  him,  that  if  it  lay 
in  my  power,  I would  ferve  him  faithfully } but  finding  him  unwil- 
ling to  impart  them  to  fb  idle  a fubjed  as  Cicilia , I fhall  leave  you  5 
left  my  company  be  astroublefome  as  my  Queftion. 

Manlius , afide.  Why  this,  if  not  more  ? why  fhould  fhe  tempt 
me  thus,  if  her  heart  had  not  love  (he  never  fhew’d,  nor  I durft 
hope  before  ? I will  tell  her  I love  her,  fhe  is  a woman } and  what 
if  lhe  once  had  honour,  fo  had  I } yet  fhe  had  power  to  blow  that 
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bubble  hence,  and  who  knows  but  that  I amdefign’d  her  fate,  as 
(he  was  mine.  [_HeJighs  and  weeps. > 

Cicil.  Ha ! he  fighs  and  weeps  5 why  thefe  tears,  Manlius  <?  why 
thefe  fighs  ? what  can  thy  heart  with  or  defire  within  the  bounds 
of  honour  that  Manlius  fhould  defpair  of  ? pray  tell  me  your  griefs, 

I may  be  a friend  where  you  lead  believe  it  ^ for  I know  fomething  , 

and,  perhaps,  have  feen  what  you  would  fain  have  hid. Sure 

he  loves  Clorinda,  and  is  afham’d  to  think  of  his  faults  to  Calk. 

Manl.  Know,  Madam,  your  kindnefs  has  ripp’d  ope  my  hearty 
and  now  take  a fecret,  the  firft  and  laft  of  my  life  5 too  great  for  my 
heart,  though  too  little  for  her  I would  prefent  it  to  5 a fatal  one, 

I fear,  and  yet  ’tis  love  * doubting,  humble,  and  faithful  love. 

Cicil.  Then  the  gods  have  heard  the  withes  of  his  friends,  if 
'Manliusbea.  Lover. 

Manl.  Ha  ! what  do’s  my  furpriz’d  heart  hear  ? do’s  your  High- 
nefs  rejoy ce  to  find  Manlius  a Lover  ? that  glad  found  has  ftruck 
confus’d  joy  to  my  heart  3 nor  do  I know  how  to  underftand  that 
joy  of  yours.  • - 

Cicil.  O Manlius  , thy  noble  Brother  and  my  felf  have  often 
wifhedthee  a Lover,  to  refine  thy  mind,  and  weed  fome  harfhnefs, 
and  thofe  wild  thoughts  from  it,  which  like  weeds  infefi:  the  noble 
Bowers  that’nature  had  planted,  and  honour  watted  in  thy  Soul- 
diers  heart  5 love  in  Manlius  is  all  he  ought  to  wifh  for , or  his 
friends  rejoy  ce  in  j love  will  make  him  envy ’d  by  thofe  that  hate 
him,  and  ador’d  by  thofe  that  love  him  $ of  which  number  none 
is  a more  real  admirer  then  Cicilia  $ and  happy  fhe,  who  ever  (he 
be,  that  is  born  to  reign  in  thy  heart  $ for  Manlius  has  courage,  and 
all  that  is  required  to  make  a happy  friendfhip  5 and  now  I beg  to 
know  who  it  is,  that  after  a curious  and  a long  fearch  Manlius  has 
found  Worthy,  of  his  faith. 

Manl.  O Madam,  when  you  know  that  you  will  hate  me,  and 
fay  I have  reafon  to  be  fad,  and  curfe  thofe  Stars  that  have  curled 
you  and  me  % can  the  noble  Cicilia  fee  a Lover  in  my  eyes,  and 
not  find  who  it  is  by  my  a&ions  ? is  Manlius  fo  general  a Lover 
that  his  paflion  cannot  be  difcerned  ? Is  he  fuch  a dumb  diftrafted 
thing  in  all  companies,  that  his  diforder  cannot  fpeak  her  name  he 
bows  to  ? muft  my  trembling  tongue  tell  her  name  ere  your  High- 
nefsdifcern  it? 

Cicil.  Alas,  Sir,  my  bufie  heart  has  been  fo  intent  upon  her  own 
bufinefs,  I never  obferved  it  diligently  till  now , but  rather  then 
be  troublefome  to  Manlius , I fhall  wait  his  leifure,  and  not  rudely 
prefs  into  his  fecret  thoughts,  unlefs  I can  ferve  him  5 and  then  he 
wrongs  me  if  be  conceal  his  love,  who  will  to  the  world  avow  the 
friendfhip  and  value  my  heart  has  for  him. 

Manlius , ajide.  Why  fhall  I befilent  longer  ? I will  tell  her  I love 
the  gentle  Cicilia. — Stay,  Madam,  and  take  the  fecret  of  my  foul, 
&ovl"  — Twill  not  out  $ I have  yet  fo  much  honour  as  to  guard  the  door 
againft  that  guilt  that  would  fain  tell  you,  I love  5 and  the  divine 
Cicilia  is  the  object , and  if  you  be  curious  to  know  how  much  $ to 
death,  by  all. — 

„ Cicil 
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Cicil.  Hold,  no  more } my  bufie  innocence,  and  folly,  you  have 
in  two  words  fufficiently  punifhed  } yet  you  will  find  we  are  both 
deceived^  I in  a vain  falfe  opinion  that  Manlius  had  honour,  and 
was  worth  my  friendftiip } I lhould  not  elle  thus  have  betrayed  iny 
ielf  within  his  power,  where  he  (hall  find  his  part  too,  for  having 
lb  low  a thought  as  durft  doubt  my  honour } but  fince  I have  found  ' 
him  falfe,  I fhall  live  to  repent  my  errour,  as  he  will  do  this  mean 
opinion  of  me } Go  hide  thy  felf,  falfe  man,  till  thou  can’d  repent 
the  injury  thou  haft  done  thy  Brother } and  if  there  be  any  fpark 
of  that  honour  left  in  thy  heart  which  the  world  took  fire  at,  let 
fhame  kindle  that  flame  again  } Go  repent,  deep,  and  forget  this 
treacherous  adt , and  wake  again  worthy  of  thy  Brother  and 
thy  friend  } I have  yet  fo  much  kindnefs  as  to  be  forry  for  thee  } 
and  if  thy  fault  dyes  here , for  thy  Brqthers  fake,  it  palleth  as  a 
dream  , and  we  will  awake,  to  morrow,  friends  again,  elfe  thy 
love  (hall  not  exceed  my  hate  and  fcorn } No  reply  } I have  an  Ar- 
gument in  mine  own  heart  pleads  for  thee,  more  then  all  thy  words 
can  do.  , Cicilia. 

Ma.nl.  What  a fool  was  I to  put  my  felf  into  the  power  of  for- 
tune, whole  blind  partial  hands  have  ftill  oppofed  me  ? vain  deity, 
by  me  no  more  valued  when  thou  fawneft,  then  when  thou  frown- 
eft}  but  more  defpis’d  for  thy  falfe  flattery  when  thou  fmiledft  in 
the  beginning  of  our  difcourfe,  then  thou  art  hated  now,  when 
thou  haft  declared  thy  felf  and  her  mine  enemy}  thou  found’d  me, 
this  morning,  relying  upon  honour  and  vertue,  whofe  faithful  pro- 
teftion  had  I not  abandoned  to  lean  upon  thy  rouling- wheel,  1 had 
ftill  kept  the  honour  of  Manlius } who  driving  to  become  one  of 
thy  Miuions  is  now  left  fit  for  Chains  and  Greaves } which  of  thy 
hated  great  ones  attain  to  honour,  but  they  are  at  laft  hurried  to 
fates  more  violent  then  their  fortunes  ? I am  nowembarqued,and 
engaged  beyond  my  own  knowledge  } and  dare  not  find  lafety 
from  the  counfel  of  my  friends } now  the  blacknels  of  this  aft  ap- 
pears when  I dare  not  tell  my  friends  how  miferable  I am } this 
fhame  is  only  left  me  for  a ding  to  my  foul } and  all  the  Reafon 
and  Honour  I have  left  is  only  to  make  me  afnamed  of  what  I have 
done  } Calk  too,  my  laft  counfel } her  kindnefs  is  barr’d  at  this 
time  } yet  fomething  I mud  do  to  lofe  the  old  Manlius , or  to  find 
the  new.  • [_Exita 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Amadeo,  and  Lucius  in  a Dijguijc^  following  him. 

A mad/  d %HoughI  am  not  guilty  of  Otbo’s  fault  to  the  Printed, 

I yet  I am  afraid  to  appear  before  her } and  methinks, 
there  is  a kind  of  guilt  in  being  unlucky  where  we  love } and 
Otho’s  kindnefs  too  haftily  imploy’d,  has,  I fear,  gain’d  me  her  did- 
pleafure  yet  her  juftice  makes  me  hope  when  my  innocency  fhall 
appear,  ’twill  find  her  pardon  } for  if  I find  her  heart  given  to  my 
Rival,  Heaven  forbid  I fhouldoppofe  her  defires,  but  rather  with 

facrifice 
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Amadeo  re- 
ceives the  pa- 
per , and 
tv  alky  away. 


Lays  hold  on 
his  [word. 


facrifice  of  my  own  give  her  back  the  promife  and  engagement  of 
a Father  and  a Brother^  for  Amadeo  fhall  never  receive  his  Miftrels 
but  from  her  own  hands. 

Lucius.  Sir,  this  paper  is  direcld  to  your  Highnefs 3 do’s  it  re- 
quire no  anfwer  ? 

Amad.  Follow  me  to  the  Princels  Ciciha' % lodging,  and  you 
fhall  have  your  anfwer.  [ Exit  Amadeo. 

Lucius.  He  is  grown  vain  and  infolent  already  5 Death  ! is  the 
Princeffes  Chamber  become  your  place  of  audience  already  ? Hell 
upon  him, he  will  date  it  from'their  bed,if  I prevent  not  their  fpeedy 
Hymens,  I am  mad  with  rage  3 Ciciha  came  not  neither,  nor  Calk , 
as  (he  promiled  3 Manlius  is  fullen  too,  and  out  of  the  way  when 
I fhould  ufe  his  counfel  3 the  whole  frame  of  friendfhip  is  fallen  in 
pieces,  as  if  the  world  confpir’d  to  make  Lucius  miferable,  without 
the  remedy  or  protection  of  one  friend  to  advife  him  5 yet  kind 
fate  has  left  this  to  protect  me. — But  while  I talk,  and  forget  my 
felf,  I may  be  mifs’d  and  prevented  3 and  to  live  without  Ciciliay 
or  a revenge  for  her,  were  to  exceed  all  lick  men,  or  chain’d  (laves 
infcorn  andmifery.  [ Exit  Lucius. 


ACT.  V.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Calis,  and  the  Guardy  as  from  Lucius  Chamber. 

'•  v . i 

Calk.  OPeak  with  no  body  ! 

O Guard.  ’Twas  his  command. 

Calk.  Come,  I will  make  yourexcufe,  for  difobeying  him  this 
time. 

• 

Guil  d.  Pr.iy,  Madam,  pardon  us  3 till  he  calls  we  dare  not  open 
the  door. 

Cal.  Do  you  fear  I fhould  bring  him  a challenge  } well,  Sir,  I 
will  retire  5 and  when  you  lee  him,  pray,  tell  him  that  I was  here  to 
have  fpoken  with  him  from  the  Princefs  Ciciha  3 and  I believe  he 
will  not  thank  you  for  refufing  me  the  door. — This  pafiionate 
man  will  fuck  poyfon  out  of  every  *flower  3 and  I know  his  jealous 
humour,  and  cholerick  heart  is  now  gnawing  it  felf  5 and  con- 
cludes all  the  world  falfeto  him,  and  has  not  patience  to  imagine 
one  truth  of  hisbufinefs  5 ’tis  the  greateil  milery  in  the  world  to 
have  a friendfhip  with  fuch  a jealous  nature  to  whom  all  things  ap- 
pear as  his  fears  prefent  them  5 and  what  is  meant  with  mofl  kind-j 
nefs,  their  jealous  nature  corrupts  into  injuries,  fo  that  ’tis  impoffb 
blebut  friendfhip  wanting  the  nourifhment  of  faith  muft  wither 
and  dye  3 and  were  I fo  miferable  as  to  love  fuch  an  humorift,  1 
would  fet  my  heart  before  him,  and  let  him  carve  himlelf  3 for  ’tis 
impoffibletopleafehim,  give  him  what  bit  he  will:  Nowin  the 
evening  when  he  fhall  hear  I was  at  the  door,  how  he  will  (form 
that  I came  not  in  ! and  if  he  had  not  been  obey’d,  his  rage  would 
have  been  as  great  3 there  could  be  no  reconciliation’ with  a jealous 
man  3 but  that  we  know,  jealoufie  commits  andpunifhesher  owrt 
crimes  3 for  none  of  thole  doubts  but  has  his  own  fling,  which  car- 
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rics  Revenge  as  well  as  Injury  for  the  Lover.  I am  now  to  find  the, 
Princels, and  when  fhe  fhall  know  he  refus’d  to  (peak  with  me, 
"tis  ten  to  one  but  fhc  grows  as  angry  as  he  is  jealous.  They  have 
indeed  both  their  difeafes  , though  from  different  caufes  5 which  I 
fear  will  never  be  cured  till  they  are  bound  in  a pair  of  fheets  to- 
gether 5 Hymen  and  a Bed  fome  Phyfitians  hold  a certain  cure 
for  Love  ^ would  Manlius  and  I had  honeftly  tryed  the  Receipt. 

[Exit  Cal  is* 


ACT.  V.  SCEN.  VI. 


Enter  Amadeo  alone. 

Amadeo.Q^  He  is  all  a perfect  Myne  of  Virtue  5 no  one  thought  but 
1^  has  a guard,  fuch  as  Modefty  and  perfefr  Honour  fet 
over  the  Hearts  "of  Princes  $ Her  words  were  full  of  Juftice,  and 
though  fhe  conceived  her  felf  injur’d  and  negle&ed  in  her  Brothers 
Treaty,  yet  her  Anfwers  were  calm  and  full  of  civil  fence  3 ftill 
mentioning  me  and  my  paffion  with  refpeft  and  fadnefs,  which 
has  fo  divided  my  thoughts  I know  not  how  to  proceed  j If  I 
purfue  heragainff  her  will,  there  is  nothing  but  hatred  to  be  ex- 
pected. I will  obferve  her,  and  make  Clorinda  break  my  way 
either  to  her  Love  or  Friendlhip  5 and  if  my  Fortune  will  not  make 
me  hers,  yet  I will  have  the  pleafure  of  contributing  my  own  peace 

to  the  making  her  as  happy  as  fhe  defires.. This  paper  I had 

forgot : Ha  ! from  Lucius  ! 

Lucius  his  Challenge  to  Antadeo. 

'Li  1 J - 

SIR, 

I Have  this  Evening  broke  Trifon , and  fo  1 flail  all  Laws  and  Civility 
toOj  rather  then  out-live  the  Injury  your  Highnefs  has\done  me.  The 
Frincefs  Cicilin  k a Jewel  nothing  but  your  Sword  can  win  from  me  5 
though  her  Ambition  has  made  her  breaks  her  Faith,  Andjince  lean 
promije  my  feifno  longer  the  being  beloved , I am  refolved  to  be  re- 
venged^ or  fall  in  the  attempt. . This  Morning  I flail  expe&  your 
Highnef  under  the  wood  fide  by  Juno’r  Temple , where  I flail  attend  yon 
alone  with  my  Sword  only.  The  Honour  I have  had  to  kpowyour  High- 
nefl  makes  me  not  doubt  the  receiving  this fatisfaffion , that  I may  at 
leafi  preferve  my  Honour  , though  the  rafl  Cicilia  hasfalfely  prophand 

hf>rr.  _ . • '"f 

' ^ m j.'Pt  !i';r  I 1 I.bV.VW. .)  . ,)  . ' i/i.  . 1 .“j,.;. 

i r.  i .'-fo-r  Lucius, 

1C'  ’vz  ..b-T:d  ••'b/ivoj  bn:"  ><•. 

r Fond  Luci  w^doft  thou  need  more  Enemies  then  thy  lelf?Tky  wild 
Injurious  Heart  has  wrong’d  a Princels,  whofe  leaft  thoughts  thou 
art  unworthy  of  5 and,  for  her  fake  I will  meet  thee  5 and  if  my 
Innocence  be  any  guard,  I fhall  punifh  thy  low  thoughts  of  the 
moft  excellent  of  Women.  Cicilia  break  her  Faith?  Vain  and 
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and  falfe  ? He  would  have  me  believe  fhe  has  given  it  him.  Fool ! 
She  knows  too  well  the  value  of  that  Jewel  to  give  it  thy  lavage 
Heart.  Rafh  Cicilia  ! Rafh  Lucius  rather,  whofe  madnefs  has  now 
made  room  for  my  hopes,  and  given  an  occafion  I could  not  have 
hoped  for  $ And  I fhall  take  it , to  (hew  hcnv  much  I loved  the 
Princefs,  and  how  little  thou  deferveft  to  be  preferr’d  before  me. 
Sure  no  Man  of  Honour  could  ever  have  thought  he  fhould  have 
occafion  to  draw  his  Sword  in  the  defence  of  the  Princefs  Cicilia  s 
Honour  againft  one  that  knew  her.  And  who  knows  but  For- 
tune has  appointed  this  Injury  to  give  me  the  advantage  of  the 
Sword  againft  Lucius , who  thus  long  took  Romes  Sword,  not  to 
fight  his  Countries  quarrel , but  his  private  intereft  5 and  purfued 

me  as  his  Rival,  not  Romes  Enemy.  I will  inftantly  find  him. 

Hah,  C lor  in  da  .<?  [ Enter  Clorinda. 

Clorinda.  Brother,  faw  you  the  Prince  fince  his  confinement  ? 

Amadeo.  Yes,  and  he  is  as  much  to  leek  for  the  caufe  as  they 
will  be  for  fatisfadion  that  caufed  it$  We  hear  Lucius  is  a Pri- 
foner  too. 

Clorinda.  I believe  the  caufe  is  eafily  guefs’d  5 you  know  the 
Prince  and  his  Sifter  have  this  Morning  difputed  with  fome  heat 
and  Choler  concerning  our  affairs  j Lucius  too  is  inform’d  that 
the  Tretor  has  given  his  confent  at  the  defire  of  Otho } and  the 
difpleafure  the  Princefs  {hewed  her  Brother  is  but  a fpark  of  that 
Fire  you  are  to  exped  from  Lucius , whofe  nature  can  never  endure, 
nor  diftemble  his  troubles  } whence  came  you  now? 

Amadeo.  From  making  my  excufeto  the  Princefs,  where  I re- 
ceived fo  civil  a refentment  of  my  proceedings,  that  her  diflike  was 
but  one  degree  of  lefs  Obligation  then  the  acceptance  of  my  Love 
would  have  been.  For  I muftconfefs,  my  Reafon  Honours  the 
Princefs  when  fhe  ads  great  things } and  to  be  faithfull  is  moft 
Princely.  ’Tis  like  her  felf,  to  avow  her  Friendfhip}  yet  her 
words  were  full  cf  civility,  and,  in  all  her  expreflions  as  juft  to  me, 
as  kind  to  Lucius  ^ And  that  Civil  Juftice  fhall  bind  me  as  much 
as  her  Love  can  my  Rival.  And  though  his  pretence  may  be  more 
fortunate  then  mine,  yet  who  ever  fhall  give  a true  Charader 
hereafter  o£Amadeo\  Love,  the  world  fhall  fay,  he  owes  nothing 
to  Honour  nor  Cicilia ’s  Friendfhip. 

Clorinda.  Be  yet  fo  kind  to  me  as  to  vifit  the  Prince,  who  is  now 
our  Prifoner } to  whom  pray  fay  all  that  a Maid  is  fit  to  juftifie,  all 
that  Amadeo  s Sifter  fhould  fay  when  fuch  a Lover  wooe9,  and  fuch 
a Brother  counfels,  while  I find  the  Princefs,  and  take  the  firft  oc- 
cafion I can  handfomely  to  prefent  your  Refolutions. 

Amadeo.  Farewel,  dear  Clorinda  $ I fhall  not  fail  to  vifit  the 
Prince  as  foon  as  I have  difpatch’d  a bufinefs  which  concerns  me 
to  give  audience  in  this  Morning.  Live  and  Love,thy  Brother,dear 
Clorinda. 

Clorinda.  Love  my  Brother  ! \Exeunt. 

\_He- lets  fall  the  paper  Lucius  gave  wifeen  of  either. 
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ACT.  V.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  Lucius  alone. 


Lucius.  'TpHis  is  the  place,  within  this  wood  I will  expect  him  ^ 
X I wonder  he  is  thus  late  } guilt  has  his  fting,  though  in 
the  Courage  of  Amadeo  $ when  he  is  to  juftifie  an  ill  adion  he  is 
even  flow  in  coming.  [Exit. 

Enter  Manlius  in  his  Retreat. 

Manlius.  Reveng’d  ? upon  whom  ? foul  Revenge  is  due  to  thee, 
not  from  thee  5 Thou  haft  injur’d  a Friend,  a Brother,  and  a 
Miftrils } and  thou  talkft  of  being  reveng’d , of  which  of  thefe? 
good  Heaven  ! whither  am  I fallen  ? Reafon  and  Honour  are 
dead  within  my  Heart,  and  the  Coward  is  crept  into  this  breaft, 
elfe  I could  lave  all  yet  ^ Thus : this  Sword  bent  againft  the  T ray- 
tor  here  would  do  it  yet.  But  Honour  has  loft  his  power.  Lull: 
and  Revenge  reign  Tyrants  over  my  Heart,  Revenge  : whofe  plea- 
lure  is  of  fo  Ihort  a reign,  it  fcarce  out-lafts  a thought  longer  then 
the  ftorms  that  Injuries  and  Anger  raife } and  who  enjoyes  it  moft 
is  moft  Beaft  , and  fhews  more  wicked  nature  then  all  the  leveral 
vices  that  Man  was  born  fubjed  to } Nay,  ’tis  hard  to  fay,  who 
repents  a revengefull  Mind  moft,the  Revenger  or  the  fad  fubjed  of 
his  Revenge  5 That  I,  who  this  Morning  was  a Lover,  fhould  be- 
fore night  degenerate  into  fuch  contraries  as  Hate,and  defire  to  de- 
ftroy  the  thing  I lov’d  , it  ftarts  my  Soul.  I that  would  have  dy- 
ed this  Morning  to  have  ferv’d  or  pleas’d  Cicilia,  am  now  bent  at 
the  rate  of  all  that  is  precious  to  Man , Honour,  Health,  and  Peace 
of  Mind,  to  feekher  defpight,  and,  with  hazard  of  mine  own  life, 
ftrike  Lucius , though  a Brother,  which  flic  nor  Nature  can  long 
er  proted } For  though  my  Heart  tells  me  he  is  my  Brother,  yet  Ihe 
has  faid  he  is  my  Rival  5 which  very  thought  has  more  myfterie  in 
it  5 then  Ifhalllivetounderftand.  That  I fhould  have  reafon  to 
know  this,  and  not  have  power  to  mafter  that  impious  Paftion  ! 
They  have  too  much  reafon  who  affirm  there  is  a Fate  in  all  things , 
which  commands  above  our  Reafon  ^ and  ’tis  vanity  in  Man  to 
think  or  refolve  he  will  be  virtuous : His  Stars  laugh  at  him } and 
what  is  writ  in  Heaven  we  muft  ad,  for  we  but  play  our  parts  here  $ 
how  would  the  world  wonder  elfe,  when  they  fhall  read  this  part 
of  my  ftory  } Manlius , that  in  his  youth  did  fomething  like  Hon- 
our , and  afpir’d  at  nothing  but  a fair  Fame,  proud  of  the  worlds 
efteem } Now,  when  he  has  found  the  higheft  Objed  Honour  and 
Virtue  can  work  upon,  which  is  to  Love  handfomely,  without 
any  defign  or  hope  of  Reward  more  then  fuch  a virtuous  adion 
brings  5 To  know  this,  and  to  defpife  all  the  rewards  that  the  Gods 
and  Cicilia  muft  owe  to  fuch  an  adion,  and  facrificeto  Revenge 
all  that  a Brother,  a Friend,  and  a Miftrifs  claim,  muft  beget  mife- 
ries  which  already  beget  my  defpair.  Love,  if  thou  bee’ft  a God, 
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as  thy  blindnefs  has  led  me  to  this  precipice,thou  haft  wings  though 
no  Eyes  5 and  ’twill  be  Juftice  to  lend  me  them  to  lave  me } elfe  this 
new  kind  of  madnefs  will  find  too  late  a pity.My  Hate  levels  at  alb 
Brother  and  Friend  are  notout  of  diftance.  What  fhe  loves  Imuft 
hate,  my  Rival  cannot  be  my  friend  $ nor  can  I with  patience  think 
fhe  fhould  be  any  others  , though  I know  fhe  will  never  be  mine  5 
But  woe  to  the  happy  Lover  who  ever  he  be,  ’tis  not  Brother  nor 
Friend  fhall  proteft  him.  Calk  too , though  I never  faid  I lov’d, 
yet  I have  liftned  to  what  fhe  has  faid  of  modeft  and  kind  $ fo  that 
this  crime  of  mine  cannot  ftab  lefs  then  four } for  each  bafe  ad  that  I 

A wife  with-  commit  , fhe  will  bleed  though  innocent. Ha,  what  noife  is 

that)  ’tis  Horfe-men  5 fure  I am  purfu’d,  I will  take  the  covert  of 
this  wood  to  obfervethe  motion.  [ Exit  Manlius. 

Enter  Amadeo. 

Amacleo.  This  by  the  defcription  fhould  be  the  place,  yonder 
are  the  Hermits  Houles,  and  there  is  the  Temple.  [Exit  Ama. 

ACT.  V.  SC  EN.  VI. 

Enter  Clorinda,  Cicilia,  and  Stella. 

Clorinda .T  Come  not.  Madam,  to  juftifie  the  miftaken  kindnefs  of 
J Prince  Otho , whole  Friendfhip  to  me  out-ran  the  refped 
was  due  to  your  Highnefs  ^ when  I deiired  him  to  fpeak  for  my 
Brother,  his  Love  miftook  the  Objed,  and  without  either  of  our 
knowledge  moved  it  to  the  P ret  or.  This  we  both  ftarted  at  when 
he  told  us  the  fuccefs,  and  fear’d  what  your  juft  difdain  would  do, 
when  you  fhould  find  we  had  not  paid  the  duty  and  civility  a Lo- 
ver owes  to  fuch  a Mind  , whom  we  firft  ought  to  have  prepared, 
being  the  chief  concern’d  in  Love  and  Hymen.  This  Truth, 
Madam,  has  faults  enough,  and  therefore  we  may  hope  to  find 
belief , and  this  Errour  which  a Brother  committed,  we  hope  for  a 
Brothers  fake  may  be  pardoned. 

Cicilia.  Your  Highnefs  had  need  make  no  more  excufe  } though, 
I confefs  I was  lomething  troubled  at  the  firft  ^ But  lince  I received 
a vifit  from  the  Prince,  I am  fo  far  from  accufing  him  when  I per- 
ceived his  Innocence  } l think  he  will  confefs,  I faid  more  to  let 
him  fee  I was  not  angry,  then  I fhould  have  done  to  have  pleafed 
another } For  give  me  leave  to  tell  you^Clorinda , in  all  her  kindnefs, 
has  not  more  value  for  Prince  Amadeo , then  I have.  But  love  him  I 
muft  not.Ciciliah  not  worth  her  efteem  when  fhe  is  falie  to  her  vows, 
which  (I  confels,)  I have  given  Lucius  t,  and  nothing  but  Lucius  can 
abfolve  that  vow.  Death,  or  Lucius  his  faults,  can  onely  fet  Cicilia 
free  5 This  I would  have  told  the  Prince,  but  that  I was  loath  to 
add  to  his  griefs  a knowledge  that  might  make  him  hate  my  friend 
or  me.  / 

Clorinda.  I know  my  Brothers  Heart  fo  well , lam  confident 
he  will  worfhip  this  Virtue  in  your  Highnefs,  equal  to  all  the 
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bleffings  of  the  world  befide  5 and  when  he  fhall  know  your 
Heart  has  pity  for  him.  Honour  will  change  his  Love  to  Friendfnip^  f , 
and  Adoration  5 and  he  will  dill  worfhip  the  fair  Cicilia^  without  tbe  *ap&* 
one  earthly  wifh  or  Train  of  mortal  thoughts.  Amadeo 

Cicilia.  What  paper  is  that  ? let  fall. 

Stella.  I know  not.  Madam.  She  gives  Cl 

Cicilia.  Tis  directed  to  Prince  Amadeo . I fhall  not  be  fo  curious  ci^a  tbe 
to  know  the  fecret.  _ 

Clorinda . Not  I , Madam,  till  you  read  it  5 I am  certain  my  f/7/  fjp^t0 
Brother  has  no  fecrets  he  would  hide  from  Cicilia , lince  flic  knows  Clorinda.  ° 
he  loves. 

Cicilia.  I fibould  know  this  hand,  tis  Lucius  his  Character,  my 
Heart  flails  me  } This  paper  bodes  Tome  mifchief. 

Clorinda.  She  is  troubled,  pray.  Madam,  read  it  without  any 
fcruple. 

Cicilia.  I confefs,  I would  fain  be  fatisfied,  for  l have  as  much 
Intered  in  the  Chara&er  as  Clorinda  has  in  the  direction,  ’tis  Lucius 
his  hand. 

Clorinda.  Heaven  forbid  my  fears,  pray  give  it  me,— — ’tis  a She  reads 
challenge  from  Lucius.  till  Jhe  corns 

Cicilia.  This  I feared  5 Calk , a word  5 Your  Pardon,  Madam.  *0  Lucius 

[Exeunt  Cicilia  and  Calls.  in}unous 

Clorinda.  Something  I mud  do  to  prevent  this  mifchief  5 who  anc * 

that  had  read  this  paper  would  hereafter  trud  the  Love  of  any, 1 Kn  °^s' 
fince  Lucius  can  be  thus  faulty  to  fuch  a perfon  } My  Heart  begins 
to  doubt , Otho  may  have  his  fiults  too,  but  this  is  no  time  to  talk. 

Enter  Marius,  Dyon,  Lyfmder,  and  a Guard. 

Marius.  Cone  ? 

Dyon.  Gone  Sir  ^ he  leap’d  his  window  that  look’d  into  the 
Carden. 

Ly finder.  Prince  Amadeo  is  from  his  Lodging  too,  and  was  feen 
to  ride  out  alone  this  Morning. 

Marius . Take  the  Guards  and  follow  them  with  all  dilgence  y 
difpcrfe  your  felves,  and  if  it  be  podible  prevent  them. 

Clorinda.  Stay,  my  Lord  5 Sir,  if  youpleafe  to  read  this  paper, 

’twill  direct  you  where  you  may  certainly  find  them } I found  it  in-. 

the  Gallerv  this  Mornine  He  reads  the 

Marius.  Infolent  andralfe,thou  fhalt  find  what  ’tis  todefpife  my  10 

Orders  , and  violate  the  Roman  Frotellion  given  a Prince  y be- 
fide what  my  Judice  fhall  inflift  upon  thee,  that  durd  without  my 
leave,  treat  this  fawey  Friendfhip  with  my  Daughter  $ and  not 
onely  rob  me  of  the  Duty  of  a Child,  but  difhonourably  feek  to 
take  her  fair  Name  from  her.  Lyfander , and  Dyon , hade  to  the 
Grove,  where  Juno's  Temple  dands,  there  is  the  place  of  ap- 
pointment ^ Alive  or  dead  bring  him  to  our  Judice.  Dyon^  you 
know  me, look  I be  not  difobeyed  5 Some  of  you  call  Cicilia  hither, 
and  fat  a drong  Guard  upon  Otho.  Your  pardon.  Madam  5 this 
trouble  has  made  me  thus  long  forget  my  refped  to  you  y Thisln- 

folence 
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folencefhewed  to  the  Prince.,  and  defpifing  of  the  Roman  Difci - 
pline , has  robbed  me  of  my  patience  5 But  I (hall  give  his  Highneft 
full  fatisfaftion,  and  with  his  blood  make  him  an  example. 

Clorinda.  Heaven  forbid,  Sir  5 1 know  Amadeo  will  fooner  die 
for  him,  then  bring  any  fuch  fad  Calamity  to  his  friends  , and 
there  is  much  to  be  faid  on  both  (ides.  You  have  high  Reafon, 
and  ought  to  have  the  firffc  place,  as  his  and  Romes  General , doubly 
injur’d  in  your  blood  and  powers  Yet  Love  and  heat  of  youth 
have  their  Friends  that  plead  for  Lucius.  And  we  cannot  expeft. 
Sir,  a Souldier  and  a Lover  enraged  (hould  find  place  for  Reafon. 
Honour  and  Opinion  (lave  the  world  too  much  } Lucius  is  a Ro- 
man 5 and  from  Romes  example  where  he  findes  difficulties  he 
draws  his  Sword  to  remove  them  } See  the  Princefs. 

Enter  Cicilia  and  Calls.  ' 

Calk.  His  difpleafure  is  high , for  his  Orders  were  to  kill  him 
if  he  refitted,  or  elfe  to  bring  him  alive  to  Juttice } You  know 
howftriftthe  Roman  Difcipline  is,  upon  fuch  a breach  as  this,  to 
which  is  added  Perfonal  Injuries } and  if  your  Highnels  do  not  in- 
terpofe,  ’twill  be  fad  ; there  is  no  fafety  for  him  if  you  fhew  a dif- 
pleafure. 

Cicilia.  Though  he  has  injur’d  me,  I will  not  be  fo  unjutt 
to  condemn  him,  before  I hear  him  fpeak  5 fear  not ,C a /# ,’tis  not  the 
anger  of  others  {hall  make  me  forget  what  I owe  to  Lucius  } and 
though  he  has  done  a ralli  aft  in  difobeying  my  Father  and  my  felf, 
yet  I will  look  upon  that  difobedience  as  Love  to  me  } and  Heaven 
forbid  I fhould  joyn  to  punifh  him  for  faults  committed  upon  that 
fcore. 

Marius.  I fent  to  fpeak  with  you  5 did  you  know  any  thing  of  this 
bufinefs  ? 

Cicilia.  Nothing  but  what  my  fears  prompted  me  to,  and  that  I 
gave  you  an  Accompt  of  by  Calls. 

Marius.  If  he  hold  his  appointment,  I (hall  at  latt  have  my  Re- 
venge upon  him. 

Cicilia.  I am  forry  to  find  your  H ighnefs  thus  bent  again  ft  a Per- 
fon  whofe  Friendftiip  to  me  has  been  thus  l#ng  known  to  my 
Father^  ’Tistrue,  this  aft  is  not  to  be  defended,  but  I am  confi- 
dent I need  neither  blufh  the  becoming  his  Mediator,  nor  my 
Father  be  afhamcd  to  let  my  importunity  prevail  againft  the  fo- 

S-be  kneels  "verity  of  that  Law  that  cDndemns  my  F riend. Which  thus  I do 

upon  my  knees,  interpoling  my  Tears  to  (ave  from  your  difpleafure 
a forfeit  Friend. 

Marius.  Rife } you  mutt  not  plead  for  fuch  an  infolent  offender  } 
Innocence  comes  in  queftion  when  it  appears  fo  partial  in  the  in- 
^ K rl;ef'  terceflion  for  the  Guilty. 

Cicilia.  Sir,  my  Intereft  in  all  his  fufferings  plead  for  him,  Lucius 
his  guilt  is  my  pride  5 Lucius  his  crimes  is  love  of  me,and  here  again 
I profefs  him  my  Friend , I love  the  Man,  and  if  you  punifh  him 
you  make  his  crimes  mine  in  the  Affliftion}  and  though  I had  no 

hand 
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hand  in  his  guilt , yet  I (hall  feele  all  his  punifhment , fuch 
is  the  myfterie  of  Friendfhip  5 You  cannot  execute  him  a- 
lone , and  I am  as  innocent  as  the  Law  you  would  revenge } 
and  your  Juftice  upon  Lucius  is  unjuft  upon  me  j fo  that 
to  fatisfie  an  Injury,  you  will  murther  a Daughter.  This  be- 
loved Guilt,  this  affefted  Malefaftor  has  won  my  Heart  j even 
this  Crime  is  an  Obligation.  My  Friendftiip  (hard  in  all  his 
good , and  (hall  I abandon  him  in  his  milery  ? Heaven  forbid. 
You  know.  Sir,  in  his  healthy  hours,  in  his  dayes  of  Triumph, 
Lucius  left  not  me  out.  Can  I then  with  Honour  ihare  with 
him  in  his  glories,  and  abandon  him  in  this  fad  affiifted  Fortune, 
where  I am  the  caufe  too  ? It  cannot,  it  muft  not  be.  You  may 
deny  me  his  life,  but  know  then,  you  cannot  perfwade  me  to 
out-live  him.  Nothing  fhall  fay , Lucius  was  fo  much  gallanter 
then  Cicilia , as  to  die  for  her  that  would  not  in  his  Funeral  bear 
him  company. 

Marius,  While  Lucius  knew  how  t6  be  a Souldier , I loved 
and  preferr’d  him  5 But  grown  Infolent , and  perverted  in  his 
Nature  5 as  his  virtues  found  my  Friendfhip , fo  his  crime 
Ihall  feel  my  Juftice,  till  he  ftands  in  ftory  an  example  of 
both. 

Cicilia,  When  Lucius  was  in  health  he  needed  none  of 
your  Phyfick , and  now  he  is  lick , you  will  not  afford  him 
a remedy } Innocent  Lucius  fear’d  not  your  power , even  that 
power  which  his  fwordhas  confirm’d,  though  now  you  threaten 
his  noble  life  with  it.  Nor  will  the  world  wonder  why  T 
plead  for  him  : Is  guilty  Lucius  fuch  a common  Theam  ? 
Were  he  not  guilty,  why  fhould  I bow  my  knees  ? A Daughter 
to  one,  and  a Friend  to  the  other?  Are  her  tears  no  tie?  Are 
her  knees  bowed , and  her  hands  held  up , of  no  force  with  a 
Father  for  a Friend  ? Is  there  nothing  due  to  thefe  ? Common 
Miferies  find  common  Remedies  ; And  my  Father  may  by  a 
thoufand  wayes  fhew  tris  Juftice,  though  now  for  my  fake  he  fhew 
Lucius  Mercy. 

Marius.  Fond  Girl, Thy  kindnefs  but  heaps  coals  upon  his  head, 
and  fpeaks  him  a black  Villain  to  injure  a perfon  fo  far  above  him 
both  in  Love  and  Honour. 

Cicilia.  My  Reafon , Sir,  loved  him  once,  and  my  Love 
makes  me  pity  him  now  5 his  Virtues  overcame  me  then,  and 
I but  imitated  the  world  in  loving  him.  Thoufands  were  Lu- 
cius his  Virtues,  thoufands  were  his  glories , and  ten  thoufand 
were  the  ties  he  has  lay’d  upon  the  world  $ Single  is  this  ha- 
tred, Sir,  fingle  his  Crime,  fingle  your  Juftice  too , and  in  that. 
Cruel.  Lucius  was  ever  glorious,  and  but  once  guilty.  Ye  Gods ! 
who  would  through  fuch  narrow  wayes  and  crooked  pathes,  with 
difficulties,  hunt  for  flying  Honour,  if  her  wealth  prove  fuch  a 
burthen  unto  Men  , that  even  with  Friends  an  Age  of  Virtue 
cannot  weigh  down  onerafh  Aft?  Lucius  for  one  Crime  dies,  for 
whom  a thoufand  generous  aftions  paft  could  not  prevail  3 and 
Cicilia , from  a cruell  parent  muft  return  deny’d.  But  I have 

yet 
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yet  anger  enough  left  to  laugh  at  thofe  that  believe  this  Cuelty 
can  make  way  for  any  low  defign. 

Marius,  See  fond  Wretch,  blufh  and  hate  thy  Folly.  Read 
this,  and  be  thy  own  Judge.  Behold  what  a Friendfhip  thou  haft 
built  thy  Peace  upon,  fcorn’d  and  fufpe&ed  $ In  that  read  thy 
Lucius , and  fee  to  what  a miferable  Fate  thou  art  arrived,  after 
thy  having  given  thy  Honour,  Duty,  and  Brothers  kindnefs  to 
purchafe  aFriendfhip  with  a Jealous,  Cholerick,  Infolent  Youth. 
Go,  hafte  to  the  Temple,  make  him  your  Lord,  that  he  may  chufe 
fome  other  Beauty  to  pay  his  broken  vows  to. 

He  gives  her  Lucius  Challenge  to  readme  reads 
j the  paper, fir  ikes  her  breafi,  and  throve  s it}  a- 
way,  and  goes  in,  [Exeunt  omnes. 
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Marius,  The  Roman  Pretor,  Lieutenant  of  Lombardy . 

Otho , His  Son,  and  General  under  him. 

Cicilia,  His  Daughter. 

City,  Her  Friend. 

Dyon,  A Gentleman  of  Rome. 

Orante , The  Lombard  Prince. 

Clyandre , A Lombard. . 

Tnrnus,  A banifli’d  Lombard. 

Lucius  ) (General  of  the  Horfe. 

8c  > Brothers  \ 

Manlius ) (Lieutenant-general  of  the  Army. 

C/<?0«  | Two  Romans. 

Memnony 

Amadeo , Prince  of  Savoy. 

Ctorinda , His  Sifter. 

Lyfander , A Lord  of  Savoy . 

Stella , Cicilia  s Woman. 

Two  Hermits . 

Banditoes. 

Sonldiers  and  Servants , Such  as  the  Scene  requires. 
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i : v : ? . . ; 

Enter  Amadeo,  and  Lucius,  they  ftrip  and 
Make  ready  to  Fight. 


s 


Amadeo.  Ee,  Sir,  I am  here,  according  to  your  defire  $ But 
know,  till  I had  read  your  Paper,  I had  nothing  of 
Quarrel  to  you  ; But  that  hadifo  little  of  Lucius^  I 
cannot  but  hate  my  Fortune , when  I confider  my 
felf  out-rivafd  by  one  that  has  fo  low  a thought 
of  the  Princefs  ; In  whofe  name  and  revenge  I draw  my  Sword. 

Luc/.  Tis  better  well-come  then  your  words;  For  the  wounds They  fight, 
that  you  have  given  both  my  Love  and  Honour  are  paid  their  Re-  ^ tl,e  nnlie  °f 
medy  : and  thus  I mu  ft  be  healed,  or  receive  more. 


Enter  Manlius. 


their  J words 
makgs  Man- 
lius come  out. 
Both  are 
wounded . 


Manlius.  Twas  the  noife  of  Swords,  — ha  ! Two  fighting.  — He  draws , 
Ye  gods!  Lucius  send  Amadeo,  my  Rivals:  why  does  heaven  thus  and  funs  to 
tempt  me  ) — Prince  Amadeo , as  you  have  honour,  hold ; Why  ?art 
Lucius , Amadeo , Lucius , Brother,  pray  hold.  . > . 

Amadeo.  Ha,  Manlius  ! Lucius  , if  I would  injure  you  , I could, 
fay,  this  is  not  well  to  have  your  Brother  here ; But  I am  fo  confi- 
dent of  his  Honour,  that  I cannot  fear  an  Injury  from  him. 

Manl/us . How  comes  this  ?•  Did  you  not  promife,  you  calmly 
would  Expeft  your  Fortunes , and  not  lofe  a Miftrifs,  and  a Friend 
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both  ? have  I,  for  this,  labour’d  both  your  Interefts  with  the  like 
faith  and  reality,  neither  fwayed  by  the  Partiality  of  a Brother, 
nor  the  kindnefs  of  a Friend,  to  find  you  two  deftroying  all  my 
hopes,  and  your  own  ? What  ridiculous  thought  is  that  which  tells 
you,  your  Swords  fhould  decide  who  fhall  have  the  Princefs  ? Do’s 
your  Highnefs  think  that  (he,  or  her  friends',  will  be  won  with  a 
Murder  ? Or  can  Lucius , after  all  his  practice,  and  knowledge  of 
Cicilia , fo  miftake  her,  as  to  believe  (he  will  be  fet  the  Reward  of 
the  fuccefsfulleft  Sword  ? Now  fhe  will  defpife  you  both  for  this 
bold  claim  you  lay  to  her  5 Tis  not  now,  who  (he  will  (hall  be 
happy  } A duel.  Not  her  kindnefs  mud  difpofe  of  it , As  if  Cicilia 
were  & thing  any  may  have  that  can  catch  her.  I am  afham’d  to 
find  you  have  loft  your  Reafons } How  muft  the  Fretor  and  the 
Prince  underftand  this, when  they  find  themfelves  fo  far  neglesfted  > 
when  they  find  a Sifter  and  a Daughter  cut  from  their  Power  by  a 
Duel  ? Lucius , this  Jealous  anger  will  deftroy  all  your  hopes  j 
Pray,  Sir,  let  me  know  the  caufe  of  this  fudden  change. 

Amad.  Your  brother  can  beft  inform  you,  who,  this  morning 
called  me  out  \ But,  why,  I am  yet  Ignorant. 

Lucius.  Your  Highnefs  is  not  fo  ignorant  of  the  caufe  as  you 
pretend, though  my  brother  be  $ To  whom  I now  confefs  what  your 
Highnefs  already  knows  ^ Know  then , After  the  Princefs , in  the 
prefence  of  Calls  and  the  gods,  gave  to  thy  brother  her  hand,  in 
faith  of  Friendfhip,and  her  vows  were  writ  in  Heaven  5 yet,  after 
this.  Building  on  his  greatnefs,  The  Prince,  and  his  party,  have  fe- 
duced  her  heart,  and,  by  the  Intereft  of  a Brother,  they  have  made 
Cicilia  falfe,  and  Lucius  miferable. 

Maul.  Ha  ! What  (ays  he? 

Lucius.  Otho0  too,  ungrateful  Otho , All  my  fervices  thrown  by, 
has  Interefled himfeif  iii  my  Ruine,  and  has  chid,  and  threatned 
his  Sifter  to  her  difhonbur  5 Otho , Manlius  JOtho , for  whom  I fo  often 
have  fhcd  my  blood,  has 'gained  the  Fret  or  s confent  for  Prince  A- 
madeo , and  Cicilia  muft  be  his  5 And  thy  brother , ( after  her  faith 
given)  Rejected 5 Now  if  thefe  Injuries  be  fit  for  Lucius  to  bear, 
then  chide  him  5 if  not,  retire,  and  let  me  fin i(h  my  Revenge,  and 
do  not  thou  Joyn  in  my  difhonour  too. 

Manlius.  Is  this  Truth,  or  do  you  both  confpire  to  make  me 
mad  ? 

Lucius.  Truth,  by  Heaven,  after  fne  had  given  her  faith  to  thy 
Brother. 

Manlius.  Put  up  your  Sword  then , and  take  a fecret  from  a de- 
fperate  heart  5 Know,  I hate  you  both,  and  Cicilia  is  the  Caufe  ^ 
Cicilia  has  begot  that  hate  } Hell  on  all  your  T ruft,  would  you  had 
been  ftruck  blind,  and  dumb  both,  when  you  faw  her  firft,  then 
your  praife  had  never  betray’d  me  to  my  ruine.  Why  did  you  fend 
me  to  her  when  you  found  fuch  Magick  in  her  Eyes,  as  neither  of 
you  could. refill:?  Why  fhould  you  believe  me  fuch  a fool,  or 
lo  blind,  as  not  to  love,  or  Court  fuch  a Bleffing  ? Why  fhould 
you  believe  Manlius  fo  cold  or  Dull,  when  he  faw  fuch  a prize, 
fuch  a reward  for  Honour  , calmly  to  (it  ftill  while  you  poft 
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feft  her  ? What  claim  has  either , more  then  Manlius  , But  that 
you  Taw  her  firft  ? 

Lucius.  Sure,  he  raves. 

Marti.  No,  Lucius^  I love  : and,  defpair  of  what  I love  makes 
me  hate  the  fortunate  Lover  5 And  who  ever  he  be , let  him  be 
furel  am  in  my  grave  before  he  darepoflefs  her  5 For  by  Heaven, 

I will  kill  him  } And  fince  Amadeo  is  like  to  be  the  man,  let  him  de- 
fend himfelf 5 (he  knows,  I love  5 and  I know  (he  hates  me  for  ha- 
ving fa  id  fo. 

(He  offers  to  fight  vcith  Amadeo,  Lucius  heats  down  his  jword.) 

Lucius.  Hold,  by  all  thy-paft  Honours,  or  I will  ftrike  thee  at  my 
Feet  3 ’tis  no  tie  of  blood  (hall  make  me  fpare  thee.  Though! 
have  loft  Cicilia , I will  preferve  my  felf  lit  for  her  in  all  her 
virtues. 

Manlius.  Why  fhould  not  I be  revenged,  as  well  as  Lucius  ? 

Lucius.  Take  your  time  } If  he  out  live  me.  The  man  will  fight  5 
you  know  he  will  , you  have  tryed  him  5 What  would  the  world 
lay,  if  he  fhould  die  now  ? would  they  not  call  us  Treacherous  and 
Cowards,  that  betrayed  a Gallant  ftranger,  and  called  him  forth, 
under  pretence  of  Honour,  to  Murther  him  ? 

Manlius.  Who  dares  fay  fo,  while  we  live  ? 

Lucius.  All  dare  fay,  and  believe  it  too. 

Amadeo.  You  had  beft  refolve.  Sir,  We  lofe  time  } for  thee 
(Manlius')  I fcorn  to  claim  a friendship  with  thee } Yet  my  wonder 
would  fain  know,  why  you  are  fo  furious?  Sure  ;tis  no  news  to 
Manlius , that  I love  the  Princefe. 

Manlius.  You, and  all  the  world  may  love  her,fo  (he  loves  me  5 
But  Cicilia  loves  Lucius , and  Amadeo  (hall  enjoy  her  if  I prevent  it 
not  } This  is  the  caufe  of  all  my  Anger : I profefs  my  felf  an  Enemy 
to  any  thing  more  fortunate  then  I am  in  my  Love  5 And  if  you 
have  her  Fathers  Confent,  and  he  hers,  what  refts  then  but  defpair 
for  me?  Refolve  therefore  which  will  be  firft  } for  by  degrees,  I 
will  either  fall,  or  deftroyyou  both}  Think  not  upon  any  other 
Enemy,  while  I am  upon  the  Earth. 

Amadeo.  His  love  is  not  more  new,  then  Extravagant}  But  if 
Lucius  will  look  on,  I am  ready  to  punilhthy  falfhood  to  a friend, 
and  a brother. 

Manlius.  And  I,  to  kill  a happy  Rival,  that  muft,  I know,  de- 
fpife  me,becaufe  my  Miftrifs  do’s  fo } All  the  world  will  feeRafcal 
writ  in  my  face,  if  I out-live  ftory,  that  have’loft  a Friend , a Bro- 
ther, and  mine  Honour  too,  for  nothing  } Baubles,  fuch  as  Chil- 
dren play  with,  will  be  more  precious  then  the  name  of  Manlius 
’ Twill  become  a by-name  for  Treachery  and  Folly  : Defpifed  and 
falfe  as  Manlius ,1  will  not  live  to  fee  the  Day,  --  Defend  your  felf.  — Lucius 
Be  thou  the  man  then,  that  has  won  and  loft  her  } Poor  Spirited  Lu-^0U>nJ)ls 
cius,  to  let  her  go  when  her  faith  was  thine?  ’Twas  Lucius  made^’r  ' 
her  hate  and  defpife  me.  When  I was  faulty  (he  loved  thee,  jealous  Lucius' *° 
mad  man,  for  which  defend  thy  poor  heart. 
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Amad.  Manlius , Lucius  ! What  Planet  has  ftruck  thefe  men  > Are 
you  not  afhamed,  Brothers,  to  bend  your  Swords  againft  each  o- 
ther  ? have  you  neither  Honour.,  nor  Reafon  left  ? 

Manlius.  Tell  me  not  of  reafon,  Honour,  Friend,  nor  Brother, 
They  are  all  Idle  founds,  without  love  5 Without  her  love  I am 
an  Enemy  to  all  the  world  } therefore  fpare  your  tongue,  and  ufe 
your  fword  , This  Oracle  fhall  tell  you  who  is  defign d for  Cicilia  % 
love  5 Do  not  defpife  my  words,  for  you  fhall  not  befo  diligent  to 
gain  her  Love,  but  this  (hall  be  as  follicitous  in  the  deftruction  of 
what  fhe  loves. 

Lucius.  Perfidious,  Degenerate  Wretch,  Coward,  Baftard,  no 
Brother  of  Lucius  5 hence  thou  barbarous  Dog,  be  gone  } or,  by  all 
the  gods,  that  thou  haft  prophaned,  under  my  feet  I will  tread  thy 
hated  flefh.  ("Manlius  laughs.) 

Manlius.  How  often  have  you  feen  Manlius  thus  treated.  Sir  ? 
you  ftrike  me  at  your  foot  ! Begin  when  you  dare,  you  will  finde 
this  Dog  bite  as  (harp  as  Lucius  ^ defend  thee. 

( 7hey  fight , Amadeo  farts  them , they  hear  a noife.) 

Lucius.  That’s  Dyon’s  voyce.  Hell  upon  this  Beaft  5 We  are  pur- ' 
fued,  I muft  take  fome  other  time , Sir,  I know  the  Tretors  Rage  is 
not  to  be  met  now,  I (hall  therefore  retreat,  till  I can  find  a fitter 
time  to  receive  the  fatisfaftio  nthis  Madman  has  hindred.[£x/t  Luc. 

Enter  Lyfander,  Dyon,  and  a Guard. 

Dyon.  Purfue  Lucius , while  we  fecure  thefe  is  your  Higbnefs 
wounded  ? 

Amadeo.  It  feems  fo,  in  parting  thole  Madmen  $ Pray  have  an 
Eye  to  Manlius , for  his  defigns  are  falfe  and  milchicvous. 

Lyfan.  Pray,  Sir,  retire,  your  wounds  bleed  apace.  [Exe.omnes. 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Marius,  Otho,  Clorinda,  and  Attendants. 

Marius.  Ow  you  know  why  we  committed  you  to  your 
1 % Chamber,  and  conjur’d  you  neither  to  fend,  nor  re- 
ceive a Challenge  from  thofe  Brothers  j And  I believe  by  this 
time  Cicilia  is  reafonably  mortified  with  the  Paper  I gave  her  5 
Come,  Madam,  let  us  give  the  Prince  a vifit,  I hear  his  wounds  are 
flight  ^ and  I doubt  not  but  that  I fhall  give  his  Highnefs  full  fatift 
faction,  \{ Dyon  Execute  my  Orders.  [Exit  Marius. 

Otho.  Manlius , they  fay,  prevented  them. 

Clorinda.  I am  forry  the  Pretor  was  fo  fevere  with  the  Princefs, 
left  fhe  may  believe  I am  follicitous  , to  the  prejudice  of  Lucius , 
in  this  bufinefs,  which  ( as  well  as  I love  Amacleo  ) I would  not  do 
for  all  the  world. 

Otho.  Come,  Madam,  time  will  heal  all  thefe  wounds  $ Love  has 
his  Morning  and  his  Evening  fair , and  though  he  threatens  ftorms 
at  Noon,  yet  he  gives  us  time  to  difpatchour  bufinefs  in.  [Exeunt. 

ACT. 
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ACT.  I.  SCEN.  III. 

Dyon  Calis. 
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:*  ' 

Ca/.  \ /f  Y Lord,  if  you  have  any  friendfhip  for  Lucius,  immedi- 
I ▼ 1 ately  find  him,  and  let  him  know  what  has  paft  here 
this  morning  j tell  him  there  is  no  time  to  delay  his  fortune  } and  if 
he  has  a hope  to  continue  his  friendfhip  with  the  Princefs , let  him 
this  night  come  to  the  Garden-houfe  in  fbme  difguife  : Amadeo  and 
Clorinda  have  prevailed,  and  his  Bando  will  this  day  be  revoked  5 
by  this  means  there  may  be  fome  hopes  to  reconcile  himfelf  to  the 
Princefs  5 when  he  is  there  give  me  notice,  and  I will  contrive  it  fo, 
that  he  {hall  fpeak  with  her  5 you  may  tell  him  how  unhandfome 
and  how  injurious  an  a&ion  his  jealous  madnefs  has  made  him 
commit  againft  the  Princefs , while  you  do  this,  I will  go  find  the 
miferable  Manlius , whofe  treachery  is  now  difcovered  by  himfelf, 
the  noble  Cicilia  concealed  his  crime,  in  kindnefs  to  his  Brother  5 
what  to  fay  to  him,  I know  not,  when  I fee  him.  When  his  heart 
was  at  leifure  and  innocent,  he  would  not  be  juft  to  me  5 and  now 
I know  his  crimes  lye  too  heavy  on  his  mind  to  liften  to  what  I {hall 
fay  of  Love  or  Reafon  j yet  I will  find  him. 

Dyon.  Pray  do  lb,  and  till  I return  have  a care  that  he  and  the 
Prince  meet  not, for  ’twill  notpafs  without  fome  unlucky  accident^ 
they  are  both  incens’d,  the  one  with  his  guilt,  and  the  other  with 
injuries. 

Cal.  I fhall  ufe  all  diligence  to  prevent  their  meeting.  [ Exe< 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Orante  in  difguife , like  an  old  Beggar-woman , Bravoes  and 

Banditoes  vnlh  him. 

Band.' f 1 %Is  moft  certain,  Sir,  they  fought  this  morning  under  the 
l wood  fide 5 Lucius  is  banilh’d  too,  and  the  Pretor 
highly  incens’d  5 if  I meet  him,  have  at  his  head,  there’s  liberty, 
revenge,  and  reward,  and  your  Rival  gone  $ the  princefs  is  daily 
preft  to  the  marriage  with  Amadeo , whofe  wounds  are  Height 
though  he  keeps  his  Chamber. 

Orante . There  is  no  Star  favourable  to  Orante,  ellel  might  have 
been  by  this  morning,  and  with  a feafonable  thruffc  or  two  decided 
this  bulinefs } but  I am  refolved,  thus  difguis’d  I will  to  Court  } and 
ere  Lucius  can  return  I will  fpoil  their  mirth.  Who  is  that  ? ob-  A noife 
ferve,  quick,  get  your  alms  ready  for  the  old  woman,  and  then  within. 
be  gone. 

Enter  to  them  Dyon  and  two  Souldiers . 

Dyon.  Who  are  thofe  ? inquire  of  them  the  way  to  the 
Temple. 

✓ •'  Sould. 
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SouJd.  Good  woman,  which  way  muft  we  take  to  find  the  old 

T einple  of  Juno  ? 

Oran.  Thefirft  broad  Path  on  your  left  hand  will  lead  you  to 
the  mine  of  an  old  Altar,  from  which  a Path  will  conduct  you 
through  the  Grove  to  the  Temple  of  the  great  Goddefs,  which 
ftands  upon  the  hill  y;  in  whofe  facred  name  beftow  fome  charity  up- 
l: on  a poor  wretch,  defpis’d  and  abandoned  by  gods  and  men. 

Dyon.  Therey  is  it  far  thither  ? 

Or  ante.  A little  half  hours  walk  for  my  aged  feet  y but  you  that  I 
have  youth  and  ftrength  will  in  a thought  arrive. 

There  it  is,weareto  meet  him.  [Exe.Dyon  and  Souldiers.  j 

Or  ante.  Tis  Dyon  and  his  Souldiers  in  fearch  of  Lucius . 

Band.  Dyon  is  his  friend. 

Or  ante.  The  better,  and  we  fhall  the  fooner  find  him,  by  tracing 
them  y you  are  certain,  if  they  were  enemies  he  fhould  never  have  | 
known  where  he  was  y obferve  their  motion,  quick,  follow  them* 
if  we  find  him  we  will  make  a fad  facrifice  to  Juno  y be  all  ready  j 
and  diligent,  I will  dog  them,  as  if  to  beg  y and  when  I ftab  him, 
be  ready  to  fecond  me.  Q Exeunt . 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  V. 

F ' * A iO  v . • I 

Enter  Calis,  and  Manlius  ( He  would  kjllhinifelf ) fhe  holds  his 
hand  (he  is  full  of  dijlraffion.) 


Manl.^M | O moreyl  am  not  worth  thy  care, nor  kindnefsythy  good- 
nefs  upbraids  me,  and  thy  friendfhip  makes  me  hafte  to 
finifh  what  I have  refolv’d. 

Cal.  By  all  that  ever  was  precious  to  Manlius  I conjure  him  to 
hold  that  defperate  hand  y why  fhould  Manlius  think  the  world  fo 
wicked  as  not  to  pardon  him  one  folly,  a fault  only  in  the  intenti- 
on? Alas,  thou  art  fo  far  from  being  wicked,  that  thou  miftak’ft 
thy  own  good  actions  y this  cruelty  thou  fheweft  thy  felf  to  pre- 
vent a fin,  is  more  innocent  then  never  to  have  been  tempted. ' 

Manl.  Thy  kindnefs  miftakes  me,  and  doTt  not  fee  the-wicked- 
nefs  that  is  in  my  mind  bent  to  the  deftrudion  and  difhonour  of 
what  I love,  if  not  prevented  y and  when  Jtis  done,  Remember  I 
muft  dye  y confider  that,  and  then  thy  kindnefs  will  kill  me,  while 
] am  worth  dyingy  here  take  this  Dagger,ftrike,  and  fave  Manlius  y 
if  thou  lefift  me  live  to  commit  this  violence,  all  the  earth  will  ftab 
me  with  their  curfes,  and  1 fhall  fall  unpitied  and  unmourned  y 
be  kind  therefore,  and  kill  me,  or  I fhall  kill  my  felf,  An  att  abhor- 
red by  all  the  gods  y and  thus  only  thou  canft  fave  Manlius. 

Cal.  He  is  diftraded  fure  y Heaven  ! do  you  offer  me  your  Dag- 
ger? would  you  have  me  that  love  Manlius  become  his  murther- 
er  ? unkind,  is  this  the  return  of  all  my  love  and  fervice  ? though 
thy  infenlible  heart  would  never  be  brought  to  return  my  love  y 
yet,  methinks,  thou  might’ftbe  contented  that  I was  miferableall 
the  days  of  my  life,  without  feeking  to  draw  murther  upon  me, 
to  rob  rmr  of  her  peace  too. 


Manl. 
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Manl.  How  much  thou  miftak’ft  the  juftice  of  this  aft,  in  exe- 
cuting me  ^ thou  but  faveft  the  lives  of  two  innocent  perfons, 
which  thus,  by  chance,  the  gods  have  given  to  thy  proteftion  5 and  ' 
if  thou  now  reflifeffc  to  prevent  my  fins,  ’tis  Calk,  not  Manlius  is 
guilty  hereafter } "tis  Calk  murthers  Lucius  5 "tis  Calk  that  ravilhes 
Cicilia  5 ’tis  Calk  that  ftabs  Manlius  to  the  foul,  by  refilling , now 
he  is  innocent,  to  prevent  what  fhe  knows  he  is  bent  to  aft  5 Kill 
me  then,  and  fave  thy  friend.  Kill  me  and  fave  a family.  Kill  me 
now,  and  all  good  men  (hall  mourn  for  me  5 for  to  have  been 
tempted  is  no  fin,  thou  fayeft,  "tis  yielding  to  temptation  makes 
the  crime,  thus  to  refill  would  bean  honour  $ and  thus  would’ft 
thou  lhew  thy  vertue  and  mine,  that  chufe  rather  to  dye  then  to  be 
wicked  , and  kind  Calk  durft  kill  what  fhe  loved,  rather  then  lee 
him  out-live  his  honour. 

Cal.  This  Reafon  bids  her  love,  and  fave  thee  } and  Manlius 
ought  to  glory  in,  not  punifh,  this  noblenefs  in  his  mind,  whole 
heart  is  fo  full  of  honour  he  will  rather  dye  then  think  a fin,  be  ftill 
io  fevere,  be  ftill  an  enemy  to  that  defign,  ’tis  like  your  felf  5 he  or 
fhe  that  never  was  tempted  ought  not  to  glory  in  their  innocence, 
but  to  praife  their  good  lucky,  and  now  my  friend  hates  himfelf  moft 
I love  him  beft  5 now  when  he  would  deftroy  himfelf  he  is  fit  to  . 
be  protefted  by  all  good  things. 

Manl.  You  will  not  kill  me  then  ? 

Cal.  Heaven  forbid. — [_she  offers  to  go  away. 

Manl.  For  pity,  for  charities  fake,  do  not  leave  me  , or  if  you  He  ojfi 
will,  do  but  kill  me  ere  you  goe } you  will  not  ? Live  then  to  curfe  hi1 
me,  fall  all  my  fins  on  thee,  and  this  cruel  kindnels. — 

\_Hegocs  out , and fhe  follows  bins."]  [Exeunt. 


ACT.  II.-  SC  EN.  I. 

Enter  Lucius,  Dyon  and  Souldiers. 

Dyon.  Id  you  ever  love  her  } 

l.J  Lucius.  Love  Cicilia?  yes,  with  my  foul,  and  fhe  de- 
ferv’d  it  then } for  fhe  had  honour,  beauty,  and  a thouland  graces  $ 
fuch  excellencies  too,  as  areftrangers  to  all  the  minds  and  faces  1 
ever  faw,  or  praftifed  j this  even  my  hate  and  fear  muft  confefs  5 
but  her  mind,  of  late,  hasftoop’d,  if  not  to  fin  and  difhonour,  yet 
guilty  vanity  has  ftain’d  it  5 fhe  cannot  love  enough  to  oblige  any 
man,  and  yet  Ihe  loves  lo  much  as  has  dilbbliged  a Nation  5 to  be 
born  in  her  own  Country  is  a crime,  and  caule  enough  to  be  de- 
fpifed  ywhy  elfe  were  Valerius  Joly dor Jlherfisj or  Turnusyxe^edieA  } 

Men  that  through  the  whole  world  have  had  publique  Honour,  fa-  The  na 
mous  for  Wit,  Perlon,  Fortune,  Courage:,  and  if  thofe  vertues^  ^ eJ 
could  have  prevaild5,  why  were  they  difgufted?  her  reafon  was./r  c//  *'r 
fhe  knew  them  not,  but  I rather  believe  they  knew  her,  and  re- 
tired betimes,  before  fhe  had  power  to  facrifice  their  peace,  is  Hie 
has  done  mine,  to  this  ftranger,  Amadeo  only  is  mentioned  with 
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honour,  at  his  danger  fhe  ftarts,  and  grows  pale  at  the  fight  of  his 
wounds  j a wanton  wanderer  only  in  his  way  to  Rome  muft  make 
her  break  her  faith  to  Lucius  3 and  in  fcorn  of  the  Roman  Nation, 
this  Mountainer  muft  have  that  prefented  him  which  we  in  tears 
and  wounds  have  begg’d  3 how  oft  have  we  expofed  our  felves  to 
certain  dangers  to  deferve  from  her  a fmile,  while  the  emulous 
World  grew  Rivals  for  her  favours  ? how  many  great  fouls  have 
unwillingly  entred  the  Elizian  (hades,  becaufe  they  were  to  leave 
the  converfation of  Cicilia  here?  but  now  that  (he  is  falfe,  who 
would  live,  or  love? 

Dyon.  If  this  be  fo,  why  this  rage  ? if  her  beauty  has  loft  her 
power,  and  you  your  love,  let  it  reft  like  Tales  ill  told,  unregard- 
ed and  forgotten  5 but  if  they  have  their  power  ftill,  which  your 
anger  confefles,  let  me  have  leave  to  defend  them. 

Lucius.  Here  needs  no  Argument  3 all  that  have  eyes  muft  con- 
fefs  Cicilia  had  all  that  was  beauty  3 but  (ince  fhe  has  broke  her 
faith,  'tis  become  a Chaos  all 3 for  perjur'd  beauty  is  like  flying 
Armies,  and  blafted  Fields  that  have  no  grace,  no  terror  left,  nor 
longer  bear  any  mark  or  character  of  the  Deities  that  moved  in 
them  , but  the  wounds  of  thofe  Rods  that  in  vengeance  have  fal- 
len upon  them. 

Dyon.  You  only  can  accufe  the  Princefs  of  this  fault,  for  your 
addreflesare  to  the  world  yet  afecret  3 and  Prince  Amadeo' s love, 
publique  as  his  perfon,  even  when  he  was  priloner  here  5 but  that 
the  Princefs  paid  him  more  then  civility  3 your  fears  are  the  firft 
that  accufe  her,  and  I believe,  deceive  even  your  (elf. 

Lucius.  Deceiv'd  ! no  Dyon , her  love  is  as  vifible  as  her  beau- 
ty, durft  he,  elfe,  move  the  Pretor  for  a confent,  who  you  know 
dotes  upon  her,  and  her  words  like  Laws  or  Oracles  have  ftill  been 
powerful  with  him  ? nor  was  he  ignorant  of  our  friendfhip,  no  nor 
difpleafed  3 Come  Dyon , you  know  (he  muft  confent  before  this 
be  afted,  and  then  to  entertain  me  in  difcourfe  in  her  own  Cham- 
ber till  you  came  with  a guard  to  make  me  a prifoner  3 her  Bro- 
ther too  confin'd  by  a trick,  while  her  Favorite  is  left  free,  to  con- 
clude their  Hymens  3 and  for  the  more  fecurity,  my  injur’d  hands 
were  bound  from  revenging  their  treachery  3 what  is  vifible,  if 
this  be  dark  ? the  day  is  not  more  clear  then  her  falftiood,  and  I 
have  traced  him  in  his  love  3 his  fteps  are  as  vifible  as  when  in  fnow 
we  chafed  him  5 fhe  is  a Roman,  Dyon , and  will  have  her  vanity 
(atisfied  5 we  that  are  her  (laves.  Prince  Or  ante  and  my  felf,  ana 
(the  falfeft  of  men)  my  Brother  Manlius , (he  is  proud  of  all  5 Nay, 
Manlius  has  confess'd  his  making  love,  ere  (he  dete&ed  the  T ray- 
tor  ^ proud  of  all,  (lie  can  in  triumph  lead,  but  how  (he  is  chang’d, 
witnels  gods  and  men  ! when  I firft  received  this  fire  which  now 
affli&s  me,  with  what  fear  and  filence  I made  my  way  to  her  l with 
what  reverence  I approached  her  breaft  ! till  then  unacquainted 
with  love,  as  (he  profeft,  kindly  ftill  interpreting  every  figh  3 and 
fearing  my  fears  only,  (he  could  then  read  an  humble  motion  3 and 
every  fad  look  had  her  pity  and  pleafed,  when  any  handfome  acci- 
dent prefented  an  occafion  to  pleafe  me  3 thus  in  filent  fecretnefs 

we 
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we  in  frienddiip  £pad  our  days  undifcerned,  or  envied  5 the  fifii 
that  glides  in  the  filent  dream,  the  Parthian  Arrow,  nor  Birds  that 
gently  cut  the  air,  make  not  lefs  noife,  nor  leave  lefs  pathes  nor 
dains  behind,  then  our  love  5 the  mod  jealous  eye,  Dyon^ could  not 
perceive  we  thought  of  each  other  when  we  had  but  one  thought. 

Dyon.  How  came  you  to  fall  from  this  height,  thus  to  fufpect 
her  vertue  ? that  her  eyes  have  the  fame  majefty,  appears  by  Ama- 
deo’s  love,  who  deferves  more  then  Lucius , or  ihe  lefs  then  Lucius , 
elfe  fhe  would  ftill  hold  her  power,  which  once  with  a look  com-- 
manded  him. 

Lucius.  Alas,  Dyon , what  fignifies  the  fire  in  thofe  eyes,  to  Luci- 
us, fince  ’tis  expofed  like  thofe  of  the  facrifice,where  every  cold  pre- 
tence may  warm  it  felf  ? Cicilias  bread:  is  now  a fhrine  for  every 
lame  and  blind  paffion,  to  offer  up  their  impotent  loves  to,  and 
there  they  drop  their  fickly  falfe  tears  5 this  is  it  that  puts  a cloud 
before  thofe  dars , for  eyes  that  with  pleafure  on  all  faces  roul, 
can  no  longer  Lucius  heart  controul. 

Dyon.  See  the  difference  of  mens  opinions  5 you  ground  your 
difpleafure  upon  that  which  to  me  would  be  joy  and  fatisfa&ion  5 
for  you  complain  becaufe  all  the  world  loves  your  Midriff  do  you 
think  Apollo  would  make  the  worfe  houdiould  god  for  having 
had  a Temple  and  an  Oracle  at  Delphos  .<?  does  not  the  fame  of 
many  Oracles  give  us  faith  that  there  is  truth  in  his  anfwers,or  is  he 
leffened  in  his  Deity  by  having  received  a facrifice,and  given  an  an- 
lwer  ? ’tisyour  cafe,nor  has  your  jealoufie  any  ground^  for  all  thofe 
rivals  you  fo  apprehend  come  but  like  pilgrims  to  the  princefs,they 
approach  noneerer  then  her  Temple  doors,her  eyes,  her  ears, there 
they  their  offering  pay  :Cicilia  is  within  } and  while  Lucius  keeps  his 
vertue,  they  may  knock  at  her  heart,  but  he  only  will  be  let  in  5 
for  ’tis  a truth,  (that  honour  has  in  all  ages  proved)  never  any  wo- 
man that  had  honour  lod  it  by  being  handfomely  beloved  j for 
while  die  is  purfued  with  honour,  die  can  lofe  none  5 nor  gain  any 
when  die  purfues  any  man  5 therefore  leave  this  fullen  retreat  and 
jealous  humour,  and  know  if  the  Priucefs  be  faulty  ’tis  when  fhe 
feeks  Lucius , not  when  Amadco  or  Manlius  Court  her  j for  ’tis  cer- 
tain, wooing  women,  if  they  do  not  want  before,  yet  then  they 
lofe  fomething  of  their  value,  and  I do  here  confidently  pro- 
nounce the  vertuous  Princefs  fo  innocent  from  all  that  you  accufe 
her  of,  that  fhe  mud  commit  a fault  ere  fhe  can  pardon  Lucius. 

Lucius.  Dyon  judges  by  the  eye,  fo  did  I once,  and  purchas’d 
her  friendfhip  at. the  rate  of  my  heart,  becaufe  the  prolpeft 
pleafed  me  5 but  how  fad  and  how  unhealthy  the  feat  has  proved 
the  world  can  witnefs , but  thou,  Dyon0  and  the  red  that  admire 
her  now  are  but  padengers,  and  fuch  are  by  their  eyes  deceived  as 
I was  5 but  day  and  inhabit  in  her  mind,  and  then  tell  me  how 
vain,  how  uncondant,  and  how  ambitious  Cicilia  is  of  all  friend- 
fhips,  which  makes  her  unworthy  of  any  , her  vows  have  no  roots, 
and  fuch  trees  every  pafiion  fhakes,  and  every  crofs  withers. 

Dyon.  I have  no  patience  to  hear  you  give  fuch  a character  of 
a heart  you  know  too  great  for  fuch  low  thoughts  to  poffe&o  and 
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were  you  not  my  friend  I fhould  not  fuffer  it. 

' Lucius.  Who  knows  better  then  I ? (he  had  a great  and  gallant 
heart,  the  Empire  too  her  own,  till  vanity  betray’d  it  $ but  now 
’tis  torn  and  divided  intofeveral  Rates?  Or  ante,  Manlius,  and  Ama- 
deo  have  their  feveral  Provinces  thereto  might  I,if  I would  be  con- 
tented with  a Colony } but  I fcorn  a part,  or  corner  of  a heart}  and 
till  Cicilia  be  again  reduced  to  Monarchy,  I am  free. 

Dyon.  If  you  have  reafon,  return } and  with  your  prefence  pre- 
vent this  danger  } and  with  your  friendfhip  defend  her  from  fuch 
a deftrudion } this  fcandalous  and  fullen  retreat  betrays  her  to 
the  enemy } had  you  heard  her  plead  this  day  to  the  Pretor  in 
your  behalf , your  foul  would  blufh  , and  abhor  this  mean 
character. 

Lucius.  Have  I denied  my  protedion  ? did  I not  ftay  till  (he  be- 
trayed me  to  prifon  ? have  I not  like  the  kind  Shepherd  ftood  all 
ftorms,  to  guard  her  Flock  } which  be  it  never  fo  full  or  fair,  if 
the  Nymph  that  owns  them  fubjed  be  to  ftray  as  they,  by  our 
gods,  I would  not  her  Shepherd  be,  to  become  Van.  A Miffrefs 
that  muff  be  watch’d  and  folded  every  night,  or  elfefhe  will  be 
JVben  Luci-  gone  5 before  I would  her  Lover  be,  I would  change  conditions 
us  faints  to  with  that  T ree.  What  doff  thou  gaze  at  ? this  Bracelet  ? ’tis  hers  } 
the  'Tree , and  I confefs  it  bound  me  more  once  then  her  arms  can  now } for 
Dyon i looiy  fince  j i have  fellows  in  thefe  chains,  and  that  her  Auborn 
at  his  hand.  Xreffesgrow  as  free  as  fair,  and  every  Lover  reaps  her  hair,  Dyon 
muff  confefs,  ’tis  not  JaJons  Fleece  that  I have  won,  though  {he  Me~ 
dea  prove. 

Dyon,  afide.  I mud  not  crofs  him  now,  his  jealoufie  is  too  high 
wrought } befides,  I know  his  nature  is  eafier  led  then  drove } in 
this  particular  Lucius  has  feme  reafon } nor  can  I juflifie  a Maid 
in  fuch  adions } for  women  that  will  give  and  take,  for  fancy,  are 
not  fafe}  becaufe  cuftom  may  bring  them  to  like  feme  things  fo 
well  as  to  purchafethem  they  may  be  perfwaded  to  buy  and  fell  } 
then  the  man  that  can  fooneft  flatter  them  into  a bargain  has  the 
undoing  of  them. 

Lucius.  So  he  may}  but  whoever  he  be  that  will  betray  the 
Princefs  fo,  be  fure  Lucius  be  firft  in  his  grave,  elfe  all  my  rage 
thrown  by,  I fhall  find  love  enough  to  revenge,  with  fad  fates,  fuch 
a treafon } for  if  I cannot  fuffer  others  to  love  her  , Dogs  gnaw 
me  when  I out-live  him  that  hates  her,  though  it  be  my  felf. 

Dyon.  There  is  much  more  reafon  in  thispaffion  then  in  your 
other  Arguments } for  if  the  Princefs  could  have  learn’d  the  guilt 
of  other  women,  ’tis  probable  file  might  have  learn’d  their  craft 
too,  and  diflembled  } which  I am  certain  her  fervent  kindnefs 
(pleading  in  tears  upon  her  knees,  vowing  friendfhip  and  love  for 
Lucius,  receiving  no  denial,  making  all  his  crimes  fo  many  loves 
to  her,  and  fo  many  Arguments  for  her  love  and  protedion)  will 
acquit  her  from } till  that  fatal  Paper,which  you  lent  the  Prince, was 
by  her  Father  given  her,  which  when  fhe  had  read  fhe  was  ftruck 
onDym's S t^le  unkindnefs,  and  the  difpleafure  of  that  thought  that  told 
necu  her  Lucius  had  injur’d  her. 
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Lucius.  O Dyon0  Dyon,  thou  haft  perfeft  Honour  5 a Faithful 
friend  dwells  in  Dyon,  one  whom  milery  nor  paffion  has  divided 
from  his  Friend  5 when  all  the  World  arm’d  againft  Lucius ,he  took 
my  part  ^ how  I love  thee  for  chiding  me , and  defending  what  I 
love  ! But  alas,  my  Friend,  my  heart  is  grown  lick  of  Love  and 
fear:  You  muft  not  believe  all  I lay,  I lcarce  do  it  my  felf$  Tis 
my  fear,  not  my  faith,  that  fpeaks  in  this  paffion  5 yet  (he  was  too 
cruel,becaufe  {he  might  be  miftaken  Manlius  miftook  it  you  faw, 
for  Love  5 how  then  can  you  blame  me  for  thinking  I am  robb’d, 
when  the  Thief  confefles  the  theft  j guilty  Manlius  confeft  his 
Crime,  which  (he  hid,  and  cheriffi’d } But  I hope,  my  Friend  (when 
he  has  told  her  of  my  fears)  will  prefent  them  too  as  the  effe&sof 
a diftratted  Lover,  which  I would  fain  beg  her  pardon  for  5 

Dyon . Moft  gladly  5 Tis  Calis  her  counfel  too,  that  you  fhould 
come  in  fome  difguife  to  the  Gardiners  houfe  this  evening,  where 
fhe  will  give  you  an  opportunity  of  {peaking  with  the  Princefs. 

Lucius.  All  my  Rage,  if  fhe  believe  I love,will  find  her  Excufe  $ 
for  who  is  he  that  loves  and  will  not  fear  to  lofe  the  thing  he  loves } 
Dear  Dyon , fhe  had  wont  to  praife  particularity  and  Conftancy, 
and  to  admire  it  as  the  greateft  vertue  either  Sex  could  arrive  at  5 
and  call  them  the  minds  Chaftity  t without  which  what  that 
woman  will  do  with  a Lover  that  Lufts  fo  for  a Lover,  is  eafier 
fear’d  then  prevented. 

Dyon.  This  I {hall  fay } onely  promife  me  to  be  quiet,  till  I come, 
and  let  your  mind  be  in  repofe. 

Lucius.  I obey.  [ Exeunt . 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Orante  and  Bandito. 

Orante.  ,/”T“Ts  Lucius , and  Dyon,  let  them  pals  5 This  Evening,  we 
g muft  difpatch  our  bufinefs : Atnadeo  has  her  Fathers  $ 
But  this  Cicilias  heart,  and  both  my  hate  j and  they  {hall  both  feel 
my  rage  as  high  as  their  hopes,  or  my  defpair  5 And  while  they 
difpute  which  in  her  affe&ion  Higheft  ftood } Defpis’d  Orante  {hall 
fill  the  Scene  with  rage  and  Blood.  \Exeunt» 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Otho,  Clorinda,  and  Amadeo. 

Clorinda.  F TAs  your  Highnefs  feen  your  Sifter  fince  this  mis~ 
11  fortune  ? 

Otho.  No,Madam  5 her  griefs  are  yet  too  freftif,  ’tis  better  to  give 
her  paffion  fome  time  to  recovery  This  Night  I mean  to  vifit  her, 
though  I know  her  heart  is  ftruck  deep  with  the  injury  Lucius  did 
her  $ which  is  the  more  unfupportable , becaufe  we  know  his 
fault,  which  {he  cannot  now  hide  from  us , and  therefore  {he  will 
puniffi  3 And  who  knows  but  that  it  may  take  off  that  obftinate 
kindnefs  fhe  has  fet  upon  him  > 

Amadeo, 
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Amadeo.  When  you  mention  me.  Sir,  to  her,  pray  onely  pre- 
fent  my  Service,  and  be  pleafed  to  afk  her,  whether  I {hall  have  the 
honour  of  her  Commands  to  Rome  , whither,  within  few  days,  I 
fhall  depart,  that  my  abfence  may  give  her  leave  to  purlue  her 
Friendfhip  with  Lucius , if  it  be  his  Fortune  3 and  time,  I hope,will 
reconcile  to  her  mind  the  Name  of  Amadeo  5 But  ere  I go  I fhall 
beg  the  Honour  to  fpeak  with  her,  and  take  a fad  Farewel. 

Otho.  Your  Highnefs  is  Melancholly,  and  I hope  a day  or  two 
will  remove  it,  and  this  refolution}  To  morrow,  th eTretor  has  or- 
dered* to  chace  the  Boar,  a fport  your  Highnefs  has  not  often  feen 
in  the  vallies. 

Clorinda.  The  open  Countrey  will  fure  make  the  Chafe  much 
more  pleafant } for  our  hills  keep  us  from  being  in  at  the  fall,  which 
is  the  heat,  and  pleafure  of  the  Chafe. 

Amadeo.  This  is  for  to  morrow  } But  I muft  know  where  to 
wait  upon  your  Highnefs  when  Lyfander  returns , for  I hear  he 
has  met  with  Lucius , I confefs  I would  gladly, this  Night,undeceive 
him,  and  if  it  were  poffible,  embrace  him  as  a friend}  And  then  I 
may  hope  to  fee  to  morrow  rife  with  Joy  } For  my  heart  witnefles 
I have  no  rancour  againft  him,  fince  I perceived  all  his  Injuries  to 
me  proceeded  from  his  Love  to  Cicilia  3 And  lince  his  Stars  have 
prefer’d  him  before  me  3 I {hall  be  fo  Civil  to  her  choice,  as  to  be- 
lieve Lucius  much  more  fortunate  and  gallant  then  Amadeo. 

Otho.  Truft  me.  Sir,  this  is  a kind  of  Complement  I underhand 
not } and  I here  profefs,  were  I Rival  with  any  Diety  in  the  Love  of 
fair  Clorinda , I would  make  no  Complement  at  this  rate,till  Hymen 
had  decided  whofe  the  Reward  fhould  be.-  [ 'Exeunt . 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Dyon  and  Cicilia. 

Cicilia.  fylHis  from  Lucius  ? fure  he  is  mad  to  urge  me  thus. 

Dyon.  Alas,  Madam,it  was  love  in  Excefs  corrupted  into  Jea- 

loufie,  (not  he)  that  faid  it,  and  his  diftraftion  is  fitter  for  your  pity, 

Aftde.  then  your  Anger. 5Twas  ill  done  of  me,  to  tell  her  what  he 

faid  in  this  paffion  ! 

Cicilia.  Jealous  ? of  whom  > His  own  merit  ? that  was  onely  fit 
Sbejhem  to  be  fufpe&ed  } This  Paper  is  enough  3 he  needed  not  to  have 
the  challenge,  blown  the  fire  again } 3tis  enough  Dyon#. nd  too  late,he  will  find  it } 
Cruel  and  fudden,may  falfe  winds  blow  in  all  thy  thoughts  falfe 
as  thofe,  thou  told’ft  the  Story  of  thy  love  in  to  me,  too,  too  Cre- 
dulous Fool,  may  ftorms  of  doubts  and  fears  dill  afflict  him,  and 
diftradt  his  foul,  as  he  has  done  mine,. by  a low  mean  Jealoufie, 
which  hasrendred  me  Juftly  defpis’d,  for  having  fo  partially  pre- 
ferr'd  Lucius  before  the  world  } Amadeo , Or  ante , all  that  were  dif- 
plealed,  turn  back  and  fee  me  revenge  you  on  my  felf,  while  I con- 
fefs my  punifhmem  juft,  though  nothing  be  more  iinjult,  then 
cius  to  become  my  puniflier.;  - , / 

Dyon.  When  your  Paffion,  Madam,  will  give  mie  leave  to  {peak, 

‘ I am 
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I am  confident,  I fhall  make  it  appear  Lucius  has  no  Grime  to  an- 
Twer,  but  what  has  his  Root  in  Love  5 for  even  Jealoufie  has  been 
held  Loves  fruit,  and  fuch  as  even  hatred  has  reliftfd. 

Cicilia.  Jealoufie ! Who,  that  has  Honour,  can  defend  him , or 
his  Injuries  > Does  not  the  firffc  word,  Jealoufie,  whifper’d  in  a Lo- 
vers ear,  call  his  Miftrefs  whore  5 And  fince  falfe  Lucius  has  thus 
incens’d  my  heart,  and  forc’d  me  to  play  Ariadne's  part , expos’d 
and  left  on  that  barbarous  Rock,  his  Bread, Dj/0zz,fhall  fee  me, with 
this  hair  and  Eyes,  crown  fomeRival,and  fhinc  in  another  Sphere  5 
for  though  it  break  my  heart,  I will  be  revenged  to  the  heighth  , 
and  Lucius  fhall  fee  a defparing  defpis’d  Rival  fold  this  bread  in 
his  furpriz’d  Arms,  and  then  his  jealous  heart  will  fplit  with  ragep 
and  deftroy  the  monfter. 

Dyon . Well,  Madam,  I fhall  take  my  leave,  and  hope  to  find  an 
hour  more  feafonable,  to  deliver  my  Opinion  in  5 I (hall  onely 
beg  now,  that  your  Highnefs  will  not,  in  this  Pa(fion,take  any  hid- 
den Refolution,  left  your  Repentance  come  too  late.  [Exit  Dyon. 

Enter  Calis, 

Cicilia.  O Calis , hadft  thou  come  fooner  thou  might’ft  have 
been  a Witne(s,and  a Judge  of  the  Csyufe,  as  well  as  a Partaker  of 
the  Rage  I am  in.  Lucius  has,  by  Dyon , fent  me  fuch  a remedy  for 
Love:  Wouldftthou  believe  his  poor  heart  (hould  avow  a Jea- 
loufie for  the  Prince,  and  accufe  me,  as  if  my  heart  were  a Common 
Inn,for  every  wandring  Lover  to  baite  at. 

Calis.  Twas  my  fear  his  old  difeafe  had  feized  him  , But  what 
can  he  (ay  } 

Cicilia.  All  that  his  malice  and  his  anger  prompts  him  to  5 But 
how  falfe.  Heaven  and  Calis  can  witnefs } Ambition,  Covctoufnefs, 
Vanity  $ All  that  is  ill  his  Injurious  foul  has  thrown  upon  me  5 If 
ambition  could  have  tempted  me  with  her  falfe  light , How  came 
Valerius  to  go  (ingle  hence,  whofe  birth  and  Fortunes  werefwell’d 
with  the  favour  of  two  Rings,  and  in  his  power  the  difpofing  of  all 
Honours,  and  all  preferments  of  three  rich  Nations  flowing  with 
peace  5 himlelf  too  a man  made  up  of  all  the  Gods : yet  thele  and 
him  I look’d  upon  with  Indifference. 

Calis.  Your  Highnefs  was  not  born  to  wooe. 

Cicilia.  No,  Calis  5 and  therefore  Valerius  had  onely  a Courtefie 
for  a leg  5 and  this  falfe  man  knows,’twas  neither  Ambition,Beauty 
or  Fortune,  I loved.  But  Love  } If  valour  could  have  conquer’d, 
why  did  Folydor  figh  ? If  Courage  would  have  forc’d  my  heart,  it 
had  been  his,  for  there  was  a quiet  Courage,  and  conqueft  without 
aoife,  an  humble  meek  valour  waited  on  Folydor  j why  Jealous 
then  ? Fool,  Fool  5 If  Beauty  could  have  charm’d  me,  thou  might’ft 
have  feared  Therfis  5 for  fure  he  would  have  been  the  bufinels  of 
aay  mind,  before  the  world,  Eherjis  mud  have  been  prefer’d,  where 
beauty  can  take  place , for  there  was  beauty  iri  all  her  choiceft 
ire(s  5,  Manly  negligence,  unthought  of  graces,  fweetnels  and  foft~ 
>efs  in  every  look*  no  Art-  all  carelefs,  natural  and  unaffe&ed 

fweet- 
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fweetnefs,  yet  graceful  and  pleafant  in  every  motion  5 a harmony 
in  his  whole  forme;,  with  a kind  languilhing  modefty  in  his  eyes., 
that  could  he  have  loved,  he  promis’d  fuch  a nature  as  mud  have 
won  , if  Tkerfis  would  have  plaid  thefe  Cards  he  could  not  lofe  5 
but  ’twas  no  reafon  lookers  on  fhould  win  the  ftake  they  durft  not 
venture  for  $ and  if  not  of  Therfts , why  jealous  ? Fool,  fool. 

Cal.  Alas,  Madam,  nor  thefe,  nor  Turnus  with  his  Voice  nor 
Harp  that  charm’d  the  world,  could  fetter  your  great  mind.  This 
I have  heard  him  fay,  with  vanity,  in  his  joy. 

Cicil.  No  Califs  his  heart  knows  twas  not  thefe  in  all  their  glo- 
ries could  prevail } nor  one  made  up  of  all  thefe  could  make  me 
ftoop  5 all  thefe  without  love,  though  I value  them,  Iwillnotfa- 
crifice  my  freedom  to  $ why  then  jealous  ? Fool,  fool.  QCalk , 
if  Lucius  had  not  pretended  other  title  to  my  heart,  I had  not  now 
been  miferable  } ’twas  love,  Calk0  well  diflembled  love,  which  in 
a bleeding  paffion  arm’d  Lucius  5 in  filent  tears  he  has  allail’d  my 
heart,  Lucius , that  durft  fight,  kneel’d,  weeping  at  my  feet  5 Luci- 
us that  had  wit  and  honour,  flood  dumb,  not  able  to  fpeak  fence, 
but  ftammer’d  out  his  ftory,  while  his  breaft  fwell’d  with  love  and 
fear  i as  if  his  kind  heart  were  grown  too  big  for  his  breaft,  and  too 
little  for  his  love  5 when  I law  that,  I had  no  power  to  refift  the 
ftorm  } but  ftriking  all  my  -£iils  fubmitted  my  Refolution  and  my 
Reafon  to  his  grief  3 and  to  cure  his  delpair  have  made  my  felf  thus 
defperate  y for  then,  me  thought  love  had  rais’d  that  ftorm  5 me 
thoughts  I faw  his  painted  wings  wet  with  his  tears,  and  fcorch’d 
with  his  fighs,  and  love  fure  was  moving  in  that  ftorm  $ nay,  that 
ftorm  was  Love  it  felf.  O Ca lk0  that  lhaking,  that  dumbnefs,  thofe 
tears,  his  Quiver,  Bow  and  Arrows  are  not  mere  his  characters, 
then  they  (when  they  are  true)  but  thefe  were  diflembled  all  5 and 
my  revenge  {hall  be  as  curious  now,  as  my  love  was  then,  which  I 
will  take  at  height  5 follow  Calk0  and  be  a witnefs  of  that  as  thou 
haft  been  of  my  love  and  injuries  5 no  words  5 By  thy  friendlhip,  I 
conjure  thee,  no  difpute  5 for  I am  refolved.  [ Exeunt. 

A C T.  1 1.  S C E N.  V. 

Enter  Manlius  and  Calis,  Dogd  by  Orante  and  Banditoes. 

Manl .X  TIftory  has  undone  us , and  now  our  Haves  lead  us  in 
V triumph , and  every  pafiion  commands  Manlius , to 
whom  this  fatal  peace  has  proved  far  more  fierce  then  war,  while 
luft  fir’d  by  beauty  burnt  at  every  eye,  and  made  flavesof  vertue, 
honour,  and  all  that  is  precious,  till  thy  kindnefs,  gentle  Calk , re- 
ftored  to  my  heart  her  peace  again  5 without  thy  friendlhip,  my  de- 
fpair  had  run  to  his  old  remedy,  wounds  5 for  know,  this  breaft  is 
fo  ufed  to  them,  ’tis  fcarce  well  but  when  ’tis  wounded , ’twas  foul 
blood  that  made  this  war  in  my  heart  y dear,  let  me  eafe  it  of  that 
dangerous  gueft,  left  it  put  me  upon  fome  new  horrid  crime. 

Cal.  Manlius  is  folevere  againft  himfelf  for  one  fault,  which  I 
know  he  cannot  fo  loon  repent  as  the  Prineefs  can  forgive  $ for 
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(he  yet  loves  Manlius  as  part  of  Lucius  } whofe  guilt  is  lb  unpar- 
donable, as  if  not  fuddenly  redeemed  , I fear  a danger  not  to  be 
refitted  } but  I am  now  in  hafte,  and  cannot  ftay  to  tell  you  my 
fears  (though  it  (hall  be  my  bufinefs  to  provide  againft  it)  becaufe 
the  Princefs  ftays  for  mej  but  to  morrow  I will  not  fail  to  bring 
her  hither,  as  foon  as  the  chafe  is  up  $ till  when  lye  quiet,  and  leave 
the  reft  to  me. 

Manl.  With  what  brow  (hall  I fee  her,  having  confefs’d  my  fin  to 
the  Prince  and  my  Brother  ? which  fhe  had  concealed } her  good- 
nefs  ftill  exceeds  our  guilt,  which  makes  my  crime  more  monftrous, 
and  I that  am  to  leave  folliciting  my  love,  find  hourly  greatnefs  of 
mind,  and  new  vertues  to  build  upon  } and  what  at  firft  was  paftion 
andluft  fhe  has  digefted  into  Reafon,  Love  and  Adoration  5 what 
then  refts  for  me  to  pay  that  debt  I owe  my  friend  ? 

Cal.  Let  me  fee  Manlius  reconcil’d  to  himfelf,  and  honour  once 
poflefs  his  place  again,  and  I fhall  find  a thoufand  ways  to  behap- 
py  in  my  friendfhip , nor  is  the  Princefs  fo  poor  invertue,  but  (he 
can  pay  her  debts  to  Vucius , and  yet  referve  an  Alms  for  Manlius  } 
I heard  her  once  confefs  your  fpeechhad  fucha  wildboldneft  in  it 
(he  took  it  rather  for  madnefs  then  love  5 and  it  bred  her  pity,  ra- 
ther then  anger,  your  friends  too  plead  with  her  5 and  though  (he 
will  not  chide  for  thatfudden  fad  committed  by  chance,  yet  take 
heed  of  falling  into  the  fit  again  } ’twill  then  be  look’d  upon  as  a 
difeafe  in  Manlius  } and  what  is  mercy  now,  to  pafs  by,  then  her 
honour  and  juftice  will  both  be  engaged  to  punitti. 

Manl.  I am  refolved,  for  now  I dare  dye  again  } ’twill  be  always 
in  my  choice  to  dye  fit  for  her  pity  when  I cannot  live  fit  for  her 
friendlhip  5 and  having  fuch  a guide  as  Calls  my  heart  will  find  the 
path  it  loft,  and  ftray  no  more  at  this  fad  rate  } Good  gods,  how  do 
thev  do  that  are  villains  always ! I have  been  one  but  lbme  few 
days,  but  would  not  continue  fo } I would  live  a Dog  firft. 

Cal.  F arewell,  all  peace  reft  with  my  friend  5 this  refiftance,  this 
return  (hews  his  vertues  never  to  have  been  tempted^never  to  have 
fain  fpeaks  only  happy  ftars,  no  tried  vertue  5 torefift  the  temp- 
tation is  worth  the  name  of  Manlius , to  have  brought  back  fuch  a 
fervant  as  Manlius , gone  aftray  from  honour,  whofe  peace  of  mind 
is  my  reward. 

Manl.  I will  not  promftc,  till  my  heart  be  purged  byconfeffion 
of  her  faults,  and  beautified  by  the  Princelles  Pardon  } but  then, 
if  the  ever  noble  Calls  would  accept  of  fuch  aprefent  as  Manlius 
friend.  Death  only  fhall  make  him  leave  to  ferve  her. 

Cal.  No  more  } when  Manlius  is  leaft  himfelf  he  was  then  a blefi- 
fing  Calls  prayed  for}  and  ’twas  happy  for  me  that  he  fell  from 
that  height  of  honour,  fince  this  fall  has  made  him  mine  } if  he 
had  not  loft  fome  of  his  pride  and  value,  I fear  he  would  have 
joyned  with  the  world  in  opinion  that  he  was  too  great  a blefiing 
for  Calls  } yet  I kept  my  friendlhip  perfed,  and  kinder  ftars  have 
bleft  my  love,  whofe  humble  wings  never  durft,  till  he  was  faulty j 
hope  to  reach  his  heart,  and  this  fiery  trial  has  but  purified,  not 
ftain’d  my  friend,  whom  all  the  gods  proted. 
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Manl.  If  your  leifure  could  (fay  to  hear  me,  I would  chide  Calk 
for  defcending  fo  low  as  to  value  fuch  a wretch  as  Manlius  before 
her  own  vertue  5 but  I fhall  look  upon  all  thefe  kind  thoughts,  as  fo 
many  links  to  the  chain  (he  has  laid  upon  my  heart,  which  by  a 
faithful,  grateful,  and  eternal  friendlhip,  (hall  make  me  efteem 
my  felf  her  Have  whofe  honour  and  kindnefshas  redeemed  me. 

„ Cal.  No  more,  no  more  — Calk  is  too  happy  here  $ to-morrow, 

bi-ace  if  heaven  fay  Amen,  I will  find  you,  and  bring  the  Princefs  with  • 
me.  [Exeunt  ambo. 

Enter  Orante,  and  a Banditoe,  Turnus,  and  look  after  them 
, ( as  they  go  out.) 

Orante.  Ha  ! Manlius  a Rival  too,  and  the  foolifti  Calk  believes 
he  can  forfake  Cicilia  for  her,  when  honour  and  a Brothers  inte- 
reft  could  not  bind  him  5 does  (he  think  her  foolifh  Chains  and 
Bracelets  can  bind  his  rough  mind  when  luft  and  rage  has  blown 
hi;  b^ood  to  fuch  a height  that  the  reverence  and  beauty  of  the 
Pri  cefs  could  not  hold  him  in  the  bounds  of  his  refpecfs?  but 
why  do  I trouble  my  felf  with  this,  fince  tis  a chance  has  done 
more  for  me  then  all  I could  have  defign’d , the  Princefs  will  be 
here  alone,  to  morrow. 

Band.  And  fhall  fhe  go  again  ? if  (he  do,  I would  Orante  were  in 
his  grave  5 Death,  Sir,  do  fomething,  to  vex  that  curfed  brood  , 
fince  (he  will  not  have  your  love,  take  her  honour,  and  pleafe  her  in 
fpight  of  her  teeth,  and  then  you  fhall  fee  all  her  Lovers  flare  upon 
each  other,  and  pafs  by  her  as  if  fhe  were  (finking  fi(h,  and  I dye 
laughing  to  fee  that  proud  fool  of  fortune  vexed  to  death , ’twould 
be  a full  revenge  on  Amadeo , and  Otho  too,  that  infolent  Roman  $ 
then  Lucius , how  he  would  (form  ! S’death,  doit,  or  let  me  do  it, 
and  do  you  look  on  f>  we  can  efcape  in  this  dilguife,  the  adf  once 
done,  by  Hying  to  our  ow  n lhapes  again. 

Orante.  I love  her  yet  enough  to  be  pleafed  in  the  adb,  and  I have 
h te  enough  to  take  pleafure  in  vexing  her,  the  revenge  will  be 
high  too. 

Band.  She  will  come  alone  too  5 S’death,  ’tis  fuch  an  occafion  5 
if  we  had  defign’d  a revenge  we  could  not  have  hoped  it  5 and  if 
you  let  it  pafs  when  your  pleafure  and  your  anger  both  prompt 
you,  l fhall  never  blame  Otho  for  defpifing  you,  for  I fhall  do  it  my 
felf:,  the  thought  affedfs  me,  ’twill  fo  vex  her  foul  to  have  the 
crooked,  ugly,  deipiled,  lame  Orante  enjoy  her,  without  making 
an  excule,  and  pluck  that  fruit  her  pride  has  let  Princes  fue  for 
upon  their  knees  5 I would  do  it  too,  in  this  old  womans  habit, 
while  we  perfwade  her  ’twas  the  Devil  in  a Witches  fhape  5 ycu 
fhall  not  be  feen  till  we  have  bound  her  } why  do  you  (fudy  ? Is 
there  any  thing  in  our  fortune  or  danger  worth  Orante’s  thoughts } 
is  not  death  after  this  revenge  better  then  to  live  depos’d  and 
defpis’d 

Orante.  It  is  decreed  j hence  Love,  all  thy  charms  thus  I blow 
away  5 and  a thoufand  thanks,  kind  Turnus , for  awaking  my  heart 
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from  that  fleepy  coldnefs  that  has  llaved  it  thus  long,  the  mifchief 
will  be  more  then  the  pleafure  pleafing  } and  to  enjoy  her,  and 
defpife  her,  full  revenge  for  her  paft  foorn,  and  fatisfa&ion  for  my 
defpis’d  love  } in  her  Rape-  both  my  blood  and  mind  will  taftc 
their  feveral  fweets  } love  in  lawful  bed  might  have  found  one  plea- 
fure 5 but  now  my  revenge  will  have  her  fhare  too  $ this  broke 
ftrikes  all  at  once,  Father,  Brother,  Rivals  5 the  whole  Nation  are 
wounded  in  it,  who  in  their  women  are  more  concern’d  then  in 
their  gods. 

Band.  And,  which  addes  more  to  the  pleafure,  foe  that  would 
have  fatisfi’d  any  Lover  rather  then  Or  ante  foall  tafte  no  other 
man. 

Orante.  No,  Litmus , nor  live  (if  this  Dagger  hold  his  temper)  to 
diftinguifo  betwixt  Orante  s kiffes  and  Lucius's. 

Band.  If  foe  be  of  the  true  Roman  breed  you  may  fpare  your 
pains  } for  Cicilia  will  find  a Dagger  of  her  own , while  Tar  quin 
Orante3  in  the  old  womans  habit,  laughs  unfeen. 

Orante . Firfh  we  muff  kill  Manlius , left  he  play  fome  pranks,  and 
hinder  our  defign. 

Band.  That  foall  be  my  bufinefs,  as  foon  as  ’tis  dark,  I know  his 
Quarter  $ letuslofeno  time,  but  call  our  friends  together,  for  to 
morrow  will  be  quickly  here.  [Exeunt. 


ACT.  Ill/  SCEN.  I. 


Enter  Cicilia,  and  Clorinda,  and  Amadeo  follows  them. 

Ij'Oj  V- .vay.‘  ; A jUyow  * ) < <v.  tori **  - ; /.•  - 

C/or.'VT'Our  pardon,  Madam,  for  this  intrufion,  which,  but  upon 
X this  occafion,I  foould  not  have  committed}  my  Brother 
being  to  take  his  leave,  if  not  troublefome,  would  fay  Something 
i>f  his  own  griefs } whofefad  ftory  I fear  I may  fpoilin  the  de- 
livery. r > 

Amad.  Tis  little,  Madam, I have  to  fayi,  your  pardon  for  having 
aid  I loved,  and  leave  to  love  you  billy  your  pity  and  your  juftice, 
'or  a paflion  moft  rcafonable,  becaufe ’twas  of  an  object  moft 
dne,  is  what  I now  foall  beg } nor  can  you  with  juftice  punilli  me 
or  what  has  honour  to  juftifie  it  felf  with,  when  it  foall  be  a crime 
olove  the  Princefs  Cicilia  as  Amadeo  does,  without  defiring  her 
o be  unjuft  to  her  felf,  without  taking  one  favour  from  him  that 
las  fo  highly  deferred  above  me  : for  I foall  not  be  fo  partial  to 
ny  felf,  as  to  queftion  the  judgement  of  your  choice}  yet  thus 
nuch  I may  fay,  my  heart  has  neverloft  one  grain  of  that  honour 
was  born  to,nor  one  fpark  of  that  fire  it  firft  took  at  Cicilia' s eyes  } 
fofence,  time,  nor  War,  no,  r\otCiciliaTs  love  to  another,  could 
bangemy  heart}  though  rigid  honour  made  me  once  fly  from 
er,  yet  that  love  and  honour  both  now  have  call’d  me  back  } and 
gain  fend  me  from  this  Paradife  to  eternal  mifery.  This  Riddle, 
ladam,  thofe  Tyrants  will  read  beft  to  your  mind. 

Cicil.  That  you  could  kno-^  my  fate,  Sir,  and  I not  tell  it  you  ! 
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you5!  find  me  To  miferable, 1 can  neither  be  happy,  nor  make  you 
fo  ^ yet  time  will  juftifie  me  to  the  Prince,  by  giving  him  un-imagi- 
ned  reafonsof  my  mif-fortunes.  I know  your  Highnefswili  when 
you  are  gone,  at  leaft,inquire  after  Cicilia , if  then  5 1 do  not  let  you 
lee  Lucius  had  only  my  paffion,  and  Prince  Amadeo  my  realon, 
then  let  him  condemn  me  5 and  at  fuch  a rate  I will  puniffi  my  ralh 
heart  for  giving  it  felf  away  upon  fo  little  trial,  as  even  your  felf 
(hall  pity  me } and  when  I lofe  that  efteem  for  your  Highnels  ver- 
tue  that  a gallant  man  can  pretend  to,  and  not  lofe  his  value  of 
me , then  let  all  the  world  defpife  me,  more  I cannot  fay  , all  that 
I can  give  with  honour,  take. 

Amad.  He  that  defires  more  muft  not  have  fuch  an  objed  as 
your  Highnels,  nor  fuch  a fubjed  as  Amadeo' s heart  to  work  upon  j 
who  now  without  envy  looks  upon  Lucius  and  his  fortune.  For 
heaven  witnefs,  I have  all  the  ends  my  heart  defires  in  the  friend- 
fhip  of  the  fair  Cicilia. 


Enter  Calis,  and  Lucius  as  from  the  Garden-houje. 


Cal.  Stay  here,  till  I find  the  Princefs  5 Remember  you  obferve 
my  counfel,  let  her  paffion  pafs  5 anfwer  little,  defend  nothing,  for 
your  fault  is  not  to  be  juftified  $ befides,  I know  when  you  are  fi- 
lent  her  anger  will  want  what  to  fay  5 but  from  your  anfwer  (he 
will  (Fill  gather  fubftance  to  exprels  her  difpleafure,  which  is  fuch 
as  I fear  you?will  fcarce  excufe,  efpecially  (ince  your  laft  madnefs* 
what  made  you  fend  Dyon  to  her  with  that  ridiculous  Meflage 
which  has  almoft  diftraded  her  ? 

Lucius.  What  is  pad  is  not  to  be  remedied , ’twas  Lyfander  told 
me  (he  gave  the  Prince  a vifit  fincewe  fought  3 and  that  Amadeo 
and  Clorinda  are  never  from  her,  which  being  my  enemies,  and  (he 
knowing  their  defign  upon  her,  and  my  relation  to  her,  methinks, 
till  my  return  it  would  not  have  been  unreafonable  to  have  ex- 
peded  (he  ffiould  have  kept  a diftance  with  my  Rival,  and  my 
Amad  kjJJjs  Enemies.-— Hah  ! fee  where  they  are,  and  Amadeo  on  his  knees 
id  . . kjfpes  her  hand,  Hell  ftrike  him  3 ha  ! (he  weeps  too  : O Calis^Ca- 

lis0  (he  is  falfe,  (he  is  falfe,  (he  is  perjur'd  5 truft  the  Wind,  or  Sea  as, 
foon  as  any  woman  5 what  can  (he  fay  now,  let  it  be  chance  or  de- 
fign in  both,  (he  is  falle,  Cicilia  s falle.  [ Exit  Lucius, 

Cal.  Stay,  you  are  mad  $ what  ffiould  this  mean  ? his  rage  is  be- 
yond counfel  ■>  this  accident  is  beyond  my  guefs. 

Cicil.  Ha!  what voyce was  that ? 

Amad.  A lying  one,  and  a Tray  tors 'twas,  whoever  he  be  that 
fpoke  it  5 and  if  he  efcape  me.  Fortune  (hall  do  more  for  him  then 
juftice  dares  do  for  me. 

Cal.  Stay,  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  before  your  anger  take  its 
courfc. 

"'■  '[  u] ;/v<r  Cicil.  Hold,  Sir  5 whoever  he  be,  he  is  not  worth  your  fword  j 
'[’Low  A-  innocence  none  can  better  juftifie  then  your  felf$  and  none  that 
madeo  meets  I135  honour  will  queftion  mine  5 and  I beg  this  favour  from  the 
Calls  at  tht  Prince,  to  look  on  forae  few  days,^nd  lee  me  take  mine  ovvnre- 
door.  venge 
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venge  for  this  fcandal 3 till  to  morrow,  Madam,  I muft  defire  your 
pardon  for  parting  thus  abruptly. Calls,  a word. 

[ Exeunt  Cicilia  and  Calis. 

Clor.  ’Twas  Lucius's  voyce. 

Amad.  I knew  that,  but  was  loath  to  grieve  her  heart  with  tel- 
ling her  fo. 

Clor.  You  muft  expeft  his  fury  fhould  difcharge  it  felfupon 
you  3 therefore  be  fo  juft  to  the  Princefs,  as  calmly  to  tell  him  his 
error  3 and  upon  how  unreafonable  grounds  he  builds  his  jea- 
loufie,  this  will  confirm  what  you  have  faid  to  her  3 for  every 
fault  Lucius  commits  her  kindnefs  makes  heavy  to  her  3 and  what 
ere  you  may  believe,  let  him  be  never  lb  guilty,  {he  wi’l  not  love 
his  punilher  3 for  to  make  his  faults  publick  by  Amadeo , is  to  up- 
braid her  3 and  if  you  would  deftroy  a Rival  more  gracious  then 
your  felf,  wifely  fee,  and  feem  to  hide  his  faults  3 then  all  your 
gallantry  is  hispoyfon,and  obligations  upon  her  5 I would  not  now 
fight  with  him  till  he  ftruck  me  3 and  that  patience  (hall  win  more 
from  a generous  heart,  like  hers,  then  thou  canft  poflibly  reap  with 
thy  fword  3 for  (he  and  all  the  world  knows,  Yis  not  fear  of  Lucius 
but  love  to  Cicilia  makes  Amadeo  fpare  even  his  enemy,  bccaufe 
(he  loves  him. 

Amad . Dear  Clorinda , from  love  and  thee  I have  learn’ d two 
hard  leffons 3 Yis  to  ftoop  to  Love  and  Anger  3 and  I (hall  only  ex- 
pert what  he  will  do,  and  refolve  in  order  to  thy  counfel  3 I confels, 
I now  begin  to  pity  him,  even  my  felf  that  was  this  morning  his 
enemy  3 lure  Fortune  begins  to  frown  upon  him,  there  was  ftrange 
malice  in  this  chance,  to  bring  him  to  fee  that  only  which  muft  vex 
him.  i-..  [Exeunt, 

ACT,  III.  SCEN.  Ik 
Enter  Lucius  folus. 

Lucius.  ' | 'O  morrow  they  hunt  in  the  Forrefto  I will  meet  him, 
L and  in  this  dilguile  take  my  revenge  3 if  he  efcape 
me,  let  him  take  her  for  whom  I fcorn  to  fight  3 but  that  I hate 
him  more  then  I love  her  3 befides,  I know  ’twill  ftrike  her  foul  to 
have  him  fall  by  me,  and  to  fee  him  kill’d  for  whom  fhe  broke  her 
faith  3 this  revenge  will  render  her  defpis’d,  having  neither  Honour 
nor  a Lover  left.  [Exit*. 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  in. 

Enter  Cicilia  and  Calis. 

Cicil./^\  Calk , how  vain  are  our  thoughts,  how  endlefs  thofe  de- 
fires  that  rule  our  hearts  ! Lucius  his  jealoufie  has  fo 
humbled  my  heart,  fo  difeouraged  me  in  the  purfuit  of  happinefs, 
that  my  foul  is  grown  defperate  3 ’tis  vanity  for  any  Maid  to  hope 
by  Reafon,  or  Vertue,  to  tye  any  man  to  her  friendlhip  3 the  blind 

pur- 
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purfuit  cf  feme,  may  by  fhance  Tome  minutes  be  happy  } But  no 
Rule  can  preferibe  a certain  way  to  make  a Lover  happy  ^ Now  I 
find,  it  had  been  better  far  for  me  to  have  had  a nature  like  other 
common  women,  with  a mind  eafily  fatisfted,  arid  in  a modeft 
Ignorance  have  believed  all  that  their  falle  Sex  faid,  and  have  ta- 
ken what  my  fate  would  have  fent  me,  then  to  labour  the  know- 
ledge of  the  bed  minds,  and,  with  a fweet  Vexation,  make  my  felf 
fit  for  fuch  as  I cannot  find,  fo  to  be  onely  more  miferable  then 
other  Women  ^ for  they  in  their  folly  gain  that  blifs  I in  my 
dreams  have  onely  found,  and  not  knowing  better  enjoy  all  their 
willies,  living  contented,  and  dying  loving,  and  lamented,  whilft  I 
in  pain  languilh,  having  loft  that  pride  and  value  of  my  felf  which 
Lucius  once  begot  f,  But  ’twas  flattery  all  ^ I am  not  fair  nor  virtu- 
ous fure^  There  is  no  Magick  in  this  Form,  as  that  diffembler 
fvvore } Elfe  were  thofe  graces  here,how  came  Lucius  to  defpife  me  ? 
Had  I virtue,  how  durft  that  diffembler  doubt  my  honour  ? O 
Calls^  this  fcorn  has  robb’d  me  of  all  my  Friendfhip , I have  fcarce 
enough  left  to  protect  my  breaft  againft  my  own  hands,which  hate 
the  heart  that  this  falfe  youth  has  wounded  j Therefore  no  more, 
no  more,  I know  twas  he,  and  I am  refolv’d  $ and  fince  Calif  has 
fworn  to  be  fecret,  fhe  (hall  now  know  my  defign. 

Calis.  Madam , I was  never  fo  much  Lucius's  as  to  abandon 
your  Highnefs , for  him  5 when  I can  ferve  him  without  pre- 
judice of  my  Faith,  I fhall  do  it,  in  memory  that  he  was  once  your 
friend.  ( 

Cicilia.  That  Idle  thought  is  paft  and  gone,  my  anger  is  refolved 
into  Reafon  y yet  his  Injuries  are  fuch,  that  I can  calmly  tell  thee, 
thou  might’ft  affoon  reconcile  that  Eternal  Quarrel  betwixt  death 
and  Nature,  as  Lucius  and  my  heart.  His  jealoulie  has  committed 
fuch  low  fins  5 I wonder  he  is  not  afhamed  to  converfe  with  fuch 
mea*n  thoughts  5 and  I hate  my  felf,  to  think  I was  fuch  a fool  as  to 
let  it  be  twice  in  Lucius  his  power  to  Injure  me  j But,  from  this 
hour,  all  the  memory  I fhall  retain  of  fuch  a Crime  as  his  Friend- 
fhip,(hall  be  to  fhew  him  I am  Innocent  when  his  Repentance  fhall 
come  too  late. 

Calis.  I hear,  and  grieve  to  hear,  ( You  are  both  Subjeft  to  paf- 
fion  ) and  your  miferies  are  like  to  be  as  great  as  your  hearts  5 And 
though  I dare  fay,  neither  of  you  love  any  thing  better  then  each 
other , Yet  that  Love  is  like  to  be  a fatal  Enemy  5 for  your  Anger 
and  difpleafure  is  as  high  as  his  Jealoufie  and  Rage  y No  one  of 
you  having  patience  to  defer  your  Anger,  or  Revenge,  till  you  fee 
each  other } This  wild  Juftice,  which  both  purfue  thus  paffionate- 
ly,  I fear  you  and  all  that  love  you  may  repent  too  late. 

Cicilia.  That’s  my  hope,  and  my  defign,  that  mifery  is  now  my 
fouls  wilh , for  you  know  I am  Innocent , But  fince  Lucius  can 
doubt  my  Honour  twice,  and  not  fpeak  to  me  once,  he  fhall  never 
be  fatisfied  by  Cicilia  but  when  it  muft  breed  his  defpair,  which 
fhall  onely  find  him  when  I am  out  of  poflibility  to  redeem  hum 
For  know,  my  foul  is  refolved  to  Morrow  to  find  his  Rival , and 
give  him  all  the  Joys  I had  laid  up  in  ftore  for  Lucius , Though  it 
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break  my  heart, 1 will  do  it  $ which  I know  ’twill  do5  when  I (hall 
find  my  felf  embraced  by  his  Rival.  This  ( Calls')  is  the  Revenge 
I will  take  upon  his  Jealous  Soul  5 and,  if  he  love,  'twill  wound 
him  more  then  his  own  Dagger } For  to  a Lover  it  mud  be  perfeft 
mifery,  to  fee  his  Miftrefs  condemned  to  a loathed  Bed. 

Calis.  Heaven  forbid  — upon  my  knees,  Madam,  I beg,  you  She  offers  to 
will  not  Sacrifice  to  your  pallion  all  things  that  ought  to  be  k^eel. 
precious  with  your  felf,  your  Friends,  and  your  honour  5 No  one 
of  which  but  muff:  be  ftained  and  wounded  by  this  A&ion  5 And 
give  me  leave  to  fay,  ’tis  not  all  the  virtues  that  wait  upon  Amadeo 
though  in  your  lawful  Bed,  can  preferve  your  Highnefs  from  the 
Cenfure  of  the  world.  In  this  Aftion  you  will  lofe  many  grains  of 
Honour  } for  though  the  Prince  weigh  down  Lucius , yet  Lucitis  had 
your  Faith. 

Cicilia.  Amadeo  ? No,  Calis  5 Prince  Amadeo  is  as  far  diftant  from 
his  hope,  as  Lucius. 

Calis.  Not  Amadeo?  Heaven  guard  my  poor  heart  5 If  Manlius 
be  the  man,  I am  loft  5 for  I cannot  with  honour  hinder  his  hopes  3 
what  (hall  I believe  ? 

Cicilia.  When  faw  you  Manlius  ? 

Calis.  Ha  ! Now,  Manlius , thou  (halt  find  I love  thee  above  my 
felf.  Lately,Madam,  and  a fad  penitent  for  his  Crimes  $ Is  there  no 
hope  his^epentanc^  may  find  your  pardon  $ are  his  faults  allied  to 
Lucius  .<?  I hope  they  are,  elfe  Calk  is  miferable.  ( ajide .) 

Cicilia.  No,  fear s0Calisj  my  Intent  is  to  punifh  the  faults  in  one 
brother,  not  to  encourage  them  in  the  other  5 and  my  fate  guides 
me  to  a Revenge  on  Lucius , not  Calis  that’s  my  friend. 

Calis.  Then  the  gods  are  favourable  to  Prince  Amadeo. 

Cicilia.  No,  Calis , Prince  Amadeo  has  too  many  virtues  to  make 
me  happy,  as  Lucius  has  too  few  $ and  ’twill  be  as  great  a difhonour 
for  Cicilia  to  marry  the  Prince,  as  ’tis  virtue  in  me  to  renounce 
Lucius. 

Calis.  Too  many  virtues?  Heaven  blefs  me,  what  fine  points  do 
we  propofe  to  make  our  felves  miferable  ! too  much  honour,  and 
too  many  vertues,to  become  Cicilia  s Hymens  ^ this  is  a Riddle  I un- 
derhand not. 

Cicilia.  To  be  reveng’d,  and  fave  mine  honour,  is  now  my  bu- 
finefs^.not  to  give  my  fame  to  punifh  Lucius  } Can  you  perfwade 
the  world  that  I left  Lucius , and  refolv’d  to  punifh  my  felf  for  his 
Crimes,  when  they  fee  me  married  to  Amadeo  ? A man  that  is  made 
up  of  all  that  is  Excellent,  Great,  or  Honourable?  one  that  might 
Juftifie  a Maid,  even  in  the  breach  of  Faith?  fhould  I marry  him, 

’twould  make  the  guilty  Lucius  Innocent  } and  Innocent  Cicilia  as 
black  in  ftory  as  jealous  Lucius  (hall  be  $ for  who  will  ftick  to  fay, 
when  we  are  married  , Lucius  then  was  Jealous  upon  too  fad  a 
ground  ? No,  Calk , having  prafrifed  and  known  the  vertues  of 
Amadeo  5 I confefs , my  heart  told  me  he  was  a Subjeft  fit  for  any 
Lovers  fear,  where  he  would  become  a Rival } Therefore  betimes, 
to  prevent  fiich  a danger  as  Lucius  his  Jealoufie , you  can  witnefs 
I gave  I&a#*  my  vows  and  faith,  before  the  gods  and  thee  3 And 
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after  that,  to  have  him  doubt,  and  not  oneiy  fear,  but  call  me  falfe, 
robbing  me  of  that  honour,  and  good  Name , which  with  his  life 
he  fhould  have  defended,  making  himfelf  thofe  fcandalls  a Gallant  ! 
man  would  have  ftabb’d,  or  ftrangled  in  thebofome  of  a Brother  ? 
But  Lucius  is  falfe } ’tis  not  a kind  fear  which  all  that  Love  mud 
have  } but  a mean  jealoufie,  which  does  not  oneiy  make  me  unfit 
for  his  Friendfhip  , but  the  efteem  of  all  gallant  men } This  is  his 
Crime,  which  Lucius  may  live  to  repent. 

Calis.  If  not  Amadeo^  what  refts  then,  where  is  the  Rival  ? 

Cicilia.  Orante. 

Calis.  Orante , what  of  him  ? 

Cicilia.  To  that  wretched  Creature  Fortune  has  referved  Cicilia , 
not  for  his  good  , nor  that  fhe  owed  him  a bleffing  } But  for  my 
Curfe,  my  Affliction  } To  that  wretch  I will  give  my  felf } To  him 
my  vows  of  faith,  if  he  will  receive  me,  are  now  defign'd. 

Calis.  Orante  ! Heaven  forbid. 

Cicilia..  Yes,G*/A,I  will  marry  0r4»fe,notwithftanding thy  won- 
der, and  all  the  worlds,  and  having  vowed  to  him  pay  him  a faith 
as  juft  and  obfervant  as  Lucius  fhould  have  had  $ And  that  falfe 
man  (hall  fee,  honour  obliges  me  as  much  to  that  wretch  as  love 
fhould  have  done  to  him.  This  way.  Calk  , thou  (halt  fee  thy 
friend  revenged,  and  the  world  (hall  juftifie  me  , and  fay,  Lucius 
was  jealous  without  a Caufe  5 for  (uve  Orante  is  a Subject  few  or 
none  will  believe  I fhould  break  my  faith  for } and  when  Lucius 
fhall  fee  him  pofteft  of  what  he  loved  , the  vexation  that  his  heart 
miift  feel  will  be  my  Revenge.  ; 

Calis.  But  will  your  Highnefs,  inaPaflion,  deftroy  your  felf, 
and  punifii  all  that  love  you  becaufe  one  has  been  falfe  ? Did  you 
love  nothing  but  Lucius  ? What  have  we  that  are  your  friends 
done  ? that  you  fhould  afflid  11s  thus,  to  fee  you  make  your  felf 
miferable  beyond  Redemption  ? fure  you neverloved  Lucius. 

Cicilia.  Yes,  Calis^  and  ’twas  my  Crime}  for  I have  loved  and 
obliged  him  beyond  his  hopes, beyond  reafon  or  juftice,  preferr’d 
him  before  a gallanter  man  then  himfelf}  you  know  I loved  him , 
Firft,  for  his  fears,  and  they  were  lovely  then  , and  his  doubts  as 
obliging  ashis  jealoufie  injurious  now}  And  this  Ad  will  let  him 
feel  never  loved  any  thing  but  Lucius. 

Calis.  But  fuppofe  Lucius  defpife  you  for  this  Ad. 

Cicilia.  Why  then  I will  fuffer  for  having  loved  one  fo  un- 
worthy. 

Calis.  If  Lucius  his  faults  had  not  their  Roots  in  Love  and  jea- 
loufie 1 fhould  not  defend  him  } me-thinks  I fhould  love  him  more 
for  doubting  his  fortune,  then  for  a faucy  confidence  of  me,  till  I 
was  his  } There  muft  be  fomething , Madam,  of  the  vain  and  info- 
lent,  that  pretend  to  love,  and  wooe  without  fear,  or  doubt} 
Rage  in  a Lover  I jhould  take  for  Love  it  felf } If  Lucius  had  loved 
another,  then  a high  Pvevenge  were  due  } But  all  your  anger  drives 
to  punith  him  for  loving  you  } fuppofe  a friend  falls,fuppofe  he  goes 
affray,  fuppofe  he  be  lick,  fhall  we  then  be  angry?  one  of  thefe  is 
Lucius  his  cafe.  , . • • • • J 
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Cicilia.  This  I know,  and  that  Or  ante’s  body  is  furnifh’d  with 
a mind  more  mifhap’d  j one  that  will  omit  no  means  to  gain 
his  ends  $ one  whofe  Luft  prevails  with  him  more  then  Honour 
or  Confcience,  which  bead:  in  the  mind  adds  even  to  his  deformity, 
and  has  bredfuch  an  invincible  hatred  againft  me  j Yet  now  I will 
ftoop  even  to  that  hate,  and  fuffer  my  felf  to  be  miferable  beyond 
example } My  time  will  be  the  fhorter  to  out-live  the  injuries  of  fo 
falle  a man  as  Lucius. 

Calls.  But  what  have  we  that  are  your  friends,  or  Prince  Amadeo 
done, that  youfhould  punilh  us  ? 

Cicilia.  I have  faid  Prince  Amadeo  has  too  many  Virtues  5 and 
could  I love  again  he  were  the  man  $ This  I faid  when  I thought 
my  felf  happieft,  elfe  I fhould  not  lay  it  now  5 This  I faid,  when  I 
refuted  Amadeo , elfe  I fhould  not  lay  it  now  when  Lucius  has  re- 
filled me  } And  when  thou  feeft  him  tell  him  this  ftory,  he  will 
hate  Lucius , and  pity  me  , who  will  punilh  my  felf  and  become 
fit  for  his  pity,  for  not  having  been  wife  enough  to  preferve  my 
felf  fit  for  his  Love,  of  which  crime  Lucius  was  the  original 
guilt. 

Calis.  Can  you  forgive  Orante  all  his  deformities  , all  the  fins 
and  wickednelfes  that  are  natural  to  him,  and  marry  what  you 
have  ever  loathed,  and  not  forgive  Lucius  that  loves  you,  Lucius 
that  you  have  loved, one  fault,  one  crime  ? A fin  yet  to  be  difput- 
ed , whether  it  be  fo  in  Love  or  no  } for  Jealoufie  was  once  Love, 
Jealoufie  in  the  root  none  doubts  is  Love  , ’Tis  true,  what  the 
fruit  may  be  is  doubtful}  But  Lucius  his  Jealoufie  yet  has  onely 
born  unhandfome  fears,  palfionate  cholerick  words. 

Cicilia.  O Calis , thou  art  yet  to  feek  what  abufed  Love  is,  thy 
Fortune  was  kind  by  chance,  that  made  thee  alwayes  loveunbe- 
loved  again } But  when  thou  (halt  be  fought  to  by  divers  Gallant 
Men,  till  thy  free  Heart  fix  on  one  whom  thy  kindnefs  will  oblige 
above  the  world  5 When  neither  Honour,  Perfon,  nor  parts  could 
tempt  thee  5 when , like  me , thou  lhalt  have  loved  for  Love 
onely  3 then  to  find  thy  felf  deceived,  fufpe&ed,  injur’d,  and  de- 
Ipifed  by  him  for  whom  thy  partial  kindnefs  has  thus  made  war 
againft  the  world,  as  I have  done  for  Lucius  , then  thy  Honour 
will  fire  thy  Heart , and  rather  then  not  be  revenged,  like  me,ftrike 
thorowthy  own  Bread;  rather  then  let  fuch  a fin  pafs  unpunifhed  } 
Difdain  and  Scorn  will  rife  in  the  face  of  Love,  when  thou  (halt 
fee  thy  faith  and  kindnefs  accufed  for  faife  by  one  that  begg’d  at 
thy  feet  till  his  falfe  tears  had  gain’d  thy  Charity  j And  now  the 
fawcy  Beggar  will  proportion  and  give  Rules  to  my  Bounty,  and 
confine  that  Honour,  that  pity,  that  kindnefs,  that  from  a Beg- 
gar, made  him  Mafter  of  my  Heart  j This  ingrateful,  diffembling, 
infolent,  jealous,  injurious  Lover,  is  Lucius  i,  and  I by  my  Folly 
madefo  miferable,  as  to  find  a plealure  in  being  reveng’d  on  the 
thing!  loved  } which  dcfign  to  morrow  I will purfue : And, by  all 
thy  Friendfhip  I conjure  thee,  plead  no  more  againft  my  Refolu- 
tion  j But,  in  order  to  thy  Oath,  prepare  for  to  morrow  >,  and 
when  the  chafe  is  up  we  may  avoid  the  company  and  retire  to  fome 
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place,  to  put  on  that  dilguiie  which  I have  already  furnifh’d  5 till 
when  Farewell. \_Exit  Cicilia. 

Calif.  Something  I muft  do  to  prevent  this  mifchief  5 when  (he 
hath  fpoke  with  Manlius  the  occafion  will  be  fit } and  to  morrow* 
when  we  return  to  put  on  our  difguife,  I will  lead  her  as  by  chance 
into  Juno's  grove/twill  be  proper  to  conceal  her  } And  thofe  facred 
limits  will  afford  a privacy  fit  to  reconcile  us  5 which  being  once 
done*  I will  break  all  vows  rather  then  fee  her  throw  her  fell  into 
the  loathed  embraces  of  Or  ante  , though  I will  not  now  oppofe  her 
Paflion.  [Exit, 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  IV. 


Enter  Otho  and  Clorinda. 


Otho 


'.  * I ^His  time  has  been  fo  full  ofTempefts,  Madam,the  ftorm 
X would  fearce  give  Loves  gentle  wings  leave  to  flie  in 
the  Court  } Jealoufieandfoolifh  Paflion;,  thofe  Birds  of  prey,  ftill 
ftooping  at  his  Mothers  Doves } And  here , where  Love  fhould 
be  heard  fing,  mutinous  war  has  given  our  Hearts  more  Alarms 
then  the  Camp}  But  now  thefe  troubles  are  blown  over,  I (hall 
hope  ’tis  not  unfeafonable  to  invite  the  Prince  to  honour  our  Hy~ 
men's  with  his  prefence.  « 

Clorinda.  Amadeo  is  yet  all  the  (faff  Clorinda  can  in  Honour  lean 
upon}  and  I hope  he  will  not  refufe  this  hand  now,  when  I am  to 
walk  in  paths  fo  ft  range  to  Clorinda  as  Hymen  leads  to } For  though 
Otho  had  my  hand  to  be  his  Bride,  yet  Amadeo  moft  not  be  forgot, 
that  has  alwayes  been  kind  as  a Lover,  faithful  as  a Brother  } And 
’twill  (hew  a kind  of  infenfiblenefs  in  me  to  defire  his  ftay,  onely  to 
add  to  this  affliction  by  feeing  others  happy,  and  then  to  begin  his 
mifery  } Nor  would  I punifti  Otho  for  others  faults,  by  delaying 
his  rights,  which  I confefs  are  due}This  (freight  your  kindnefs  muft 
lead  me  through.  [ Exeunt . 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Bandito  <m/Turnus. 

Tfrr»#f.QOftly,  and  follow  me}  now  you  have  feen  him  make 
O ready}  Thefirft  that  meets  him  (hoot.  Saw  you  the 
Prince  Or  ante  .<? 

Bandito.  Not  fince  he  went  to  the  Hermit's  } ’Tis  late,  I wonder 
they  ftay  thus  long. 

Tttrnus.  Stand  clofe,  I hear  feme  body  coming. 

[Here  enters  Orante^W  whijlles. 

Or  ante.  Be  ready,  he  comes. 

Tnrnus.  Away  then,  we  will  follow  you.  [Exeunt  omnes. 
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ACT.  IV.  SCE.N.  II. 
Enter  Lucius  and  a Hermit. 


Lucius. Brother  at  your  Hermitage  > 

lVi.  Hermit.  Yes,  and  Calls  with  him  $ They  are  now 
gone  to  walk  in  the  Grove,  they  have  fome  defign  tomorrow,.! 
heard  them  appoint  it } This  path  will  bring  us  to  him  5 and  I am 
confident  when  you  fee  him  you  cannot  but  pity  him  $ So  fad, 
and  fo  dejected  a Mind  I never  faw,  yet  I have  concealedffiim  all 
I can. 

Lucius.  His  poor  mean  Treachery  was  the  firft  ftep  to  my  mife- 
ry  j Had  he  been  true  to  either  of  us  ,Amadeo  had  not  lived  to  have 
atted  , or  Lucius  fuff  red  a fecond  Injury  : And  all  the  tyes  of 
Brother  can  fcarce  forget  his  Crime,  though  I know  he  hates  him- 
felf  for  it. 

Hermit.  ’Twill  be  Charity  at  lead:  to  reconcile  your  felf  to  him. 

Lucius.  His  Injuries  are  yet  too  frefti  5 pray  let  a day  or  to  pals, 
and  then  we  will  meet  at  your  Cell  and  embrace  ^ till  then,  no 
words  of  my  being  here  : The  Sun  is  low,  and  I will  retire  to  your 
Brothers  Hermitage. 


ACT.  IV.  SC  EN.  III. 

#1  h*'IL  / i i 4 • » * -f*  \ 5 » ' 1 ' ^ CJI,  ' J • v <Tl  ■ 

Enter  Manlius  ( fotus .) 

Manlius.  "“fl^He  Repentance  of  this  Crime  has  brought  a quiet 
JL  and  a calmnds  over  my  Mind  5 Anger,  Jealoufie, 
nor  Luft  have  no  longer  power  over  me.  One  good  Refolution 
has  difpers’d  them  all,  lam  now  Mafter  of  my  felf  again, and  can 
with  the  world  fee  and  admire  that  Star  without  Ambition  of 
plucking  it  from  Heaven,  and  afpiring  to  its  place  } I could  find 
Lucius , and  kifs  his  feet,  afk  him  pardon,  and  rejoyce  to  fee  him 
poffefsthe  blefling  I have  loft,  ana,  without  Envy,  hear  him  call 
the  Divine  Cicilia  his  ^ Thisftorm  has  made  the  Harbour  fweet  5 
I had  fuch  perpetual  quiet,  fuch  ccnftant  happinefs,  before  I knew 
not  the  value  of  it.  This  Afflidion  wak’ned  me } and  if  to  morrow 
be  fortunate  in  the  Princeftes  Pardon,  all  the  reft  of  my  dayes  will 
be  full  of  Joy  andCa/i/Friendftiip. 

[Enter  Banditoes  and  Jhoot  hint , he  draws  and 
fghts  with  them,they  wound  hint,  and  he  falls. 

Enter  Orante. 


Or  ante.  Away,  I hear  company, leave  him. [Exeunt. 

Manlius.  Oh  my  Fate  1 this  is  fad  to  dielknow  neither  how, 
nor  why,  and  fall  ere  I have  made  my  Peace  with  the  Princefs^  a 
fullen  Fate  has  prevented  me  to  be  grateful  to  Calls. 
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Enter  Lucius  and  the  Hermit. 


Lucius  rum 
to  him. 

He  ftirs , 


Lucius . 5Twas  a fhoot. 

Her  suit.  ’Twas  fo,  and  in  this  place.  What  might  it  mean  > 

Lucius.  Hark,  I hear  fome  body  groan. 

Hertnit.  Hal  your  Brother  lies  murtbered,  Manlius  3 Sir,  ’tis 
your  Brother  calls,  he  faints,  give  him  aire. 

Lucius.  Quickly  find  hl$  wounds  that  we  may  bind  them  3 then 
we  will  convCy  him  to  your  Cell,  wherbl  have  forrie  remedies. 

Hermit.  Trouble  nof  your  felf  with  that  3 if  his  wounds  Be  not 
mortall,  I have  a Balfam  will  give  him  a fuddain  remedy. 

‘ Lucius.  While  you  attend  this  Cure  I will  find  the  Murtherer, 
he  cannot  be  far. 

Hermit.  Help  me  to  convey  his  body  to  the  Cell. 

Lucius.  Poor  Manlius , thou  art  my  Brother  ftill,  for  all  thy 
Crimes, EXeUnt , 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  IV. 


Enter  Orante  atrd  Turnus. 


Or  ante.  PO,  this  is  paft,  and  we  are  farr  enough  from  fearch  5 this 
O poor  habit  will  fecure  us  3 yet  3tis  good  to  be  privately 
armed,  left  any  fufpition  find  us. 

Turnus.  To  night  he  cannot  be  found  in  that  unfrequented 
place,  and  our  bufinefs  will  be  done  early  in  the  Morning. 

Orante.  Where  fhall  we  expeft  her  ? 

Turnus.  Upon  the  entrance  into  the  wood,  where  we  can  ftand 
and  fee  them  undifcovered  3 when  they  are  entred  feize  and 
bind  them,  and  convey  them  to  Juno's  Grove,  whofe  privacy  will 
be  fit  for  our  defign  3 For  being  facredto  the  Roman  Deities,  none 
will  come  there  to  difturb  us : The  Aft  once  done,  you  may  re- 
folve  to  quit  thisfhape  andftay  3 or  protefted  by  your  difguife 
thus  efcape. 

Orante.  I am  not  fatisfied  with  your  leaving  Manlius : The  fel- 
low flies  he  was  not  dead,  and  believes  his  wounds  but  Height. 

Turnus.  Sleight  ? A fhot  and  two  thrufts , that  you  may  fee 
thorowhim  3 if  he  licks  them  whole  time  enough  to  hurt  us , I 
would  have  the  Fretor  keep  him  to  lick  the  Arniy,  inftead  of  lead- 
ing them  , he  will  heal  them  as  foon  as  a Charm  3 Befides,  I have 
no  Malice  to  him,  he  was  alwayes  a good  plain  fighting  fellow, 
that  would  never  talk  much  3 one  that  when  he  was  out-witted 
would  repair  to  his  hand  ftill,  and  ufe  his  cold  Iron  as  his  laft  Ar- 
gument : I have  feen  him  fo  beat  a better  wit  then  hintfelf,  for 
difputing  with  him  beyond  his  Reafon,  that  he  could  have  wifh’d 
himfelf  a fool  to  have  been  out  of  his  hands : Befides,  he  is  none 
of  our  Enemy  in  this  quarrel  3 Alals,  he  is  as  angry  as  we,  a poor 
defpifed  Lover,  and  mutinies  againft  Prince  and  Brother  3 He  is  a 
lame  Cripple  of  Cupids , that  hath  both  the  blind  ones  againft  him  3 
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Love  and  Fortune  are  both  his  Enemies,  and  a Man  need  no  more 
aftii&ion  in  this  world  then  to  be  in  Love,  and  have  thofe  two  de- 
clare againft  him. 

Or  ante.  Let  us  not  part  to  night , that  we  may  be  fure  to  attend 
our  defign  to  morrow. {Exeunt  owner* 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  Lyfander  and  Dyon. 

Lyfander. Princes  are  both  in  their  Chambers  , and  now  a 
JL  making  ready  for  the  Chafe. 

Dyon.  But  Manlius  is  miffing,  and  Lucius  though  banifhed,  is 
not  far  off  $ His  Peace  is  made  by  the  generous  Prince  Arnadeo , and 
was  for  certain,  laft  night,  at  the  Gardiners  little  houfe  in  the 
Groves  C^///confeffes  fhe  brought  him  thither,  and  that  he  flew 
from  her  in  a Rage  when  he  few  the  Prince  Arnadeo  taking  his 
leave  of  the  Princefs  Cicilia , and  miftook  their  parting  for  a con- 
clufion  of  what  his  jealoufie  has  apprehended  5 This,  if  you  meet 
1 him,  you  are  to  affure  him  of  from  Calis  and  my  felf,  that  his  mind 
may  find  feme  peace  3 Let  us  divide  our  felves,  he  was  feen  to  en- 
ter this  wood,  and  his  HOrfe  was  taken  up  this  Morning  loofe  3 I 
will  take  this  path,  and  we  will  meet  ill  the  place  where  the 
Hounds  are  uncoupled  5 Let  not  the  Fret  or  kno\v  he  is  hereabouts, 
till  we  have fpoken  with  him. 

Lyfander.  I fhall  obferve  3 but  if  there  were  no  other  way  to  wo- 
men then  thefe  Princes  find  Lyfander  would  curfe  his  Starrs  3 Doft 
thou  think  there  is  fo  much  to  boot  betwixt  a woman  and  a wo- 
man as  thefe  foxes  pretend  } If  there  be,  I thank  the  Gods  for 
my  ignorance,  that  underftand  not  the  difference  of  the  commo- 
dity in  my  practice 3 Sweet,  and  young,  and  kind,  if  found,  goes 
farr,  and  when  they  were  alone  they  would  all  hear  Reafbn  that 
I have  had  to  do  with  : But  here  is  fuch  fighting,  and  fighing, 
fuch  hunting  and  lofing,  and  fquatting,  ftarting,  and  "turning  of  a 
Coney,  fuch  erring,  (wearing  and  (taring,  and  Pufs  is  as  angry 
as  any  of  the  kennel  of  Mad-men  that  hunt  her.  Are  all  Rowan 
Princefles  thus  hard  to  be  caught  ? Sure  he  that  gets  this  will  not 
complain  fhe  is  tough  5 And  if  a hunted  Miftrifs  be  a good  Bed-fel- 
low, bid  him  put  this  in  cruft  3 I warrant  her  (he  will  eat  fhort, 
yet  I have  heard  a Lover  fey,  his  Miftrefs  Heart  cannot  be  too 
foft,  nor  her  Arfe  too  hard  to  make  a fervant  good  fewce. 

Dyon.  Beaft,  fuch  a defeription  I expedted  from  thy  Camp, 
and  fucklers  obfervations  3 And  how  many  fervants  does’ t thou 
think  Gentle-folks  can  in  Honour  make  happy  ? 

Lyfander.  In  a Day  and  a Night,  how  do  you  mean  ? 

Dyon.  No,  no,  in  all  her  life,  fool  ? 

Lyjavder.  Why,  a Regiment  of  Horfe,  and  a Brigade  of  Foot, 
I dare  fey,  Faujiina  has  paft  fb  many  pikes  as  that  comes  to  3 and 
yet  fhe  works  for  her  living,  and  has  no  good  convenience  to 
difpatch  her  bufinefs  neither  3 had  fhe  time  and  opportunities 
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that  your  idle  Ladies  throw  away*  their  feveral  rooms,and  lonenefe 
when  they  pleafe  j fhe  would  have  done  brave  things. 

Dyon.  If  I had  malice  enough  to  publifh  this  in  the  Court,  how 
the  women  would  all  to  behang  thee  for  this  roguKh  opinion  ; 
why  I tell  thee,  ’tis  fometimes  feven  year  ere  a good  Sufficient  Lover, 
gets  leave  to  kifs  his  Miftrefs,  and  fourteen  ere  (he  kifs  him  again  >' 
but  to  let  two  men  kifs  her,  Herefie,-  and  they  are  burnt » I never 
heard  of  but  one  that  was  (educed,  or  perfwaded  to  that  Herefie  5 
and  the  Rogue  told  of  her,  but  no  body  durft  believe  him  5 for  the 
Plague  is  not  more  mortal  then  fuch  a difcovery  againft  a Platonick 
Lover  of  this  age.  , .. 

Lyfand.  And  do  we  take  pains  to  preferve  this  Race  of  Fools? 
prithee,  let  therrtfind  and  kill  each  other,  to  the  end  of  the  Chap- 
ter } S’death,  if  my  Lady,  or  her  woman,  (hould  deny  to  do  me 
reafon  when  (he  had  time  to  anlwer  my  Queftion } By  this  hilt 
I would  hide  this  blade  in  her  belly  } A pox  of  this  fooling.  Does 
your  Prince  ufe  my  Princefs  fo  ? By  this  hand,  if  I did  not  think  he 
had  knocked  her  down  ere  this  I would  poyfon  him  5 (he  is  a 
blade , in  faith,  Dyvn,  none  of  your  no  forfooth,  none  of  your 
whyningno  fies  : By  this  hand,  if  (he  does  not  ftrike  firft  (he  has 
couzen’d  Lyfinder  } heark,  I hear  the  horn  found  in  the  plain. 

Dyon.  Farewel  then,  till  the  Chafe  is  done}  and  then  I will 
bring  you  to  Calk , and  fhe  (hall  make  you  a Platonick  Lover. 

Lyfand.  I will  be  gelt  as  foon  as  be  converted  by  that  whyning 
Broker } (he  is  Cupid’s  Baud , and  withers  in  her  Petti-coat,  for 
one  of  thofe  thoufand  Curt’fies  (he  has  done  for  others,  (he  loves 
men  for  loving  other  folks,  and  fhe  has  reafon } for  unlefs  (he 
mends  her  face  (he  will  foarce  do  it,  for  loving  her  , Calls’ s old 
fayings,  and  I had  as  many  Maiden-heads  as  (he  has  brok’d  away, 

I would  not  be  dif-virginated  iq  a year  } (lie  hunts  Manlius  count- 
er } and  if  he  go  on  when  will  they  meet,  le(s  in  a Comedy  ? where 
to  fee  an  old  reverend  Maid  that  has  fate  feven  ages  in  a Court 
Receiver  of  Loves  Cuftoms,  at  laft,  pretend  with  Arguments  to 
perlwade  a Souldier  to  the  love  of  fhadows , Platonique  friend- 
(hip,  ’twill  be  as  ridiculous  as  the  Miller  that  laid  the  Sack  upon  his 
neck,  and  then  got  up  to  eafe  his  Mare.  Farewel,  Dyon.  [ 'Exeunt . 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  VI. 

Enter  Lucius,  and  Hermit. 

Either  this  laft  night,  nor  this  morning, could  I find  any 
]_ \|  that  I could  fufped  for  this  murther } thofe  were  the 
Keepers,  and  to  them  I dare  not  be  feen  5 the  woods  are  full  of 
people,  fine  the  Pretor  hunts  to  day. 

Herm.  He  does  fo,  I fpake  with  the  Mafter  of  the  Game  this 
morning  when  they  were  pitching  of  the  Toyles. 

Lucius.  I loft  my  horfe  laft  night,  and  I fear  I may  be  difoovered 
by  him  } therefore  I will  retire  5 and  if  you  can  difcover  any  news 
in  your  Cell  I will  exped  you  5 I will  to  my  Brother,  who  fince 
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he  has  refted  gives  me  hope  his  arm  will  not  hinder  our  fearch  in 
: finding  out  who  it  was  that  Ihot  him. 

Herm.  I have  perfwaded  him  to  eat  fomething  5 falling  and  loft 
of  blood  are  both  dangerous  for  him  3 I will  mingle  my  (elf  among 
the  people,  and  to  all  but  Calk  conceal  your  abode. 

Lucius . Pray  do  lo,  and  tell  her  Manlius  and  my  felf  are  recon« 
cil’d,  but  mention  not  his  being  hurt. 

Herm.  I obferve  you.  [ Exit  Hermit. 

Lucius. How  unreafonable  a thing  an  enraged  man  is ! fince  I have 
liftned  to  Manlius  his  difcourfe  I find  the  fault  my  heart  has  com- 
mitted againfi:  the  divine  Cicilia fuch  as  I cannot  hope  for  pardon’} 
a fault  fo  great  and  fo  un  juft  I am  fo  far  from  believing  (he  will  for- 
give me,  I cannot  forgive  my  felf 3 what  a fool  a Lover  may  be  > 
what  bead:  but  Lucius  could  have  doubted  Cicilia  ? there  is  a folly 
in  jealoufie,  and  a kind  of  cowardize  } I wonder  any  thing  that  is 
man,  and  has  converfi:  with  honour,  could  let  it  prevail  over  his 
thoughts}  there  is  nothing  fo  malicioully  bent  to  the  deftru&ion 
of  Love  and  Honour  as  jealoufie}  it  (trikes  at  the  firfi:  blow  the 
root  of  both  honours,  the  Lovers  and  the  Loved } it  calls  her  what 
is  not  fit  to  be  beloved,  and  tells  her  we  are  uncapable  of  loving  } 
that  low  pafiion  calls  ourfelves  what  we  would  not  hear  another 
(ay,  nor  live  with  that  man  that  we  believe  thinks  fo } Lyfander 
had  reafon  when  he  defpis’d  my  jealoufie,  becaufo  it  confeft  my  Ri- 
val deferv’d  better  then  my  felf } elfe  my  Miftrefs  is  either  a fool 
or  falfo  vanity  5 though  it  be  poyfon  to  love , yet  in  this  cafe  a lit- 
tle is  Phy(ick,and  allowed  to  defend  us  againfi:  the  danger  of  jealou- 
fie} all  Treacles  have  fome  poyfon,  which  like  the  key  open  the 
door  to  let  the  Cordial  in } vanity  in  a healthy  proportion,  and  ta- 
ken in  feafon,  may  do  our  felves  juftice,  and  defend  our  loves  3 and 
Cicilia  would  fooner  have  forgiven  Lucius  a little  vanity  then  this 
jealoufie  3 Lucius  might  have  (aid,  what  if  Amadco  be  a Prince,  and 
Lucius  a fubjeft  3 is  not  Cicilia  a Princefs  too  ? and  what  though 
the  world  prefer  Amadeo , (he  has  chofen  Lucius  } and  if  I have 
grace  in  her  eyes,  let  him  be  happy  where  he  will  : what  if  Amadeo 
have  Otho’s  confent , while  I have  Cicilia" % faith  ? this  I ought  to 
havewhifiper’d  to  my  foul  3 and  when  my,  fears  apprehended  Ama- 
deo’s  perfon,  or  his  parts,  my  thoughts  (hould  have  prompted  me, 
Cicilia  had  honour  and  friendfhip  for  Lucius  3 and  thofe  thoughts 
would  have  fmother’d  that  fire  which  jealous  anger  bred  in  my  un- 
fortunate bread: } and  rather  have  dy3b  then  doubted  the  fair  Cici- 
lia,  while  intemperate  love,  I fear,  has  thrown  down  the  Altar  we 
were  fo  long  a building  > unlefs  her  goodnefs  will  ftilljaft  more  of 
the  Deity  then  Lucius  of  the  fool  or  mad-man. 

, Enter  to  him  the  Hermit. 

Herm.  Sir,  the  Foreft  is  full  of  people  3 the  Pretor  and  the 
((ranger  Princes  are  all  abroad  3 the  Game  was  up,  and  all  men 
inquired  for  you  and  your  Brother  3 your  horfe  was  taken  up  this 
morning  3 I law  the  Princefs  Cicilia , Calls  was  with  her,  they  are 
both  lad  3 tis  my  opinion  you  retire  till  Calls  come. 

Lucius.  I will  follow  you  3 men  in  mif-fortunes  have  a large 
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Stage  to  (hew  themlelves  upon  5 and  he  that  Acts  well,  be  his  part 
never  fo  Tragical,  leaves  the  blame  upon  his  Stars  5 I am  now  en- 
gaged, Love  and  Honour  have  brought  me  on  } and  though  jea- 
loufie  has  made  me  ftray  , yet  thofe  guides  will  find  the  way. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  VII. 

Enter  Calis , and  Cieilia.  They  flrip  themfelves  of  their  upper 
Garments , and  remain  in  Boys  habit , they  are  followed  by  Orante 
and  the  Bandito. 

Cici/.TN  this  difguife  I will  make  my  revenge  perfeft,  though  my 
I fortune  be  miferable}  ’tis  not  Or  ante's  deformed  body, 
and  foul  crookeder  then  his  back,  loft  his  fame,  low  as  his  conditi- 
on, and  a nature  worfe  then  his  fortune,  (hall  make  me  change  my 
refolution  } to  whofe  loathed  embraces  I will  now  fly  } yet  here  I 
confefs,  death’s  cold  lean  arms  would  be  welcomer  far,  could  I 
then  fee  Lucius  miferable  } no  reply,  as  thou  loveft  me,  but  hafte 
to  the  place  of  our  retreat  till  this  bufinefs  is  over. 


Enter  Orante,  like  an  old  Beggar-Woman , leaning  upon  her  Staff. 

■ ■ 1 jt  __  j 

Oran.  Stay, fond  Girls,  and  know  your  fates  from  me  } Weak  and 
poor  your  defigns  are  $ you  may  vow  to  what  gods  you  pleafe  } but 
here  in  this  place  you  (hall  find  your  Deftiny  at  his  utmoft  date 
born  to  enjoy  nothing  but  what  you  fear  and  hate}  fieze  upon 
them. 

Enter  Bandito  and  Tumus,  they  fieze  upon  them , cover  their 
heads , and  force  them  away.  [Exeunt. 

/ ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  VIII. 

Enter  Amadeo,  and  Lyfander. 

Amadeo.  TAR.ithee,Xj^«^r,ftay } my  heart  bodes  fbme  ill,  there 
X is  a heavinefs  upon  it  will  not  let  me  enjoy  neither 
the  Company  nor  the  fport  to  day  } faw  you  which  way  the  Prin- 
cefs  Cieilia  went  ? 

Lyfander.  Calis  and  fhe  entred  the  Wood  but  now,  and  fee 
where  their  Clothes  lie. 

be)  look.  Amadeo.  Heaven,  what  may  thofe  pretend  ? Some  violence  fure, 
yon  the  Murder,  Treafon. 

jy,e/’  j Lyfander.  Undoubted,Thieves  would  have  taken  their  clothes  } 
heir  Pockets  ^ee’  there  is  money  in  their  pockets , and  a paper  dire&ed  to  Lu- 
‘ cius } hold,  Sir,  I apprehend  from  this  paper  thePrincefs  has  taken" 
fome  refolution  to  abfent  her  felf  from  the  Court,  to  avoid  being 
follicited  in  your  highnefs  behalf } for,  faulty  as  he  is , fhe  loves 
Lucius. 

Amadeo.  It  muft  be  fo,  let  us  away , and  find  the  Prince , Bring 
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the  clothes,  that  they  may  know  the  chance,  I cannot  guefs  enough 
to  fatisfiemy  troubled  mind,  my  fears  have  robb’d  me  of  my  R,ea- 
fori  3 See  the  Prince, 

i : , ..  ••  .. 

Enter  Otho,  Clorinda,  and  Marius. 

*.  . . • ■ f.*  1 , f | rjv  * I f : ' " . *’• 

Otho.  What  means  this  > 

Amadeo.  Here  in  this  place  we  found  them,  and  this  Letter  di« 
retted  to  Lucius.  ■ ? , 

Marius.  Heaven  guard  my  Child. 

Clorinda.  All  the  gods  pro  tett  the  Princels. 

Otho.  From  all  but  her  own  Paffion  I believe  (he  is  fafe$  but  I 
know  her  heart  is  troubled  at  Lucius  his  Jealoufie^  I fear  (he  has  ta- 
ken fome  defperate  refolution  3 Pray,  Sir,open  that  Letter^  for  lam 
confident  (he  there  tells  him  all  her  thoughts.  th  Letter^ 

Marius . Ha,  Or  ante ! to  find  Or  ante  $ to  give  him  her  vows,  and 
faith  for  ever,  to  marry  Or  ante , to  be  reveng’d  on  Lucius , [all  O-  them  the 
rante?  Road,  Read my  eyes  are  loft  in  tears  3 Otho  , your  fe-  paper. 
verity  has  forc’d  her  to  this  Juftification  of  her  love  to  Lucius. 

Otho.  Away,  Sir,  let  us  all  divide, and  befet  the  Wood,they  can- 
not efcape,’tis  but  now  we  parted  $ for  heavens  lake  difperfe , left 
the  fad  delay  beget  the  Curfe  (he  threatens,0r4/tf  e’s  bride  ? a Grave 
father, good  heaven,  theu  fee  her  in  that  loathed  place. 

Clorinda . If  we  can  find  her.  Sir,  all  is  fafe  5 I know,  (he  has  fb 
much  kindnfcfs, honour, and  duty,  (he  will  not  refufe  to  give  up  her 
trouble  and  paffion  to  your  Authority  3 I know  ’tis  onely  Melan- 
cholly,attd  difpleafure  againft  Lucius  3 Which  kindnefs  from  your 
Highnefs  will  in  a little  time  remove.  She  ftill  with  tears  lamented 
to  me  your  Highnels  leverity , and  that  of  late  the  brother  was 
quite  buried  in  you,  and  all  you  faid  or  did  was  full  of  the  States- 
man, and  the  Prince,  without  a thought  of  her  love,  nor  the  leaft 
kind  fenfeof  her,  or  her  wifhes  3 and  being  thus  abandoned  by  a 
brother,  wanting  fome  kind  friend,  to  lament  3 to  fadnefs , and 
grief,  having  no  vent,  Lucius  his  Injuries  has  made  her  take  this 
ddperate  refolution  3 and  I am  glad  Cults  is  with  her,  a perlbn  of  too 
much  honour  and  difcretion  to  content  to  this  defign,  though  (he 
may  feem  to  comply  with  her  paffion. 

Amadeo.  However,  let  us  not  delay  finding  of  her,  and  I believe 
Vis  fit  conceal  bur  knowledge  of  this  Paper  till  her  minde  be 
qUieted. 

Marins.  Divide  then  3 Otho , come  you  along  with  me. 

Amadeo.  Lyfander , let  us  take  this  path.  — No  Clorinda , there  is  Clorinda 
your  path  3 Blulh  not  gentle  Maid,  Otho  is  a Prince,  whofe  friend-  would  follow 
(hip  no  Maid  ought  to  be  alham’d  of  3 Be  faithful  to  him  and  his  Amadeo,^^ 
fortune,  dear  Clorinda  3 Elfe  all  the  kindnefs  thou  ftealeft  from  him  ”er° 
is  not  worth  the  taking  3 Love  and  Honour  him  next  the  gods , let 
Otho  poflefs  thy  heart,  and  then  thou  art  kind  to  Amadeo. 

Otho.  This  generality  in  Amadeo  is  more  chains  then  thole  We 
load  Our  Captives  with,  and  I willingly  ftoop  to  him  3 for  ’tis  no 
dilhonour  to  be  overcome  by  Prince  Amadeo  3 the  great  Example 
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of  Honour  and  friendfhip  } But  if  the  unfortunate  Cicilia  had  not 
been  condemn’d  to  mifery  fhe  might  have  paid  a part  of  this 
Debt  } But  fate  that  gave  luch  a Jewel  to  the  world  as  Clorinda^ 
and  Am adco^  knew  too  well  their  Price.,  and  therefore  appointed 
them  for  fortune,  not  merit^to  pofiefs. 

Clorinda.  Any  time  but  this  my  thirfty  foul  would  watch  ages 
to  drink  the  Joy  it  has , to  hear  you  vie  who  fhould  lofe  each  o- 
ther  beft , while  I fmile  to  fee  how  much  a maid  out-loves  you 
both  } which  I do,  or  my  heart  deceives  me  } for  I am  fure  I would. 
And  what  a lover  kindly  would  is  to  a Lover  Currant  pay}  for 
Love  is  all  as  happy,  and  as  obliging  in  the  will , when  ’tis  placed 
upon  a Noble  Subjed,  as  the  Ad  it  felf } But  we  lofe  time,and  with 
that  hazard  the  mod  precious  things  of  the  Earth  } Othos,  lifter, 
and  Amadeo  s Friend, which  Title  Reafon  and  her  Paflion  both  have 
given  me. 

Amadeo.  In  &e  plains  we  will  meet  if  we  mifs  them  in  the 
Woods.  > 

Clorinda . Hafte,  Amadeo  } a Lovers  Eye  is  as  curious  in  his  fearch 
as  the  Cretan  hound  in  Chafe  } and  my  divining  foul  tells  me  Ama- 
deo muff  find  her  though  he  lofe  himfelf.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

1 won  ■?: 
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ACT.  V.  SCER  I. 

. u . \ i • ! ; -A.j  ' ' ■ ft 

Entet  Manlius,  <tnd  Lucius,  (as  from  the  Hermitage.) 

Lucrus.Y^X  Manlius^  the  gods  then  decreed  my  ruine  when  they 

V_>/ let  thee  fall  from  Honour}  Thy  wilde  Injuries  di- 
ftraded  me'}  A Brother  and  a Friend  at  once  I loft,  and  at  a time 
when  I had  moft  need  of  Counfel,  Anger  having  broke  her  bounds, 
defpifing  love  and  reafon } and  that  hedge  thrown  down  all  the 
ills  that  uncolleded  man  is  capable  of,  like  weeds,  pofleft  my  wild 
bread.,  and  over-ran  my  mind. 

Manlius.  I cannot  but  wonder  at  your  Jealoulie  for  thofe  few 
days  paft,when  I was  fo  bold  in  ill  as  to  tell  her  my  crime}  (he 
was  ttypn  all  Lucius's  } The  gods  and  my  Brother  had  oncly  Intereft 
in  her  heart } Nor  can  I,  in  all  your  difcourfe,  gather  one  caule  of 
anger  but  her  filence,  that  onely  was  her  fault } for  fhe  was  not  in 
Paftion  though  Lucius  was } and  therefore  her  friendfhip  Ihould 
calmly  have  cleared  his  doubts,  and  rather  have  quenched  his  an- 
ger with  kindnefs  then  have  kindled  hers  at  his  paflion. 

Lucius.  No  more,  dear  Manlius } though  thou  art  now  my  dear 
Brother,  yet  from  thee  my  kindnefs  muft  not  hear  the  leaft  de- 
trading word,  not  a thought  that  tends  to  accufing  the  Princefs} 
"Tis  the  Quarrel  I have  againft  my  felf,  which  no  friend  fhall  re- 
concile } I hate  Lucius  for  that  fin  fo  much,  that  thy  kindnefs,  which 
is  now  new  heat  by  a happy  reconciliation,  and  would  now  receive 
all  impreffions  from  thee  eafier  and  readier  then  before  our  unkind- 
nefs } I muft  not  hear  thee  fpeak  in  that  ftrain : fhall  I,  that  would 
not  have  heard  my  bofome  friend  fay  the  Priaeefs  loved  Lucius , 

endure 


Part.  II.  or,  Love  in  Arms.  *pp 

endure  to  hear  it  told  me  , fhe  is  falfe  ? as  if  her  love  had  be^n  a 
Crime  or  fin,  and  her  falfhood  a virtue  > No,  dear  Manlius  , thou 
canft  witnefs*  with  a Sacred  Reverence  We  held  our  Loves,  till  this 
fatal  Jealoufie  robb’d  me  of  my  Reafon. 

Manlius.  Reafon  had  faved  us  both  , But  the  gods  will  not  let 
Reafon  be  always  in  Seafon , Men  came  too  near  their  Deity,  did 
not  our  Paflions  mafter  us,  could  we  keep  them  tame  and  low,how 
quickly  our  hearts  would  have  found  the  precipice  we  flood  upon  } 

When  we  both  made  it  our  bufinefs  to  find  arguments  to  hate  what 
we  loved,  and  with  tongues  and  words  flrove  to  publifh  to  the 
world  that  lie  that  faid  Manlius  hated  Lucius^  or  Lucius  could  hate 
Cicilia. 

Luc.hnA  I,thataU  my  days  defpifed  the  worlds  opinion,and  their 
way  of  love : Did  we  love  like  the  common  people  ? Did  we  make 
the  world  our  Judge,  or  guide  to  love  by  ? No,  no,  nor  fhall  their 
depraved  Cuftoms  (land  Examples  for  Lucius  now  his  Reafon  is  re- 
turned. How  I will  oppofe  her  pad  favors  againft  my  prefent  fears, 
and  they  will  defend  Lucius  } This  thought,  and  fuch  a friend  as 
Manlius  yeflerday  might  have  faved  me  from  this  mifery}  He 
might  have  told  me  how  late  l came  to  Court  } When  love  with  all 
his  ftrength  hadbefieged  her  heart,  youth  and  beauty  Jionour  and 
fortune,  power  and  wealth,  were  there  feconded  by  all  that  were' 
famous  for  Arts  or  Pa  ts  5 Thus  engaged  I found  her  heart, yet  their 
Batteries,  nor  Mines,  nor  Afiaults,  nor  Intelligence  within,  could 
win  the  Excellent  Cicilia  } who,  with  honour  made  defence, till  l»- 
cius , ( Then  too  happy  Lucius  ) came  and  rais’d  the  fiege  $ In  which 
he  fuch  glory  got,  he  flood  the  envy  of  the  gods  and  men,  till  this 
Curfed  Jealoufie  ftruck  him  to  the  Earth. 

Manlius . Had  not  I been  mad  too  , a friend'  might  have  faved 
us  both  5 a Friend  is  the  ftaff  and  fafety  of  our  Peace  5 he  might 
have  faid , fhall  we,  when  a friend  lofes  a Limb,  or  Childe,  or  any 
other  the  leffer  gifts  of  Fortune  } Or  if  by  ficknefs  afflicted,  will 
Lucius  in  thefe  cafes  be  fad  , and  fliew  an  Extraordinary  kindnefs 
in  Tears,  or  diligence  to  give  them  Comfort  } and  when  his  Miftrefs 
has  broke  her  Faith,  or  loft  her  Honour,  will  he  then  be  angry,  and 
feek  a Revenge  ? how  unreafonable  were  fuch  an  Action  , to  add 
his  affii&ions  to  the  fhame  and  trouble  of  her  mind } her  guilt 
would  be  load  enough  without  thy  hatred  or  thy  anger}  looner  fatal 
wounds  fhould  let  out  my  life,  to  banifh  from  her  fight  an  Object 
that  upbraids  her,e’re  I revil’d  the  name  I lov  d } fuch  a hate  de- 
clares ’twas  felf-love  , elfe  thou  wouldft  pity  her  now } and  in  this 
ficknefs  of  her  mind , at  all  rates  of  mercy  and  kindnefs,compafs 
her  peace } fuch  a generous  filence,  and  handfome  bearing  of  her 
Injuries  would  fpeak  thy  love  to  her}  and  who  knows  what  fuch 
a Cordial  may  work  upon  the  moft  defperate  dileafe  that  love  is 
fubjed  to,  and  reftore  her  heart,  or  at  leaft  pay  that  debt  Lucius 
owes  her,  whofe  mercy  could  not  fee  him  fad,  but  at  the  rate  of  her 
felf  once  bought  his  Peace. 

Lucius.  O Manlius , chide  me  ft  ill, chide  me,  till  my  blufhing  foul 
has  with  fhame  and  hatred  of  my  felf  expiated  my  guilt. 
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Manlius.  Heark,  Sir,  the  Noife  of  people  draws  this  way,pray  let 
us  retire  $ and  ifCakrcan  prevail  with  the  Princefs,  here  you  may 
find  an  unexpected  bleffing,  for  fhe  has  promifed  me  afloon  as  they 
can  lofe  the  Company,  to  guide  her,  as  if  ’twere  by  chance,  to  this 
place,  to  beg  her  pardon  for  that  fault  which  you  muft  both  for- 
give } But  I would  not  have  her  fee  you,  till  Calis  be  acquainted 
with  with  your  being  here  } Heark,  they  draw  near , pray  let  us 
retire.  [ Exeunt . 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Orante,  Turnus,  and  Bandito,  leading  in 
Cicilia  and  Calis. 

Cicilia.  Calis , ’tis  Orante , I know  his  voyce  through  his  dif- 
guife. 

Turnus.  ’Tis  fo. 

Orante.  Yes,  Jtis  Orante  , That  Orante  your  fcorn  and  Malice  fo 
lively  defer ibed  even  now  5 But  thy  knowledge  of  him  will  coft 
thee  dear}  for  when  I have  took  my  pleafure  of  thee  prepare  to 
.die,  I will  t*y  if  your  Curious  Lover  can  find  by  thofe  fteps  which 
my  Luft  (hall  leave  on  thy  proud  Body,  who  it  was  trod  down  thy 
Virgin  Flower } Know  fond  woman,  thy  fcorn  has  made  me  hide 
felf  in  a thoufand  fhapes } But  to  take  a full  Revenge, which  I now 
fhall  do,  by  thine  ow7n  folly } This  Occafion  Calis  gave  me } for 
which  Manlius  (hall  thank  her  } for  know  ( ’twice  betray’d)  thou 
art  come  hither  to  meet  the  luft  of  Manlius  5 who  here  was  ap- 
pointed to  expeft  thee  } But  that  danger  my  Intereft,  not  hate  to 
him,nor  kindnefs  to  thee,  has  removed } And  when  thole  Souldiers 
have  entertain’d  themfelves  with  Calis , they  will  (hew  her  where 
fhemaybufie  her  felf  with  burying  of  him. 

Calis.  O monfter,unheard  of  Villany  ! 

Orante.  'Tis  high  revenge  to  vex  you,  and  to  have  in  my  power 
to  force  what  your  fcorn  would  not  give } and  now  know , all  the 
Lreafure  that  the  Earth  has  (hewn,  or  hid}  All  that  Treafonhas 
bought  or  Sold  } All  that  the  Sword  hath  won  or  loft } All  that 
Love  hath  given,  or  luft  has  coft,  fhall  not  buy  from  me  this  Re-  , 
venge  } Turnus , bind  her,  and  then  leave  us. 

Cicilia.  Calis , O Heaven,  do’ft  thou  fee  this,  and  not  protect  the 
Innocent  } {_  she  refljls . 

While  they  are  binding  her , Orante  kjjjes  her  by  Force , while 
they  hold  her. 

Orante.  How  fweet  this  Role  fmells } Much  more  Honey  is  there 
in  thisNeftar,  then  in  that  Jove  drinks}  Dilpatch,  Turnus , that  my 
foul  maybe  drunk  with  Beauty  and  Revenge}  Let  Heaven  frown 
another  Age  upon  Orante , if  Fortune  would  but  give  him  fuch  an- 
other Revenge. 

Turnus.  They  are  tongue-ty’d  already. 
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Or  ante.  Dumb,  Cicilia  S their  HeartsYwell,  now.  they  play 

Or  antes  part,  her  Heart  would  burftnow  to  be  revenged  3 This  is 
thatpaftime  yourfeorxi  ufed  to  take  upon;  Or  ante  3 Game  difpatch, 
no  refiftance.  — ^A  Bracelet  of  this  Or  ante  now  might  wear  with-  ^ e holds  her 
out  wooing  for,  l?ut  that  Lucius  and  Awadeo  would  be.  jealous,  d by  tlJf-tatr 
Cicilia.  Ye  Gods,  what  words  can  ejiprefs  this  villany ! what  J"*  ' ”es 
voice  can  fpeak  the  Injuries  and  Rage  my  SoulfufFers  ! Heaven  .in  r 
Thunder  tell  this  monfter  what  I defigned  for  him  3 and  then  to 
punilh  that  crime  fave  but  my  Honour,  and  let  thy  lightning  ftrikfc 
him  through  this  unfortunate  breaft.  /:  : Tarnus 

Turnus.  S’  death,  I think  they  have  gotten  mens  minds  juggles  all 
and  ftrength  with  their  breeches  3 A Jury  that  fhould  condemn^  ^hileto 
your  Highnefs  of  a Rape  upon  either  of  thefe  two  alone,  ought ber° 
to  be  hanged  themfelves  for  falfe  Rogues  3 ’Twere  an  even  lay 
a Jury  did  not  do  it  3 S’  death,  (he  bites,  and  fcratches,  hold  her 
hands,  a pox. — S’  death,  you  whore,  had  it  been  a little  higher 
it  had  fped  my  plough  : What  fhall  we  do  now  ? (he  will  be 
mifchievous. f Orante  takes  her  by  one  hand , and  Strug- 

gles with  her , jhe  fnatches  his  dagger 
from  his  pocket  and  jiabs  him  3 he  leaps 
off}  and  jhe  Stabs  Turnus  : He  looks  on 
the  ivound  , and  runs  at  her  with  his 
^ fword , Orante  beats  down  the  thruSl. 

Orante.  Hell  upon  it,  kill  her,  and  I will  enjoy  her  while  fhe  is 
Warm  3 any  thing  rather  then  let  her  have  her  fullen  will  to  die  a 
Maid,  and  rob  me  of  my  Revenge. 

\_He  runs  at  her , ffe  puts  by  the  fivord. 

Cicilia.  Hold,  Villain,  till  I have  fpoke,  and  then  do  what  Hell 
and  thou  (halt  decree  3 for  having  thus  fecured  my  Honour  from 
thy  force  I can  fmile  on  death.  From  my  laft  words  take  this 
truth,  and  believe  me  3 though  thou  hateft  me,  I am  not  fo  wicked 
voluntarily  to  go  to  my  grave  with  an  ufelefs  lie.  in  my  mouth  3 
Stir  not,  leave  that  vain  thought  that  bids  you  hope  to  difarm  me  3 
for  know,  though  this  dagger  and  a feeble  arm  be  not  able  to  de- 
fend Cicilia  3 Yet  (he  has  Honour  enough  to  defend  her  Honour, 
and  kill  Cicictlia , which  I (hall  do  upon  the  (irftftep  that  moves 
this  way.  Know  then,  thou  haft  prevented  thy  own  Fortune, 
for  witnels  Heaven, (to  which  thou  haft  now  forced  me  take  a hafty 
journey)  my  bufinefs  and  this  difguife  was  to  find  an  occafion  to 
give  my  felf  to  Orante  for  a Bride,  if  he  would  have  received  me. 

Orante.  Ha!  it  cannot  be,  this  lie  will  not  lave  you. 

Cicilia.  No,  monfter,  ’tis  fo  much  truth  I will  not  be  laved  3 
for  I confefs,  I ought  to  die  for  having  fo  bale  a thought  3 Yet  be- 
caufe  thou  (halt  believe  what  I fay,  thou  oweft  me  nothing  for  that 
defire  3 for  had  Lucius  been  worth  the  having,  or  Cicilia  worth 
the  prefenting  to  generous  Atnadeo , Orante  (hould  never  have  had 
her  3 whom  my  Soul  feared  and  loathed,  and  my  Heart  divining 
fome  horrid  villany  from  thee,  has  alwayes  trembled  at  thy  Name  3 
and  but  to  punilh  my  felf  and  jealous  Lucius , Orante  had  funk  un- 
thought of. 
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Orante.  Riddles,  by  Heaven  Riddles  j But  I fhall  find  an  Oedi- 
pus to  read  them. 

Calls.  No  monfter,  the  truth  is  too  fad  $ And  hadft  thou  been 
a Man  of  Honour,  and  fit  for  any  Hymens  but  one  enraged  and 
blind  with  Paffion , Amadeo  had  this  day  been  happy  5 But  his 
Honour  made  him  unhappy,  having  as  much  noblenefs  more  then 
weight,  as  thy  bafe  mind  was  poor  and  deftitute  of  good. 

Cicilia.  5Tis  truth  (he  tells  thee,  and  now  I defie  thee.  This  kind 
Remedy  Heaven  has  fent  me  againft  all  my  paft  miferies , And 
thy  horrid  intents  are  the  loud  calls,  the  Gods  have  ufed  to  bid  me 
make  hafte  to  them  5 and  if  thou  moved:  one  ftep  this  way,  thus 
I go. 

Or  ante.  Shall  foolifh  fear  or  pity  make  me  afraid  to  embrace  or 
enjoy  Cicilia  £ Fond  Girl,  doft  thou  believe  I will  lofe  thee  when 
there  is  onely  the  difficulty  of  a dagger  betwixt  us?  No,  proud 
fair  one,  thou  art  mine  in  thefpite  of  Fate  5 even  in  thy  dying 

groans,  ’tis  decreed,  I will  enjoy  thee 

[He runs  to  her,  fie flabs  her felfihe  clofes 
andflruggles  with  her  for  the  dagger. 
Calis.  Help,  Rape,  Murther,  Trealon,  help,  Murther,  Treafon, 
Rape,  help  for  Heavens  fake,  Trealon,  Treafon,  O horrid 

Villains! [They ftruggle fill * 

Or  ante.  Stop  her  mouth. 

[_  A Souldier^er  to  her  and flops  her  mouth. 
Sould . Hold  your  prating,  or  I (hall  cut  your  wezill. 

Enter  Lucius  and  Manlius,  with  his  Arm  in  a fcarfe, 
with  their  fwords  drawn. 

Manlius.  This  way  the  noile  called1,  5twas  a womans  voice 
that  cried  for  help,  Ha  ! See,  Sir,  the  fame  that  wounded 
me  laft  night.—  [They  fetupon  them , all  fight,  Lucius  kills  Turnus^ 

I Manlius  kills  one  of  the  Bandito’/,  while  a Soul  - 
^ dier  f hoots  Lucius  , He  falls , Orante  wounds 
Manlius,  and  he  falls, the  third  Souldier  falls  too , 
Orante  onely  remains  upon  his  feet , goes  to  Luci- 
us, dijar ms,  and  treads  upon  him. 

Orante.  So,  this  danger  is  paft  5 and  there  is  yet  enough  left  of 
the  proud  Cicilia  to  latisfie  my  Revenge. 

Lucius  and  Manlius.  Cicilia,  and  Calis , Heaven  ! what  chance, 
what  calamity  is  this  ? 

Cicilia.  Doft  thou  wonder,  falfe  Man,  to  fee  thetuine  thy  jea- 
lous Soul  has  made  of  all  our  happinefs  ? Murther,  Self-murther, 
Rape  and  dilhonour  threatned,  Self-murther,  whofe  black  path 
thy  jealous  Heart  has  forced  me  to  tread,  to  fave  that  Honour 
Lucius  would  firft  have  ravilhed.  Live,  and  find  all  that  thou 
miftruftedft  innocent  $ And,  for  thy  Curfe,  let  them  thou  trufteft 
next  be  as  falfe  as  Lucius. 

Lucius.  Omy  Fate ! Why  have  I liv’d  to  fee  this  day?  Orante , 
be  yet  fo  kind  in  thy  crime  as  kill  me.  Durft  thou  ftab  ? Hadft 
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thou  a power  to  ftrike  that  breaft,  and  find  remorfe  at  mine  that 
am  thy  Rival  ) Villain,  or  kill  me,  or  be  fure  thy  hated  foul  (hall 
never  deep  in  that  curbed  body  of  thine,  though  when  ’tis  let  out 
’twill  but  change  Hells } Dog,  doft  thou  fmile  upon  our  miferies  ? 

Cicil.  Thy  jealoufie  ftruck  deeper,  and  more  fatal,  then  his  Dag- 
ger 5 that  gave  the  firft  wound,  that  ftruck  my  fame,and  wounded 
more  then  his  fury  can  j falfe  and  unkind,  thou  deceived’!!:  my 
heart,  and  wert  falfe  to  her  that  loved  thee  5 this  wretch  has  only 
afted  that  my  hatred  ever  feared  5 the  world  expeded  nothing  bet- 
ter from  Orante^  branded  and  mark’d  from  heaven,  and  defpis’d 
by  men  5 But  Lucius , jealous  Lucius , has  deceived  both  gods  and 
men , and  abus’d  their  truft  $ but  thefe  wounds , I hope,  will 
jyftifie  me,  and  puniih  Lucius , and  deceive  the  hopes  of  curfed 
Orante.  [she  faints  and  falls. 

Lucius . Heaven  lend  your  hand,  to  five  the  Princefs, — O , my 
fate  ! \_He  ofj crs  to  rife  and  falls . 

Cal.  If  I were  loofe,  I might  call  for  help. 

Manl.  Like  Birds  with  broken  wings  we  lye  expeding  fad  fates, 
to  be  the  fpoil  and  fcorn  of  the  foolifh  fowler  , fure  I have  fo  much 
ftrengthastocrawle  to  Calk. 

[While  he  crarvlesto  Calis,  and  unbinds  her  j Orante 
lifts  up  Cicilia. 

Oran.  She  is  faint,  but  not  dead,  now  (he  is  tame  enough  5 fee 
Lucius , this  was  your  Cicilia  } there  is  beauty  and  pleafure  even 
in  her  duft.  [ He  kijjes  her. 

Lucius  and  Manlius.  Villain,  Murderer. 

Lucius.  Oh  ye  gods ! lend  but  fo  much  ftrength  as  to  lave  the 
nobleftof  women.  , [Orante  laughs. 

Oran.  Sure  heaven’s  kind  to  Orante  } what  mufick  there  is  iq 
their  cries. 

Cal.  Help,  Murder  5 Treafon,  help  ! [Exit  Calis. 

Oran, . Ha!  loole,  I muff  notlofe^  time  when  I have  difpatch’dQ 

this,  then  prepare  your  felves  to  bear  us  company. Lucius , this  ^er 

kifs  grew  upon  C/c/AVs  lips,  fruits  defign’d  for  thee  jealous  fool,  He  kdfes  her 
which  thus  I gather,  left  it  wither  on  the  T ree.  Farewel,  Lucius 3 again. 
the  (corn’d  Orante  with  all  this  deformity  will  leave  thee  to  imarj^e  tafys  her 
gine  the  reft } be  all  the  world  curs’d,  fo  I am  bleft.  *P  ln 

Lucius  and  Manlius.  Help  heaven.  Murder  and  Treafon.  Tarrmbfr 

[As  Orante  goes,  he  meets  Amadeo  and  Calis  at  the  door.  nuU 
, Oran.  Ha!  Amadeo  and  Calk‘d  then  Fortune’s  a whore,  Lye ibey fiebt0 
thou  there  ^ yet  he  is  alone,  and  Orante  never  fear’d  afingle  fword.  Calis  un~ 
— Hold,  ’tis  enough } death  could  never  have  come  fo  unwel-  ‘ lnfs  die 
come  as  now  $ had  he  ftaid  his  vifit  till  my  revenge  had  been  per-  Pr*ncefs, 
fed  I would  have  (aved  thy  fword  this  pains i fori  had  no  fuch fo***^^ 
foolifh  thought  as  to  out-live  this  day,in  which  I would  have  made|w^  j™u 
fome  as  fit  for  graves  as  Orante Hell  on  that  Sun-(hine  that  made  Orante,  j ufi 
me  believe  there  was  one  hour  of  joy  deftin’d  for  Orante  3 my  fate  a*  befalls 
is  now  allfpun  in  one  thred  , from  thefirft  to  thelaft  accurs’d.  under  Ama- 

Cal.  O,  Sir  5 leave  talking  with  that  monfter,  and  lend  your  deo* 
help  here  to  fave  the  Princefs,  that  now  breathes  her  laft  breath, 
murther’d  by  that'horrid  villain.  Arnad. 
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Am acI.  The  Princefs ! Heaven  Forbid.  [ [He goes  to  the  Princefi. 

Or  An.  There  is  mufickin  that  voyce,  fo  fhe  dyes,  I care  not  (b 
no  body  elfe  has  her,  *tis  no  pain  to  lofe  her, 

Cicil.  O Calk , is  it  thy  arms  that  embrace  me  ? 

Cal.  Yes,  Madam,and  your  fears  are  blown  over  by  Prince  Ama - 
deo , fent  from  heaven  to  revenge,  and  fave  our  honours. 

[7 he  Hermit  runs  for  a Balfam^and  the  Alarm  k gone  to 
the  Pretor  and  her  Brother. 

Cicil.  Prince  Amadeo  ! are  his  hands  fent  from  heaven  to  heal  the 
wounds  Lucius  gave  a heart  that  loved  him  beyond  her  Reafon  3 
for  I know,  ’twas  her  blindnefs  in  me  that  negletted  Amadeo  3 but 
faith  and  paflion  mull  plead  for  me,  yet  this  truth  let  me  leave 
with  you  3 though  I liv’d  by  love  and  vows  Lucius's  3 yet  his  in- 
juries havejmade  me  room  to  dye  Amadeo' s,  who  had  my  value 
infpite  of  my  paflion:  do  not  defpife  me,  Sir  3 for  though  this 
heart  once  fwell’d  with  Lucius , proud  of  that  name^^vhile  he  was 
faithful  > yet  fince  he  could  douDt,  it  breaks  with  Amadeo . There 
lies  that  falfe  man  that  beat  it  from  him,  when  it  purfu’d  him  with 
all  that  love  and  kindnefs  could  pay  % ’twas  his  ignorance  in  the 
value  made  him  neglett  fuch  a Jewel,  whil’ft  I too  much  priz’d  his 
broken  friendlhip  which  has  broke  my  heart  3 yet  by  all  the  peace 
he  has  robb’d  me  of  I have  not  loft  one  grain  of  honour  the  gods 
gave  me  in  truft,  but  what  his  jealous  heart  has  ftoln  from  me, 
and  pull’d  ftrangecurfes  down. 

Lucius.  Hold,  gentle  Cicilia , ceafetofind  a new  curfei  your 
hate  is  mortal  enough  3 and  if  your  wounds  give  you  leave,  you 
will  find  Lucius  needs  no  enemy  but  Lucius  3 fince  he  has  lived 
to  dye  unpiti’d,  unlamented  by  Cicilia  s^who  (hall  make  his  funeral 
fire  fince  fhe  has  frown’d  upon  him  ? (he  faid  Lucius  was  falfe  > * 
who  then  will  mourn  him  ? fhe  has  condemn’d  3 after  whofe  fen- 
tence  he  (corns  to  live  3 Cicilia  liv’d  Lucius's,  and  dyes  Amadeo' s 3 
O heaven,  after  (he  has  condemn’d  him,  why  fhould  your  thunder 
fpare  Lucius  .<?  yet  thus  innocent  he  will  fall,  and  thefe  wounds 
witnefs  Lucius's  innocence,  who  liv’d  and  dy’d  Cicilia' s 3 whofe 
He  (labs  name  only  fill’d  his  heart,  and  with  it  thus  it  breaks  3 to  (hew  that 

bimjilf.  jealoufie,  though  it  be  a weed  , yet  it  fprings  from  noble  feed, 

and  no  where  to  be  found  but  in  Loves  richeft  ground  3 a fad  truth 
avowed  by  pale  Lycoris , and  proved  by  unfortunate  Lucius. 

Cicil . O,  what  has  he  done ! O hold  his  hand,  for  Heavens 
fake. 

Lucius.  What  have  I done  > why,  I have  let  out  cruel  Cicilia , 
that  (he  might  flow  to  Prince  Amadeo  ? 

Manl.  O Lucius , Brother,  Friend 3 what  has  thy  rafh  hand 
done  ? 

Lucius.  I have  done  that  I would  always  do  to  the  man  the 
Princels  Cicilia  hates,  deftroy'd  him  3 yet  this  advantage  my  ftory 
will  have,  I found  no  peace  after  (he  withdrew  her  friendfhip  3 
yet  my  crime  was  only  excefs  of  love,  unpra&is’d  love  3 dear  Man- 
lius knows  I was  fo  unpra&is’d  in  loves  paflion,  it  cut  a Brother 
and  a Friend  from  my  heart  to  make  room  for  Cicilia  3 but  love 

was 
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was  a rude  gueft,  and  thus  I have  forced  him  from  my  heart,  where 
he  has  broke  all  Laws  of  Hofpitality  $ O,  ’tis  late,  and  this  dark- 
nefs  over  my  eyes  tells  me  I am  neer  my  home  5 Manlius , thy  hand. 
Farewell,  forgive  me.  Madam  $ Behold  I dye,  would  your  hate 
have  more  ? Behold  I dye,  nor  (hall  I repent  my  fall,  if  my  death 
find  that  faith  my  love  could  not , who  never  fear’d  nor  lov'd  any 
thing  but  the  fair  Cicilia  j and  at  what  rate,  witnefs  this  fate. 

Cicil.  O,  help  to  lead  me  to  him. O Lucius  ftay,  and  hear 

my  laft  breath  (in  fighs)  give  my  fad  heart  the  lye  for  having  laid 
it  loved  ought  but  Lucius } fee  thefe  wounds  that  I wear  for  Lucius  9 
had  I not  lov’d  thee  why  did  I feleft  thee  from  all  the  world  > 
O look  up,  and  in  charity  out-live  me  , for  dying  Lucius  brings 
defpair  and  horror  on  my  foul  } O ye  gods,  lend  fo  much  life,  at 
leaf):,  to  tell  my  ftory  } and  from  dying  Cicilia  take  this  truth , 
Prince  Amadeo  has  furprizing  vertues  5 but  ’twas  Lucius  his  jea- 
loufie  made  me  fee  them,  ’twas  his  injuries  pleaded  more  then 
they  i)  the  Prince  call’d  long  before  } and  yet  my  heart  was  deaf 
to  love  and  him  $ this  Lucius  knows, who  feverely  has  punilh’d  that 
paflion,  that  diftraftion  which  he  begot  5 Not  one  word  ? can  Lu- 
cius  his  heart  be  fo  incens’d  as  to  forget  all  humanity  and  civility 
too  ? Death,  fure  will  not  refufe  thy  eyes  lb  much  light  as  to  wait 
upon  thy  once  dear  Cicilia  to  her  grave}  O kind  heaven,  forbid 
that  my  fad  heart  that  could  not  be  happy  here  Ihould  meet  Lucius 
frowning  in  Elizium  too  } there  at  lead:  let  us  be  friends,  that  we 
may  meet  and  mourn  this  part  of  our  ftory , and  kindly  ftek  each 
others  Ihadow } for  I am  kind  enough  to  believe  and  mourn  the 
wounds  that  I haye  given  Lucius  } and  I hope  Lucius  will  be  fo 
kind  to  meas  to  believe  thefe  wounds  bleed  for  Lucius , who  thus 
dyes  upon  his  bread  , and  would  fain  get  i»to  that  heart  again 
fro;n  whence  thy  cruel  kindnefs  forc’d  me.  One  cold  kifs  I will 
take,  and  then  farewell } did  Lucius  ever  love  ? O be  merciful, 
and  fay  fo,  though  it  be  falfe  •,  there  is  lefs  fin  in  fuch  a well  natui’d 
lye,  then  with  a cruel  truth  to  add  to  a friends  dying  mifery,  who 
thus  with  wounds  and  prayers  her  heart  fets  ope  to  leek  the  flying 
foul  of  welcome  Lucius , lov’d  companion  of  my  heart. 

Amad.  O Lucius , can  thy  foul  be  deaf  to  fuch  charms  as  thefe, 
of  force  to  raife  a Lover  from  his  afhes ! O look  up,  and  fee  Ama- 
deo offer  all  his  hopes  to  Lucius } Live  gentle  foul } if  thou  hunt’ft 
for  Paradife,  here  ’tis  moft  perfect  in  the  friendfhip  of  this  generous 
Princefs. 

Lucius.  Prince  Amadeo  is  noble,  the  Princefs  divine,  all  Angel } 
and  Lucius  too  earthy  to  afpire  fuch  a friendfhip. 

Cicil.  The  gods  give  us  but  a fpanof  days,  and  we  with  folly 
wafte  that  too  } O for  an  hour  to  jkhank  Prince  Amadeo  , and 
weep  to  Lucius  thofe  truths  which  now  break  my  heart ! who  if  he 
be  juft  will  kindly  read  and  underftand  thefe  fighs,  and  love  thefe 
tears.  ' 

Amad.  Every  common  fpirit  can  indulge  an  appetite  } choler, 
luft  and  revenge  prevail  with  every  beaft } but  man  the  nobleft 
«reature,  made  to  delight  and  imitate  his  Creator,  appointed  ma= 
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fter  over  the  reft,  fhould  in  fuch  difficulties  as  thefe  (Madam)  ju- 
ftifie  himfelf  Prince  of  the  earth 3 and  this  ad  is  my  duty  as  a man  3 
but  as  Amadeo,  a double  tye  of  honour  obliges  me,  being  a Prince 
of  men,  from  whom  with  what  juftice  (Madam)  can  I exped  .obe- 
dience when  they  fee  me  rebel  againft  the  gods  3 and  thus  yield 
to  my  Haves,  of  which  thispaffion  (being  unjuft)  is  one  and  with 
what  ftiame  (hall  I appear  when  it  fhall  be  faid,  that’s  th t Amadeo 
that  difputed  a great  War  againft  the  Roman  Eagles  5. and  in 
• peace  ftoop’d  to  this  Kite,  this  blind  Boy  3 No,  Madam,  thefe  be 
the  fiery  trials  that  muft  diftinguifh  and  juftifie  great  and  vertuous 
minds  3 they  are  ftorms,  not  harbours,  in  which  the  skilful  fhew 
their  vertue  and  their  courage.  ~.r 

Amad.  joyns  Lucius  .Great,  and  noble  Amadeoft  ill, by  mind  and  birth  a Prince! 

their]  hands  Amad.  Curie  on  his  heart  that  breaks  this  love,  noble  Lucius 
together.  lovely  in  his  crimes  which  were  but  loving  crimes  5 and  all  thefe 
wounds  and  tears  betwixt  you  are  but  like  the  thorns  that  grow 
about  the  Rofe,  whofe  beauty  made  me  thy  Rival 3 look  up,  and 
fee  me  deck  thy  breaft:  5 of  whom  I prophefie  all  that  is  great  and 
good,  while  (he  grows  there 3 but  when  fhe  ftiall  withdraw  her 
iriendfhip,  even  in  Ansadeo’s  heart  ftie’l  pafs  for  low,  and  very  wo- 
man 3 forfaken  Lucius  will  find  conftanter  enjoyments  then  beau- 
ty or  any  other  love  5 thofe  doubts,  this  friendlhip,  and  the  divers 
faults,  but  fhew  the'Mafker  in  his  feveral  fhapes  3 your, rage,  his 
doubts,  thofe  fears were  but  loves  chains  and  charms,  which 
unpra&is’d  Luciut  took  for  Love  in  Arms. 

Lucius.  Sure  we  are  in  heaven  already. 

1 v‘c  i 1 . . > , ; 

Enter  Otho,  Clorinda,  Marius,  Lyfander,  Dyon,  Cleon, 
and  Attendants. 

7hey  all  heel'.  Mar*  Good  heaven,  what  a fight  is  here  ? Cicilia  ! what  fad  fate 

about  her,  h this  r 

Otho.  O my  dear,  dear  Sifter  ! 

Clor.  This  was  unkindly  done  to  fteal  away  from  us  fuch  a 
Pattern  of  vertue  and  honour  3 to  leave  me  ignorant,  and  alone,  to 
tread  the  fad  world  when  fhe  is  gone  which  was  my  guide  3 how 
fhall  I do  but  ftray  and  lole  my  way  ! I fear  I fhall  never  find  my 
friends.  :■ 

Herns,  No  Queftions,  nor  more  difcourfe,  if  you  love  them  3 
there  is  no  kindnefs  like  reft. 

Cicil.  Clorinda , Otho , deal 'Otho,  come  neer  3 and  if  ever  thy 
Sifter  were  dear  to  thee,  love  and  forgive  Lucius  ; Lucirts  the  belt 
Lover,  but  the  worft  expreffer  of  his  paffion  that  ever  funk  under 
that  god’s  difpleafure.  O Otho , in  one  grave  let  our  fad  Corps  lye, 
that  we  may,  at  leaft,  become  one  earth. 

Ansad.  life  no  words,  give  them  no  anfwers,  I pray,  but  help  to 
convey  them  to  fome  place  of  reft  3 left  you  ftrive  too  late  to  pre- 
Lheytaks  up  vent  the  rujne  this  danger  threatens. 
then  bodies.  ^r.  Was  your  Bighnefs  a witnefs  of  this  a&ion  } 

Amad . 
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zAmad.  No,  Sir,  I came  too  late  , but  from  Calk^  within,  you 
may  hear  the  relation. 

Mar.  What  a day  is  here?  how  different  are  the  Torches  frqm 
thofe  that  fhould  have  bftrn’d  } Hymens  yellow  one  muft  to  the 
black,  I fear,  give  place  5 Ha  I who  is  that  > Or  ante  difgais’d. 

Cal.  Yes,  Sirs  and  the  foundation  upon  which  all  thefe  miferies 
depend  j this  is  the  curs’d  caufe  of  all  this  fad  day,  ’twas  deftin’d 
to  paffion  j but  a Scene  fo  full  of  blood  and  fate  no  thought 
could  ever  have  fear'd,  though  I confefs  her  Highnefs  was  bent  to 
execute  a very  extravagant  refolution. 

Herrn.  A Fever  only  may  beget  our  fears  5 elfelfind  no  dan- 
der ,there  being  no  vital  part  perifh’d  ’tisonly  lofs  of  blood, which 
thus  in  faintnefs  binds  their  fenfes. 

Otho.  Heavens  fend  a bleffing  that  I may  {hew  to  my  Sifter  how 
much  a Brother  Otho  is3  while  this  hated  dog  lyes  unburied,  and 
unpitied  by  the  world.  [_HeJpurns  Orante. 

Mar.  Draw  him  and  his  curfed  company  off  this  facred  ground  5 
and  then  let  their  hated  Carcafies  lye  a prey  for  Bft4s  and  Beafts, 
while  we  in  proceflion  bear  thele  Lovers , and  when  you  have 
purg’d  this  confecrated  place  from  blood  and  murder  5 to  morrow 
we  will  facriftce  Hecatombs  to  j \uno,  the  Deliverer,  in  expiation  of 
thefe  Lovers  crimes  5 and  joyn  with  you  in  vows  and  prayers  that 
kind  deftiny  will  reftore  them  to  .us,  while  I provide  difpleafed 
Hymens  Rites  may  no  longer  want  the  vows  their  hearts  have  writ 
in  heaven.  . 

Clor.  And  if  heaven  fmile  upon  our  facriftce , let  me  beg  Prince 
Otho  will  defer  our  joys  to  wait  upon  their  happy  days , for  I con- 
fefs my  luperftitious  foul  dares  not  approach  the  Temple  thus 
alone,  whil'ft  death  and  black  fhadow  my  heart } fure  it  muft  be  a 
fatal  Bridal-bed  that  ftands  fo  neer  the  grave  of  friends. 

Otho.  Be  your  defire  the  eternal  law  to  Otho  ^ let  her  love  and 
Command,  while  I love  to  obey  Clorinda. 

Manl.  Here  Calk , I have  one  hand  yet  left,  which  thus  I will 
lift  to  heaven , and  call  all  the  gods  to  witnefs  that  love  and  faith, 
which  here  I give  to  Calk , and  her  peace  for  ever  , and  if  thy  much 
afRifted  heart  can  forgive  what  is  paft,  and  love  Manlius  ^ we  will 
vye  with  all  the  world  for  bleflings,  our  miferies  will  then  be  pa- 
ftime$  and  thefe  dangers,  fcap’d,  with  more  joy  told  then  now 
they  are  fear’d.  . . . 

Cal.  The  gods  have  heard  my  prayers  $ and  now  I am  confident 
the  Prineefs  will  be  happy  5 and  we  mortals  are  vain  foolifh 
judges  of  what  heaven  can  or  will  do  $ we  meafure  the  Deity  by 
our  weak  capacity,  who  thus  in  juftice  lets  us  fall  beyond  our 
hopes,  to  raife  us  thus  above  our  wifhes. 

Mar.  Lead,  holy  men,  and  we  will  follow  5 and  with  patience 
obey  in  bearing  my  own  bowels  5 but  if  kind  heaven  fmile,  how 
happy  fhall  Marius  lay  down  his  gray  hairs,  after  a facriftce  to  the 
Hymens  of  my  Otho , and  ever  dear  Cicilia, 
m Clor.  That  was  the  voyce  of  heaven,  piety  and  faith  lay  holy 
violent  hands  upon  the  gods,  it  haftens  their  bleflings,  and  it 

QLq  ^ breaks 
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breaks  their  rods  5 and  my  heart  foretells  me  your  aged  vertues 
have  yet  rewards  in  (lore » and  that  Cicilia  as  well  as  Clorinda. 
fhall  receive  an  Hymeneal  blefling  from  you  5 let  no  jealous  Lover 
look  Hymen  in  the  face,  but  trembling  call  to  mind  the  fortune  of 
this  place. 

Herm.  Let  all  men  fing,  and  in  full  Chorus  joyn,  and  deteft  this 
crime.  An  ancient  DruidXefi  this  facred  Hymn,  and  againft  jea- 
loufie commanded  all  to  fing  full  Chorus  round  the  T emple. 


The  Song  in  Parts. 

Qj,  TfRom  whence  was firfi  this  Fury  hurl’d , 
j[  This  jealoufie  into  the  world  ? 

From  Hell?  A.  No,  there  doth  reign 
Eternal  hatred  with  difdaiu. 

But  fie  the  Daughter  is  of  Love , 

Sifter  of  Beauty . Then  above 

She  mufi  derive,  from  the  third  Sphear , 

Her  heavenly  off- firing  ? A.  Neither  there. 
From  thofe  immortal  fames  could  fie 
Draw  her  cold  frozen  Pedigree. 

If  not  in  Heaven , nor  Hell , where  then 
Had  fie  her  birth  ? A.  Tn  the  hearts of  men. 
Beauty  and  fear  did  her  create 
Tounger  then  Love , elder  then  hate. 

Sifter  to  both  by  Beauties  fide , 

To  Love  by  Fear , to  hate  alii’ d. 

Defiair  her  Ijjue  is , whoje  Race 
Of  fruitful  mifehiefs  drowns  the  (pace 
Of  the  wide  earth  in  a fwoln  fond 
Of  wrath , revenge,  fiight,  rage  and  blond. 

Oh  ! how  can fuch  a fiurious  line 
Proceed  from  Parents  fo  divine  ? 

A.  As fir  earns  which  from  their  Cryfial  firing 
Do  fiveet  and  clear  their  Waters  bring  $ 

Let  mingling  with  the  bracks fi  main , 

Nor  tafie , nor  colour  they  retain. 

Qj.  Let  Rivers  ’ twixt  their  banks  do  flow 
Still ftefh,  can  jealoufie  do  fo  ? 

A.  Tes , while  fie  keeps  the  fieadfafi  ground 
Of  hope  and  fear,  her  equal  bound  , 

Hope,  firung  from  favour,  worth , or  chance , 
Towards  the  fair  obieB  doth  advance  : 

While  fear  as  watchful  Sentinel 
Doth  the  invading  Foe  rep  ell , 

And  jealoufie  thus  mixt  doth  prove 
The  fiafon  and  the  fait  of  Love. 

But  when  Fear  takes  a larger  fcope , 

Stifling  the  child  Reafon,  Hope  } 


then 
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Then fitting  on  the  ufarp’d  throne. 
She , like  a tyrant , rules  alone  5 
As  the  wild  Ocean  unconjind  , 

And  rages  as  the  Northern  Wind. 


This  Chorus  was  written  by  M.  Thontas  Carer?,  Cup-bearer  to 
Charles  the  Firft  5 and  fung  in  a M^c^ae.  Tit  White- hall,  Anno  1633. 
And  I prefume  to  make  uie  of  it  here,  becaufe  in  the  firft  defign, 
Jtwas  writ  at  my  requeft  upon  a difpute  held  betwixt  Miftrefs  Ci- 
cilia  Crofts  and  my  felf,  where  he  was  prefent  5 fhe  being  then 
Maid  of  Honour : this  I have  fet  down,  left  any  man  fhould  be- 
lieve mefo  foolifh  as  to  fteal  fucha  Poem  from  fo  famous  an  Au- 
thor 5 or  fo  vain  as  to  pretend  to  the  making  of  it  my  felf  5 and 
thofe  that  are  not  latisfied  with  this  Apology,  and  this  Song  in 
this  place  5 I am  always  ready  to  give  them  a ^vorfe  of  mine 
own. 

Written  by  THOMAS  K1LLJGREW i 
Refident  for  CHARLES  the  Second 
in  Venice,  Auguji,  1 5 5 1 . 
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Don  Pedro  , A Noble  Spaniard  , and  late  Commander  in  the 
Spanifh  Army,  T IT  T 

EonfeoriHUFr'lendS- 

A lean  Don , p 

Another  Don,S  Officers  of  the  Army, 

An  Italian.  3 
Three  French  Gentlemen,  . 

A Prince  of  Poland. 

A Flanders  Merchant. 

Don  Mathias , One  of  Lucetta’s  maintainers. 

Stephanos  His  Friend. 

Lopns,  The  Mountebank.  _ I , 

Scarramncha , His  Man. 

Thomajb0  The  Wanderer.  An  Englilh  Cavaleer,  who  had  ferv’d  in 
the  Spanilh  Army.  J 

Edwardo , > Englilh  Gentlemen,  his  Friends,  late  Commanders 

Ferdinando in  that  Army/  J''!  ■ • Pi  V / 

Harrigo , A fober  Englilh  Gentleman,  attending  the  Englilh  Em- 
baffadour. 

Cornelius , A Captain  of  the  Spanifh  Army^ 

Thilippo.  Paramour  to  Lucelta.  -A.  Lf:,  0 lA  V 

Sancho , Hen 

Diego s Servant  to  Don  Pedro > 

Rogero , Servant  to  Harrigo. 

Two  Bravo’s  oi  Angelica's. 

Porter  to  the  Englilh  Embalfadour. 

Serulina , A beauteous  Virgin,  Sifter  of  Don 
Angelica  Bianca , A beautiful  Curtezan,  Miltrifs  to  the  flain  Spanilh 
General. 

Anna^  Her  Bared. 

Paulina  \ ^wo  Curtezans  of  the  firftrank. 

Celia0  Wife  to  the  Mountebank.  • r- 

Helena , An  old  decayed  Curtezan,that  hopestobe  reftored  to  15. 

by  the  Mountebanks  Art.  y t * 

Cali  /,  Waiting-woman  to  Serulina. 

Kecka , Servant  to  Lucetta. 

Guardian  to  the  two  Monfters.  (Thefe  laft  onely  mentioned.) 
Servants  to  Don  Pedro. 

Spectators  (Men  and  Women)  for  the  Mountebank- 
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ACT.  I.  SCEN.  I. 

. ; d ‘jiJii ! -Kill  tjvoJ  i:  : r Uv/\  rcA  ii  CfiA  - > ^ *IE1 
iriuiytiOT^vibb  oi  7 i lu  O v>  oornoW  bio  ,e>hv*l  k> 

Ewter  Pflw  Pedro,  Pwz  John,  Don  Carlo, 
and  Diego  his  Man.  . { 

or;  rid) ; ::iio  uud  lori ioorto  a;  cat  ujuo  )M  flit  n t\nj  diuov  nodU-l 
n , . ilfifbli  i ai  ■ 1 . 2 , , _ J " 

tedro.'y^  ~Jjr  ^Hat?  The  death  of  Wibrav^  General  has 
; j/mu/  ; , begot  difcourfe  apd^, change  in  Madrid  *,  I 

% / \/  hear,  the  Action:  too,  though  raofVNoble, 

,v  wfvr  ftwytfffPy  hjs  EpSWes  53  Wrenches' that 


~ , T,  n^  vuiMUj..  u a 

jahati.  That.  chppd  ;s , difpprp  $ now  i-tis  true,  at  j tit  we  had 

the  report  of.  a total rout,  and  that  the  Enemy  advancldico Pant* 
palone^  with  which  the  affrighted  people  began  to  falfinto  fome 
paffion  againft  him,,  who  had  been  fo  unlucky  as  to  command 
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Carlo.  But  when  they  Were  for  certain  inform’d  of  the  following 
A&ion,  How,  contrary  to  all  hope,  he  had  engag’d  and  dop’d  the 
Enemy,  and  at  the  rate  of  his  own  life  purchas’d  their  fafety  by 
throwing  himfelf  into  certain  dangers , The  whole  City  lamented 
hislofs,  and  he  has  been  honour’d  and  mourn’d  for  as  a General 
Parent. 

Pedro.  And  with  Juftice  he  might  expett  it  } for  Decius  fell  not 
more  vow’d  the  Roman  Deliverer,  then  our  General  a facrifice  for 
his  Country  } But  he  is  gone,  and  with  him  a Souldier,  and  fuch  a 
one,  Johanne,  as  his  Enemies  both  admir’d  and  fear’d  5 We  (hall  fee 
how  his  Succefiour  will  redeem  thofe  miferies  we  are  fallen  into 
by  hf$tEnVy,  and  txppofition  of  the  dead  General  in  all  his 
dtfignes. 

■ Johan.  Of  this  feme  other  time , when  we  have  pay’d  thofe 
joyes  are  due  to  the  return  of  our  Friend  and  Patron  5 Who  if  he 
hold  his  good  humour  ftill , there  is  news  in  Town  will  concern 
him  much  much  more  5 The  famous  Paduana , Angelica  Bianca. 

Pedro.  Who?  Thfe  Italian,  our  dead" General  brought  from 
Main  ? rWbat  of  her?  * \ j \ 

Johvn;  The  lame  } She  is  now  the  dftcourfeof  the  whole  Town} 
all  the  youth  in  Madrid  drefs  themfelves  for  her  fake } Their  Horfes 
prance  in  no  ftreet  but  hers  , hers  are  the  Colours  they  all  wear  in 
the  Prado } Where  her  Coach  drives  there  is  the  dud,  there  is  the 
throng;  No  fong  in  faftiion  but  her  praife,  herStQry  isthe-Theam 
of  all  ffce  Mufesin  the  Town. 

Pedro. ^ Prithee.be  quick  and  ferious,  this  is  ffrange  to  me  } Why 
novPmore  then  when  her  Patron  liv’d  ? 

Johan.  That’s  the  news } Know  then,  fince  the  Generals  death 
{he  is  expofed  to  fale  , Her  price  and  Pitture  hangs  upon  the  door, 
where  {fee  fits  in  publick  view  dreft  like  Aurora, and  breaks  like  the 
day  from  her  window  } She  is  now  the  fubjett  of  all  the  Love  and 
Envy  of  the  Town } ’tis  (port  to  hp|r  tJieMeh  fighfor , and  the 
W omen  rail  at  her.  And  if  Don  Pedro  be  a Lover  ftill,  there  is  no 
need  of  Fayries,  old  Women,  or  Confeffors,  to  deliver  or  return 
a Meflage  } Now  ’tis  but  fo  much  a Moneth,  and  you  are  Patron  , 
four  dayey  and  nights  In  the  week  are  yours. 

Pedro.  You  amaze  me  5 ’tis  true,  I Love  the  Girl  with  all  the 
paflion  youth  can  with  Honour  fpare  one  of  her  humour  , (but  no 
farther)  And  if  money  or  a fword  can  purchafe  hera  I’ll  bid  as  faire 
as  another'  but  rik  enjoy  her.  / ^ 

Carlo.  Now  do  riot  I fee  that  witchery,that  Migick  in  Her  face  } 
(he  is  to  me  no  fiich  excellence , but  that  a Nlan  may  find  greater 
Beauties  iu  the  two  Sifters,  especially  in  the  Sarttia. 

PedtVK  QH  Carlo  j QQrifant  Carlo  ftill  } Thou  art  one  of  thofe 
believ’d:  Tis  a duty  tO  lbve  a Miftrifetill  her  Eyes  change  colour 
for  fear  he  fhould  get  the  name  of  an  unconftant  Lover. 

Johani  Faith , Sir,  we ' are  the  feme  Men,  yOu  left  us , Taitt  for 
Pauiinx. ftiftry  tfet  I bdfeVe,  Tis  rather  lazinefs  then  conftancy'}  we 
are  acquainted  ^ and  though  both  are  weary, yet  both  are  ainamed 
to  fey  fo  v and  till  (he  cato  find  one  that  payes  better,  or  I orie  that 
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pleafeth  better,  ’tis  like  to  be  the  fame  dull  Matrimony  it  has  been. 

Pedro.  You  are  patient  men  5 keep  to  one  Wench  a year  ! I 
would  wear  one  fhirt,  one  pair  of  Ihooes,  or  eat  of  ope  difh  as  foon 
as  let  the  Sun  fet  twice  upon  the  fame 'fin  of  their  forth  in  my  com- 
pany 3 I would  flea  a kennel  of  Spanniels  in  the  Dog-days  as  foon, 
for  the  Quarrey  and  skins  of  the  vermin  3 I dare  lay,  I have  had  a 
hun,dred  fince  3 all  prais’d  and  ador’d  by  fome  body,  though  for- 
got by  me 3 fuch  Saints  as  thefe  I could  never  pray  to  $ there  is 
none  of  them  have  any  charms  in  their  eyes,  no  fear  not  terror  in 
their  frowns,  nor  can  their  kindnefs  furprize  a heart  5 I never  found 
lpy.felfgrow  greater,  oriels  in  my  mind,  when  they  were  pleas’d, 
or  angry,  unfavory,  flat,  infippid  beauties,  good  meals  meat , but  no 
Feafts  3 noJBanquet  in  their  faces.  Carlo  3 there’s  no  Mufick  in  their 
Careffes,  no  Empire  in  ruling  over  fuch  hearts  5 yet ’tis  truth,  .S1*- 
rettas  voice  and  humour  is  good,  and  her  Ikin  notill,  but  fie  is 
dull  3 a foul  that  neither  youth  nor  beauty  can  awake  5 Ihe  only 
works  in  her  trade,  and  fells  fo  much  love  3 a dull  fufferer  only,  no 
ailing  party  in  the  Bed. 

Johan.  That’s  not  her  Sifters  fault  > a Squirril  in  a Cage,  or  a 
Dog  with  a bottle  at  his  tail,  will  lye  ftill  as  foon  as  Paulina  3 (he 
has  indeed  as  much  fire  as  her  Sifter  has  Phlegme. 

Pedro.  I,  fhe  burns  her  Cake,  and  the  others  comes  out  dough  5 
their  Ovens,  Joha^ney  would  be  better  heat  if  the  fire  were  divi- 
ded y and  I capnot  but  wonder  to  hear ‘thee  praife  her  for  being 
kind  3 I have  beaten  her  to  make  her  lye  ftill  > their  kindnefs  to 
me  is  like  Dogs  that  leap  upon  me,  and  dirty  me;  a fawning  dif- 
fembling  whore  that  frisks  to  all  men,  and  is  as  free  of  her  bones 
as  her  Sifter  is  Iparing  of  her  flelh  3 Ihe  is  the  Emblem  of  a lean 
Prodigal  that  fiends  all  3 and  Sarettao£  a fat  U furer  that  mil  fiend 
nothing. 

Johan.  Yet. Ihe  was  once  fuch  an  Humour,  fuch  a Dancer,  fuch 
a Wit,  fuch  a Shape,  fuch  a Voycey  ’twas  Comedy  but  to  lee  or 
henr  her. 

Pedro.  I,  for  once  fhe  was,  and  for  once  fhe  may  be  all  this 
again  3 and  but  for  once,  whoever  fhall  praftife  her  longer  fhall 
find  her  the  other  3 befides,  I am  now  weary  of  purchafing  beau- 
ty by  the  peny-worthi  here  one  for  a voyce  3 there  another  for  a 
fhape  or  humour  3 no,  Johanne , if  Carlo's  news  be  true.  I’ll  fell  all 
thofe  ends  of  Gold  and  Silver  3 and  turn  out  all  thofe  common  peo- 
ple of  my  heart  3 and  fit  the  Palace  for  a Princefs,  and  purchale 
that  Jewel  which  is  now  at  faley  and  trade  no  more  for  days  and 
nights,  as  I have  done  with  thefe  Cattel  upon  the  Common  3 but 
raifealum,  and  in  the  divine  form’d  Angellica  purchafe  all  thofe 
leveral  beauties  contracted  and  united  there  in  one  which  we  find 
lcatter’d  and  difpers’d  in  other  women. 

Car.  Now  is  your  time  for  a thouland  Crowns  a monethy  four 
days  and  nights  in  the  week  Ihe’s  yours. 

Johan.  A thouland  crowns  a moneth ! fure  Ihe  makes  but  few 
Mufters  in  the  year. 

; Car.  Faith,  ’tis  thought  fhe  has  vowed  chaftityy  and  takes  this 
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way  to  be  private,  and  I am  of  their  opinion  3 for  (ure  there  are 
few  will  give  fo  much  money  for  a caft  Miftrels  of  any  mans,  bred 
in  craft  and  diffimulation,  and  Miftrefs  of  her  trade  as  fhe  is. 

Pedro.  That’s  ridiculous  3 for  though  a wife  cannot  be  too  igno- 
rant which  is  honeft  3 .yet  give  me  a Hawk  in  flying , a Hound 
that’s  made,  a Horfe  that’s  dreft,  and  a knowing  wench,  fo  Ihe 
learn  it  in  her  youth  3 Come,  let’s  go  to  the  Piazza,  I long  to  fee 
how  (he  bears  her  humour  3 hafte  you  home,  Diego , and  tell  my 
Sifter  I am  arriv’d  3 have  either  of  you  (een  the  Girle  lately  } 

Johan.  Not  fince  the  laft  feaft,  (he  comes  not  in  the  Prado. 

Pedro.  You  (hall  dine  with  me  to  day  if  you  be  not  engag’d, 
becaufe  we’l  talk  the  Town  over,  and  her  news. 

Carl.  Faith,  and  there  have  been  fome  changes  finte  you  went 
will  make  you  confefs  all  are  not  guilty  of  ove-rconftancy,that  de- 
fpis’d  , old,  out-of-falhion  vertue.  [Exeunt. 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Paulina,  and  Saretta. 

P4*/.’npWas  they  and  Don  Pedro , which  it  feems  is  newly  ar- 
| riv’d  from  the  Army. 

Sar.  Prithee  ftay  till-they  are  gone  out  of  fight  3 thofe  hungry 
Dons  will  think  to  make  a meal  with  us  elfe  upon  the  remnant  of 
‘ their  Sabbaths  days  dinner. 

Paul.  They  have  my  curfe  that  made  the  decree  againft  Jews* 
my  lean  Portugefe  pretends  Chriftianity  now,  and  doth  fo  devour 
- my  Bacon  3 a flitch,  heretofore,  would  have  lafted  him  as  long  as 
the  old  Law. 

Saret.  Would  the  Army  were  drawn  into  Garifon  3 I long  for 
fome  frefh  Lovers  to  drefs  our  houfe  3 thefe  grow  fo  wither’d  and 
poor  they  fcarce  keep  Cobwebs  from  before  our  mouths,  which 
they  break  with  lean  bits,  God  knows  3 mine  only  fighs  of  late, 
and  in  Poetry  whynes  his  paffion  3 I told  him  laft  night  I could 
neither  feed  nor  cloath  my  felf  with  Anagrams,  or  Sonnets  3 but 
defir’d  him  to  let  his  Pen  alone,  and  exprefs  himlelf  with  his  Purfe  3 
fo  he  gave  me  this  Ring,  and  I return’d  him  his  Ode  again. 

Paul.  And  there  is  Shittlecock,  Cork  and  Feather  too,  their  Pa- 
tron and  Comrade  together,  Don  Pedro , now  he  is  return’d  3 we 
ihall  have  all  their  vifits  in  the  afternoon,  for  fear  of  the  charges  of 
a meal. 

Saret.  My  life  upon’t,  they  are  gone  to  the  Piazza  to  fee  the 
Pitture  and  the  Petti-coats  of  the  Italian  3 if  I had  thought  any 
man  fo  mad  as  to  give  fuch  a fum , we  could  have  taken  that 
courfetoo  3 I hate  the  whores  impudence  for  fetting  fuch  a price 
upon  her  felf,  and  undervaluing  all  us  by  railing  the  Market  up- 
on the  opinion  of  her  own  flelh,  as  if  we  fold  Carrion  only. 

Paul.  ’Tis  the  humour  of  moft  men,  they  love  difficulty  and 
price  3 Height  them , they  are  yours  for  ever,  Riches  and  a fair 
Houfo,  Plate,  Jewels  and  Furniture,  Petti-coats  too 3 Death, 

they’l 
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they’le  make  love  to  Petty-coats  $ nay,  fome  Fools  Court  Quality 
a great  Lady,  though  (he  ftink  above  the  Allay  of  Amber  $ One 
that  never  goes  to  Bed,  all,  nor  fleeps  in  a whole  Skin,  one  wlofe 
Teeth,  Eyes  and  hair  rejis  all  night  in  a Box,  and  her  Chamber  lies 
ftrew’d  with  her  loofe  members ,HighJhooes,falJe  Back , and  Breajis  5 
while  he  hugs  a difmembred  Carcafs , fuch  as  is  fitter  for  an  Anti- 
quaries ftudy  then  a Lovers  Arms. 

Saretta.  Peace,  and  hide  clofe,  what  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Thomafo,  Ed  wardo,4#£/  Ferdinando. 

The  Wenches  ffew  onely  an  Eye , and  a hand , through  their  veils, 
Edwafdo  and  Ferdinando  fneak.  when  they  pafs  by  them, 
and  put  off  their  Hats. 

Vaulina.  ’Tis  a proper  Fellow,  would  I had  Opportunity  to  tell 
him  fo , has  he  not  fomething  of  the  Englifh  Colonel  in  his  face  } 

Saretta.  He  has,  and  they  are  Grangers  5 and  Grangers  are  our 
Plumbs. 

raulina.  And  we  their  Wine  and  Banquets. 

As  they  go  off  the  Stage  Thomafo  looks  upon  his  Comrades , and 
points  to  them,  and  takes  hold  Paulina,  and  looks  earnejlly 
upon  her , till  Edwardo  pulls  him  away  with  his  Hat  iff,  then 
the  Wenches  go  out . 

Edwards.  What  do  you  mean  ? S'life , affront  a Lady  ! prithee 
be  Civil. 

Ferd.  Pox  on’ t,  there’s  no  Jeff  in  abufing  Ladies } We  that  are  Thomafo? 
Grangers  to  be  firft  known  by  a Barbarous  infolence  towards  Wo-  laughs. 
men  ! prithee  confider. 

Thoma.  Why,  good  home-fpun,  honeft,  ignorant  Countrey 
Gentlemen,  what  do  you  think  thefe  were  ? 

Edw.  Why,we  fee  by  their  Mcen,  what  they  were,  fome  Ladies, 

Perfons  of  Quality,  going  privately  to  their  devotion  , you  fee  they 
are  entred  the  Church. 

Thoma.  Thefe  two  are  Ten  whores  in  Effex. 

Ferdinand.  Prithee  fpeak  foftly  j this  rude  humor  of  Scandali- 
zing Women  is  ugly,  and  we  fhall  be  beaten  for  being  in  your 
Company. 

Thomafo.  Pray,  Mailer  Juftice , give  me  your  warrant  ^ and  if  I 
do  not  prove  them  Whores,  whip  me. 

Ferd.  This  humor  is  worn  old  and  Hale,  and  to  me  as  trouble- 
lbme  as  (freight  Boots,  or  fore  Eyes. 

Thoma.  Aking  Teeth,  a Salt  Itch,  a tir’d  Horfe,  or  a gal’d  Arle  5 
Death,  will  you  believe  me  when  you  lie  with  her  ? ’Tis  ftrange 
Logick  becaufe  your  Bond  is  better  then  mine , I muff  not  know 
Spain  better  then  you  5 I’le  be  your  Baud  but  He  fatisfie  this 
fcruple. 

Edwar.  Do  you  hear  ? I fhall  be  a a unbeliever  too,  if  I thought 

• you 
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you  wtfuld  give  fucli  fatisfa&ion  to  all  that  have  weak  faiths  in  this 
point  } for  if  thefe  be  of  that  Gentle-craft  , I’le  not  give  fix  ‘pfcnce 
for  an  honed  woman  for  my  ufe. 

Thoma.  Yes,Sir,  they  are  right, though  they  will  neither  bedrnnh^ 
take  Tobacco , nor  [peak.  Bawdy } thefe  won’t  fwear  neither  , and  yet 
they  are  whores}  in  all  thofe  fine  Clothes  and  Jewels,  which  art 
their  own , and  right  ones  too  } No  bright  blazing  Erijiow’s  amongft 
thofe  Diamonds } Thefe  are  fweet  too  , and  wear  clean  Linnen} 
None  of  your  Rooftlings,  that  lie  in  Cock-lofts,  in  the  Suburbs  } 
Thefe  have  houfes  in  the  City  , and  lie  in  Beds , and  in  (heets  as 
large  as  thofe  Beds,  which  no  Rug  adorns , nor  yellow  Curtains 
ftain’d  with  fome  Martyrs  Story,  without  } and  all  to  be  hang’d, 
and  pinn’d  like  a Frippery  , within}  no  Sea-coal,  Faggots,  nor 
fowl  difhes,  with  broken  bread,  lying  under  their  Beds : yet  they 
are  wenches. 

Edwardo.  Prithee,  where  do  thefe  Lady  whores  live? 

Thomajo.  Where  no  Conftable,  lowfie  Watch-man,  Beadle,' or 
Sawcy  Bell-man  dares  break  into  their  Chambers}  Thefe  will  not 
be  kick’d  neither}  nor fuffer  your  Blades,  infpir’d  with  Sack, to 
break  their  Windows}  Thefe  are  not  of  Turnbal-Street , I dare 
affure  you } For  their  feet  do  not  ftink  neither } yet  they  are  doxies, 
and  fhall  be, yours}  or  Lie  be  fubjeft-  to  your  Character,  of  barba- 
rous and  rude. 

\Edwardo.  Nay,  nay.  w 

Thon/afo.  A pox  on  thefe  Englifh  humors , you  come  abroad  to 
learn,  and  yet  take  it  ill  to  be  inform’d } Do  you  think  the  wife 
world  will  fpend  their  fortunes  allnglefe  , where  you  muff  pray, 
and  pay,  and  not  be  differ’d  to  tell  neither } Hear  you  cannot  in- 
jure a Woman  more  then  to  conceal  her  kindnefs,  nor  give  a 
greater  glory  to  a Miftrels,  then  by  defcribing  handlomely  every 
part,  and  lively  painting  every  Beauty  of  her  Body,  and  her  heart} 
who  hides  or  conceals  his  Miftrefs  favour  here  cails  her  ugly,  or 
unfound } If  you  doubt  what  I lay , follow  them  to  the  Church, 
and  try  your  Fortunes. 

Edrvardo . By  this  hand  , fuch  a Wench  would  pafs  for  a Perfon 
of  Quality  in  any  County  of  England.  . - 

Ferdinando.  Few  Ladies,  I have  feen  at  any  Sheriffs  Feads  have 
better  Faces,  or fo  good  Clothes}  and  if  thefe  be  wenches^ fuch 
Arguments  as  thefe  may  reconcile  me  to  this  unpromising  Town ,a 
place  in  which  if  we  find  not  the  Bowels , ( hight  the  Kitchin, 
and  the  Cellar ) better  then  the  Profpeft,  or  the  Seat,  I fhall  fwear. 
Never  Ring  but  Ours  was  ever  fo  betray’d  } is  this  all  they  can  af- 
ford him  out  of  his  Sixteen  Kingdoms  > By  this  Light,  a Smiths 
Forge,  and  his  T rough,  are  as  cool  as  the  air,  and  as  deep  as  the  Ri- 
ver in  the  Dog-days. 

Edwardo.  I,  that  River  } What  a Divel  made  them  build  the 
Bridge  fo  big  ? 

Eerd.  ’Twas  in  Imitation  of  the  Ancient  Romans , who,  in  their 
Conquefts  buried  great  Spurs  and  Bits,  big  enough  to  ride  and 
rule  Elephants,  onely  to  beget  Admiration  infiicceeding  Ages. 

v - Edward. 
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Er/irW.Twoand  twenty  Arches,over  a Kennel  of  Snowwater  ! 
By  this  hand , there  is  not  ftream  enough  to  quench  the  Mules 
fhoos  as  they  pafs}  the  Coach  wheels  Jbifs  as  they  drive  in’t,  while 
Doll  Phaeton  fits  in  the  Box,  and  Apollo  flaming  about  his  Ears  } ’tif 
the  firft  Pvivcr  I ever  faw  Coaches  take  the  Air  in. 

Ferd.  I dare  fay  there  are  twenty  Coaches  caft  away  in’t  for 
One  Boat}  and  a thoufand  Whores  catch’d  in  her  ftream  for  one 
Fifh,  all  the  Summer  long}  The  Curfo  looks  like  a Sea  Triumph  5 
Juft  fo  feme  Inland  Painter  makes  Galatea  (port } if  you  fhew  us  no 
letter  Paftime  at  Madrid  then  Don  Neptune , and  Dame  Thetis 
coach’d  in  a River , I fhall  believe  you  a better  Poet,  then  a 
Judge  } and  fooner  read  your  deferiptions  then  travel  your 
Journal.  ' < <i  , » ■ 

Edvo.  Thole  marinated  Men  and  Women  were  not  very  Cu- 
rious today}  Who  (aw  them  bathing  in  their  Pickle  5 ’Twas  like 
Ovids  defeription,  when  phaeton  fell } Me-thought,they  look’d  like 
thofe  affli&ed  heads  of  Rivers,  and  ftood  gafping  like  run-hounds 
in  thick  puddles,  half  above,  and  half  under  water}  Meza  Cottat 
Meza  Rojia  per  Diana , and  then  watred  high  ways } Bleis  me  what 
a Mountebank  art  thou,topraife  this  Neft:  of  Turds  which  are 
laid  with  a kind  of  Pride,  in  fuch  Order,  at  Every  mans  door ! 

Thoma.  Have  you  done?  if  not,  I have  lb  much  pity  and  pari* 
ence  as  will  hear  you  out. 

Ferd.  Done?  No, by  this  lights  as  long  as  my  Arms  burn  and 
itch  thus}  ITe  aflbon  ftand  Gentry  till  my  Pike  grow  in  my  hand, 
as  put  my  felf  naked  again  in  the  power  of  their  Inbeds  } I would 
not  fuflfer  fuch  another  night  for  their  Indies  } By  this  light,  a Leagef 
OfteriaLoufe  bites  as  venomous  as  a mad  Dog,  and  then  a new 
vermin  called  Punefies,  more  offenfive  then  Garden  Toads,orhoufe 
Spiders  in  our  Countrey}  a Gnat  here  Wounds  like  a Scorpion  5 
a Beenotonely  ftings,but  ftabs  as  mortally  as  a poifond  Dagger* 
and  would  deftroy  the  People,  were  it  not  for  ReliqUes  and  Mar. 
donas' s that  protefl:  them. 

Edvo.  Prithee  let’s  forget  thefe  Calamities } and  if  it  be  poffibfe 
lave  our  felves  by  a wife  and  early  retreat } a Town  Quoth  you! 
I have  feen  the  Duft  fly  in  many  Towns } But  I never  faw  Duft 
crawl  but  in  Madrtd0  enlivened  Duft,  part  Moor,  part  Ca(iilian3  all 
Lowfe. 

Thoma.  Ejfex  has  none  ofthiele  Grievances. 

Ferd.  No,by  this  hand,  *tis  Paradife  to  this } and  oUr  Oy  fters  are 
worth  their  pearl,  but  this  is  from  ourbufinels  now  } Either  let  us 
follow,  and  take  our  Fortunes } I have  mark’d  thofe  partridges,  let 
us  find  them,  or  the  Embaftadors  houfe.  - ' M . 

' Thoma * To  let  you  fee  I have  more  kindneis  then  you  deferve, 
I’le  do  either}  yet  I would  willingly  call  ArrigO? at  the  Embaftadors, 
to  witnefs  what  wretched,  things  you  Would  have  been  if  you 
had  lain  feven  years  longer  fteep’d  in  Ale  and  Beef-broath  at 
Croyden . ' ,\\.  driiv.-..  ih*  •»  c* 

Edwardo.  Prithee  do  not  name  thofe  lavory  things}  you  know, 
there  is  no  Jefting  with  my  Stomack , it  fleeps  now  } but  if  it 

wakes3 
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wakes , woe  be  to  all  Our  {hares  at  the  Ordinary. 

Tho.  Tis  in  this  ftreet  } fee,  there  are  the  Arms.  [Tho.knocksjhc 
Porter.  Who  would  you  {peak  with,  Friend  > Port  .corns  ont. 

Thoma.  016.  England  {tihX,  Gown  and  Staff:  I warrant  he  would 
not  have  a SrviJJ'e&c n at  his  Lords  Door, for  a Role  Noble  3 Friend, 
I would  fpeak  with  Don  Arrigo , if  he  be  at  home. 

Porter.  He  is  at  home,  Sir,  you  are  fure } for  ’tis  Noon  j This  is 
an  Englilhman  you  may  fwear^how  they  are  bred!  Knock  at  an 
Embaftadors  door  at  Meals ! 

Thoma.  Pray  tell  him,  here  are  fome  Friends  of  his  would  {peak 
with  him.  , ' 

Porter.  His  fervant  is  already  gone  , they  are  in  good  Clothes  5 
yet  they  look  as  if  they  had  rather  eat  with  him  5 Sir,  I fhall  tell  him. 


/ j<  ■ 
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The  Porter  offers  to  go  out>  and  they  ffut  the  door  after  him  5 bnt 
Thomalb  holds  tho  door . 


:n  1. 


v Thomaja.  How  now,  why  do  you  fhut  the  door  upon  Us  > 

Fort.  Friend,  this  is  no  time  to  leave  the  Gate  open  5 ’tis  noon  in 
.the  Embaftadors  Kitchin,  and  the  diver  difhes  are  loofe  about  the 
houfe  } beddes;,  if  I (hould  let  the  fteam  out,  there  would  be  luch  a 
iwarm  o {Cafiillians  at  the  door,  feeding  upon  it,  here  were  no  li- 
ving j Alas,  Sir,  we  are  forced  to  (hut  up  all  when  the  pot  is  un- 
covered 5 and  if  you  have  not  din’d  I advife  you  to  retire,  left  the 
fmell  overcome  your  Stomack,  in  this5 pure  Air  5 Thefe  are  a Na- 
tion of  the' fined:  clean  Teeth  $ if  they  ufe  their  Swords  no  oftner,  a 
Scabbard  would  laft  an  Age. 

perd.  Prithee  what  Countryman  art  thou,  thatput’ft  foman^ 
FLs  into  thyEnglilh  ? 

* , Porter.  A.  Britain^  Sir,  Glamor gan~fhire^  Srie,  and  Dam. 
t Thomaft^  Take  heed,  doft  know  what  thou  haft  done,  to  afk  a 
Weldltnan  what  Countryman  he  is  blfiy  this  light,  ’tis  ten  to  one 
but  he  falls  into  a fit  of  Heraldry  or  Genealogy , and  then  you  have 
brought  yout  felf into  a fair  nooze,  to  be  bound  to  hear,  how  many 
iij>s3  an,d  ap  William 0 c to  he  comes  to  Adam  ap  Man  moth . 

iavifl  I * snwo  I YniiHt  nr  •/  1 l * ntw)  twftd  1. 
; . ' > , Enter  Harrigo,  and  Rogero  his  man. 
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Thomalb  Harrigo.  Gentlemen,  to  Tpeak  with  me,  and  why  do  you  keep 
runs  to  bint,  them  at  the*  rlnnr  ^ Mv!  tbfi  Hfavt/itT  IVa ndever  ftiHr  what 


runstobim.  them  at  the  door  ? My|  Friend,  the  Wanton  Wanderer  ftilf  3 what 
tic  \y  jll,  luekidrives  thee,  hither  again  d 


and  they 
embrace. 


^{T^^^rjSalutemy  Friends,and  then  I’ll  anfweryou  5 Thfcyafd 
true  blades.  Hall.  — Remnants  of  the  broken  Regiments  v Royal 
and  Loyal  Fugitives,  highly  guilty  all  of  the  Royal  Crime , Poor 
dud,  honeft,  tfajl  $ you  fee  hilsf  MajeftieS  marks  upon  us,  Englilh,  aticl 
jj&at  gave  us  ja  fafe  Conduft,  and  hereivei  are  to  fnuff  our  wits.  . \ 

Harrigo*  Thefame  mandrill^  I fee, Winning  norlofingeah  idiangd 
your  humor  j you  muft  wander  ftill.  •'  •*;  y “ 

Thomafo.  The  fame,  {elf-fame  ftill^  and  would  not'fchange  fbr  all 
the  Sun  hath  ftiewnj  or  the  Sea  hid £ I would  not  be  the  Cathblick 

King* 
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King,  confin’d  to  one  place,  one  company, one  any  tHing,nor  marry 
the  infanta , though  Ihe  had  as  many  Graces  as  Nature  could' 
crowd  into  one  Woman  and  be  faithful  ; Change,  change,  Hal , of 
Places,  Cloathes,  Wine,  Women,  Faces  ; Tis  the  great  and  fur^ 
prizing  Pleafure,  variety  is  the  Soul  of  Pleafure,  a good  unknown, 
and  we  want  faith  to  find  it.  . >\  , . 

Harrigo.  Yet  there  is  one  exception  to  your  rule,  a fecret  which 
we’ll  difeourfe  of  at  leifure;  And  I believe  a Woman  that  may 
purebafe  you  from  this  life,  in;  whofe  Embraces  you  may  find  fuch 
varieties  of  Joy, as  you  may  keep  your  Humour  and  your  F aith  too. 

ihomafo.  Who,  me  ? I will  not  be  tied  to  one  Woman,  Hally  for 
all  the  fvvord  has  wonn  or  loft ; All  that  Love  has  given,  or  Luft 
has  coft,  all  that  Treafon  has  bought  or  fold, could  it  be  told  down; 

I would  not  fell  my  freedom  of  that  of  fpan  of  dayes  that’s  left  me, 
for  it  all;  I am  no  Mutton  to  be  folded  , Nor  Bird  to  fing,  though 
in  a golden  cage  : Home,  Haly  is  all  this  to  me,  till  in  a Grave,  I’ll 
not  be  found  at  home ; I am  refolved  thofe  tame  Spirits  that  can  be 
conjured  into  a wedding  Ring,  and  dance  in  that  dull  Matrimonial 
circle  all  their  dayes,  I pity  their  Bodies  that  muft  luffer  this  flave- 
ry , and  defpife  their  lean  ftarved  Souls  that  threw  them  into  thtfe 
Chains.  > . . 

< Harrigo,  Wear  e of  one  Country , though  not  of  one  Mind  ; 
I’de  name  my  Prifonasyou  call  it,  and  fing  all  my  dayes;  Yeti 
have  feen  the  world  too,  and  know  a face  would  reclaim  a wilder 
Heart  then  yours.  . . Id 

Thomafo.  Tell  not  me  of  faces,  Child  ; when  I wink  and  call  to 
mind  the  thoufend  beauteoufvolumnes  thefe  Eyes  have  read  over* 
whofe  ftoriestcan  fcarce  remember,  though  we  fet  marks  under 
their  Peti-coats  ; Think  nOt  then  a face  can  bind  me,  when  her 
'arms  could  not ; My  Heart  will  digeft  a Miftrifs  in  a night,  and 
hunger  again  next  morning  ; Surfet  to  day  of  Youth  and  Beauty, 
and  yet  third:  all  night  for  a new  F riend  ; and  thofe  are  the  ftrong 
healthy  ftomack’d  Lovers  that  thrive  upon  Love ; A pox  on  your 
whining,  fighing,  Confumptive  Platonick  humours,  your  water- 
drinkers,  they  cannot  believe  it,Ha/,they  cannot  ;felfe  they  would 
too,  and  onely  out  of  craft  infinuate  themfelves  to  make  their 
weaknefs  feem  Virtue.  , 

Harrigo.  Gentlemen,  he  is  your  Comrade  ; and  though  I will 
not  pretend  to  know  him  better  then  you,  yet  I dare  fay,  lie  does 
not  onely  doubt  our  Faith  when  he  faies  this,  but  I ain  confident 
he  does  not  believe  himfelf.  . 

Ferdi.  Sir,  we  know  not  what  to  believe*  and  yet,  for  mirth* 
we  let  all  pals  ; He  is  one  has  paft  all  Fortunes  1 by  Sea  and 
Land  ; furfets,  and  want  of  bread , lov’d,  and  been  belov’d  again, 
and  of  that  paflion  has  tafted  both  the  honey  and  the  fting, thrown 
from,  his  cradle  into  other  mens  grounds,  naked,  and  unthought  of 
by  his  Parents  andTriends,  and  what  was  cruelty  then,  is  his  happi- 
nefs  now  ; for  being  bred  with  the  wolf  he  grew  wife  enough  to 
thrive  in  the  foreft. 

if  Erfwardo,  Thofe  naileries  fet1  an  edge  uponhis  mind3with  which 
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he  eats  through  the  difficulties  of  Fortune,  and  now  emboldned 
by  fuccefs  doubts  nothing  j I have  feen  him  in  a morning  put  his 
hand  as  confidently  into  his  pockets  for  money  as  if  the  Devill 
had  been  his  caftiire,  when  he  knew  he  put  them  off  at  night,  as 
empty  as  his  gloves. 

7 hotnafo.  Why,  if  I had  lived  at  Croydon  all  my  dayes,  I could 
have  found  money  in  my  pocket  in  the  morning  , if  I had  left  it 
there  at  night  $ Why  , either  of  you  can  fetch  a penny  loaf  for  a 
penny , though  you  are  Country  Gentlemen,  and  if  you  can  do 
this,  why  will  you  not  allow  our  experience  in  the  other  > 

Edwardo.  Pray  leave  this  difcourfe , and  purfue  your  promife  5 
The  Church  and  the  Ladies,  fhall  we  not  fee  thofe  finners  ? Prithee 
let  us  not  lofe  the  occafion  , we  have  but  young  Faiths  and  great 
doubts  5 Aflure  us  thefe  are  wenches,  and  we  fubmit,  elfe  we  re- 
bell for  ever. 

Ferdi.  We  are  covetous  fifher-men,  and  for  want  of  Faith  in 
better  luck,  would  fain  keep  thefe  in  the  Net  5 Prove  thefe  Mer- 
chants of  Love  and  his  finall  ware,and  we  are  ready  to  be  couzen’d^ 
A Heart,  a peece  or  fo  we  have  to  fpend,  and  if  they  be  kind,  I care 
not  how  quickly  I’me  undone. 

Harrigo . Who  are  thefe  they  fpeak  of? 

Tkomafo.  Our  old  Friends  the  two  Sifters,  that  palled  by  even 
now  5 I ftaid  Paulina , but  (he  did  not  know  me,  yet  (he  look’d 
earneftly  $ A perriwig  and  feven  years  mifery,  will  change  a wifer 
Man  then  I pretend  to  be. 

Harrigo.  I left  them  in  the  Church  juft  now,  if  they  defire  to 
fee  them  a Credo’s  time  ill  fpent  will  fatisfie  that  curiofity  5 Will 
you  go,  or  (hall  I lead  you  the  way  ? Come,  I’ll  be  your  guide 
- 10  you  do  not  miftake  it  for  the  Welfh-manin  me. 

Harrigo  Thowafo.  Come  lead,  and  well  follow  you  without  this  Apo- 
me  at  logie-  [Exeunt. 

others  and  go 

nut  together.  ACT.  I.  S C E N.  III. 


Enter  Lucetta  alone  vail'd. 


Lucetta / T“'Hey  are  ftrangers,  I know  by  their  ftaring,  and  Eng- 
X lifh,  by  Don  Harrigo  $ If  he  has  metal  he  follows 
me,  and  if  I have  wit  he’s  mine  j for  they  fey  ’tis  a kind  hearted 
Nation,  when  they  come  firft  abroad  $ But  frequent  ill  ulage 
hardens  their  Hearts,  a People  that  loves  every  thing,  even  them- 
felves,  and  fo  kind  to  their  Mothers  Son,  that  they  believe  all 
women  are  fo  too$  If  this  be  one  of  that  foolifh  Family,  I (hall 
fo  fit  him  for  a Miftriis.  See,  here  comes  Sanco , now,  the  news, 
where  is  he  ? \Enter  Sanco. 

Sanco.  Gazing  upon  the  two  Sifters,  they  have  formerly  known 
one  of  them  5 Tis  the  Englifh  Major  that  ferved  here  under  Don 
Pedro’s  Father,  he  went  hence  in  the  beginning  of  the  rebellion  y 
You  know  him,  he  was  Paulinas  Servant,  a wild  follow. 

* Lmem.  ’Tis  he,  I thought  I had  feen  him,  Tbontajo,  ’tis  Don 
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rhomafi , But  let  him  pafs,  how  goes  our  own  bufinefs,  did  you 
(peak  with  the  other  ? 

Sanco.  There  was  no  fear  of  that,  for  you  no  fooner  left  your 
feat,  but  he  flew  to  me  5 I find  by  his  wheeling,  he’s  an  old  Cock 
of  the  game,  he’ll  follow  ftrait  and  come  alone,  he  would  not  let 
his  company  fee  us  talk  together  5 lam  to  expert  him  here,  hafte 
you  home,  and  put  on  your  beft  face. 

Lucetta.  Tell  him,  I am  in  Love  with  him,  and  Daughter, 
Miftrifs,  or  Wife,  to  fome  great  perfon  5 Lament  in  my  behalf  the 
fad  condition  of  a Woman  of  quality  in  this  Nation,  whofe  jealous 
cuftomes  will  admit  nooccafions  for  Men  to  make  their  addrefles 
to  us,  which  expofes  us  thus  to  their  cenfure,  forced  againft  the 
modefty  and  cuftome  of  our  Sex  to  fpeak  firft}  But  were  we  (o 
bleft  to  enjoy  the  liberty  of  other  happy  Nations,  where  Men  and 
Women  meet  and  converfe  without  lcandal 

San.What  large  heads, and  herds  of  Cuckolds  would  Spain  breed> 

Lucetta . Leave  fooling  now,  Iamferious,  fay  this  in  defence  of 
my  modefty,and  that  I beg  he  will  not  miftake  my  defires  of  feeing 
him  5 whole  Eyes  have  taken  fuch  venome  from  his , as  nothing 
but  the  Scorpion  can  cure  the  Scorpions  wound.  This  fecret  tell 
him,  I blufh  to  you,  my  Friend  and  Kinfman^  This,  and  fome 
very  very  fine  things , fuch  as  fools  ufe  to  be  tickled  and  taken 
with,  Dear  Sanco, 

Sanco.  This  is  fine,  by  St.  lago,  I could  find  in  my  heart  to  for- 
fwear  your  fervice  , Death,  have  I taught  you  your  Trade  to  be- 
come my  Miftrifs  ? Do  I wear  a fword,  am  I a Cafiillian , and  (hall 
a foolilh  Peti-coat,  a (hallow  Woman,  tell  me  what’s  to  befaid  or 
done,  to  couzen  a dull  greefy  brain’d  phlegmatick  Tra/nontanoj 
how  oft  have  I brought  you  dead  dogs  for  vifits  ? When  I do,  give 
me  the  tail  for  my  paines , Till  then,  play  your  own  part, go  home, 
and  attend  your  Q_  and  leave  me  to  guide  this  fmall  veflel  to  your 
Port. 

Lucetta.  I am  gone  and  will  expeft  you.  [ Exit  Lucetta. 

Sanco.  Thefe  Girles  with  good  faces,  have  the  true  magnetick 
virtue,  and  if  a Man  be  a Blade,  his  fteel  will  incline  to  them , I am 
but  a (curvy  Philofopher,  elfe,  me  thinks  a Man  might  prove  the 
Load-ftone  5 and  the  fteel,the  Fornication  of  the  Earth, fure  we  are, 
there  is  a he  and  (he  in  that  Mafs$  and  why  not  thefe  the  two  Sexes? 
But  obferve  how  kindly  (he  takes  it  to  be  plowed  too, and  the  deep- 
er you  put  in  the  fpade  or  culture,thefweeter^  If  I could  read,  per- 
haps I might  find  fome  odd  book  would  prove  this  further.  At  the 
Gate  I’ll  ftay  for  him.  [Exit  Sanco. 

ACT,  I.  SCEN.  IV. 

# ,1  * i • j ■* * ' . i/y  / ^ j*..  * ' ‘‘ti  * ■ * * ■ v t ^ . ■*  -*  * 

Enter  Saretta  and  Paulina. 

•V.ViV.7  : :•  -.V.  ft  ••••:.'}  -7  A I jVK)>,qoft  f:J.  1:  . 

Saretta.  T T THat  dull  things  were  we  not  to  know  him?  yet  I 
V V am  to  be  excufed  $ But  for  you  to  forget  a Man 
that  had  got  your  Maiden-head,  what  will  thy  Memory  retain  ? 
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Paul . Iconfefs  he  was  notin  my  thoughts  ; the  abfence  6f  (even 
years,  that  beard  and  Perriwig,  all  confpir’d  againfl:  me ; yet  I am 
glad  to  fee  him,  he  keeps  his  old  humour  ftill. 

Saret.  Thou  loveft'hiin,  and  I do  hot  know  for  which  of  the  two 
Reafons  beft  5 whether  -for  taking  thy  Maiden-head,  or  giving  thee 
Plums ; 3tis  much  what  feafoning  will  do,  thole  kindnefles  will 
tafte  ftill  5 elfe,  to  me  he’s  none  of  thofe  men  I could  dye  for,  or 
live  with  $ there  is  too  much  of  the  Curd,  and  Dutchman  in  him; 
he  is  too  white  for  my  eye ; if  I were  to  take  my  choice  of  the 
three , the  black  Ihould  be  he,  I love  the  Raven  in  a man ; thole 
Pigeons  do  nothing  but  bill  and  prune  themfelves  ; nay,  they  ex- 
peft  a woman  Ihould  Court  them ; and  when  they  are  won  there 
goes  fuch  a deal  of  care  for  fear  of  fpoiling  them  ; Hang  them, 
they  cannot  laft  a nights  watch , nor  ftand  the  (hock  of  a day  of 
Battle. 

Paul.  The  Raven  doft  thou  love  ? the  Raven  then  purfu£  thy 
choice,  for  he  looks  as  if  he  were  right  Ravens  Chick,  a Bird  that 
any  Carrion  will  pleafe  as  well  as  Venifon  *,  I am  glad  to  find  we 
(hall  not  be  Rivals,  take  your  Crow,  give  me  my  Dove;  there  is 
beauty,  youth  and  fweetnefs  in  him ; a Bower  fit  to  be  worn  in  a 
Ladies  bofonY;  yet,  if  Imilfakenot,  I have  feed  as  Rout  and  as 
high  flying  Hawks  of  the  gray  Male  as  any  of  your  Kite-colour  ; 
would  he  were  at  home  to  try  if  I could  get  my  Maiden-head  from 
•him  again. d - • ban  ■ 

Saret.  Why  truly  the  man  is  civil ; and  Jtis  odds  but  he  will  be 
perfwaded  to  leave  if  where  he  had  it  after  feven  years  ufe ; fis  al- 
moft  as  long  as  thou  kept’ft  it. 

Paul.  And  yet  if  you  had  not  been  Weary  of  it  firft , I believe 
he  had  not  had  it  fo  foon.  ’ • * 

Saret.  Faith,  as  good  I fell  it  while  ’twas  there  ; for  I was  afraid 
thou  would’fl  have  plaid  with  it  till  thou  hadft  Idft  it  thy  felf.' 

Paul.  It  made  me  a friend  then,  I do  not  know  what  heis-now  ; 
•and  though  they  have  an  ill  name  in  the  world  this  lafi:  feven  years, 
for  bloody  and  cruel ; yet  I never  faw  any  of  them  that  were  not 
Tind,  well  matur'd,  and  frank  to  their  Miftrefs.  - 

•*  Saret.  An  improvident  fullen  race  of  men,  that  will  fpend  or 
give  a hundred  pound  rather  then  pay  five  fhillings ; govern’d'  by 
a nature  crofe  to  all  other  Nations,!  ha  Ve  known  them  take  a kick 
from  aftranger,  and  kill  one  another  for  a wry  lo'dk$  they  are  go- 
vern’d by  no  Rules  ; -either  impudent  beyond' !Moiffi:tebanks,  or 
elfe'blulhingfheakers,  bafhful  as  Girles  in  the  Ndvrtfd  ; I.ktiow  no- 
rthing good  in  them  but  their  humour  of  giving  to  tfieif  fhirts  wheh 
they  drink. 

Paul.  If  I miftake  not  the  Nation5yoil  have  made  but  an  ill  ob- 
fervation ; Dull  and  Phlegmatick  as  you  believe  them ; their  ac- 
quaintance will  tell  you  Don  Pht^mafo  has  ’no  luch  fool  in  his  fore- 
head as  you  read  there  > ftep  afore,  I fee  they  follow  us.  [ Exeunt . 
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ACT.  I.  SCEN.  V 


' Harrigo,  Thomafo,  ^WFerdinando. ' ’ :.jr< 

E E,  there  they  go  3 halt  a little,and  give  them  law  enough^ 
the  Courfe  will  be  the  fairer.  . ; ; 

Thom.  Not  too  much  law,  pray  3 confider,’tis  but  a Puppy-lover 
thatruns.  / - , 

Ferd.  Gentlemen,  whilft  your  mirth  hath  fo  good  a jeft  as  this,  it* 
chace,  I am  contented  with  any  part  of  the  fport.  ,j 

- Thom.  Where  is  Edxvardo  ? . 

Ferd.  He  has  lodg’d  a Deer  of  his  own  3 I faw  him  fteal  out  of 
the  Church  , and  follow  a good  woodman  that  gave  him  the 
figne. 

Thom.  Why  fo,  there  is  one  of  the  Covey  flown  5 if  I were  to 
give  an  account  of  him  to  his  Parents  now,  ’twere  fine  $ to  cry  a 
loftEnglifti  Boy  of  thirty,  ’t would  be  welcome  news  to  his  friends 
if  he  had  any  5 this ’tisto  travel  witha  Juft  ice  of  peace,  when  he 
is  put  of  his  Clerks  fight  that  keeps  him  in  awe  3 the  Rogue  was 
only  hedg’d  in  with  the  fear  of  his  neighbours,  and  the  Penal  Sta- 
tutes at  home 3 now  he’s  brpk  loofe  he  runs  neighing  like  a Ston’d- 
horfe  upon  the  Common  3 I hope  fhe’l  find  him  a young  T raVeller, 
and  drefs  him  fit  for  our  mirth,  that  we  may  have  a revenge. 

Har.  If  {he  be  a pradia’d  finner,  he  is  fitted  3 perhaps,  fhe’l  fell 
him  to  the  Spirits  that  take  Up  Planters  for  the  Indies,  or  flea  and 
beat  him  3 and  then  turn  him  out  to  leek  his  fortune  3 what  hu- 
mour is  he  of  that  he  runs  thus  wildly  alone  ? 

Thom.  What  humour  is  he  of,  he  runs  thus  wildly  alone?  an 
Englifh  elder  Brother’s  humour,  bred  in  a Nurfery  witha  Bib  and 
Muckander,  and  a Maid  to  tend  him  till  he  was  in  his  Teens  3 
one  that  knew  no  joy  beyond  a Birds-neft,  Angling,  or  a Play-day 
at  twenty  3 one  that  is  whip’din  a Free-fchool,  and  would  cry  and 
fcramble  for  Nuts  till  he  was  out  of  his  Wardlhip,  and  lay  witn  his 
Grandam  till  he  was  marry <1  > A pox  upon  him,  h as.  aUour  money 
about  him  3 and  if  {he  rob  him  fhe  plunders  the  party. 

Ferd.  Never  fear  hint, ( he  has  a fuflicient  all  nature  to  defend 
him  3 befide  the  blefling  qf  pride  and  felfirlove  j which  will  favc 
our  moneys  from  any  danger  his  bounty  I may  threaten  3 Marry  if 
fhe  fhould  profefs  love  to  him,  andean  perfivade  bum  liandfomely 
to  believe  it,  there  is  fome  danger  3 elfe,  if  .Ihe  get  ahoyehis  Ducat, 


there  3 thefe  women  are  none  of  thofe  tender-hearted  Lovers  yog 
find  in  Comedies,  that  figh  at  firft  fights  and  run  madfoyftrangf-  js 
in  the  fecorid  ad  v if  he  go  into  her  houfe  ihe  has  ah  ffiedefire^j 
and  will  either  pluck  his  Plums  by  flattery,  or  eftefo;  (hake  and. 
cudgel  the  Tree,  he’lbeglad  to  let  them  fall  3 then  That  Rogge 
you  faw  entertain  him,  and. talk  with  fu eh  gray ityfg  the.  Church, 
i«  her  Pimp,  and  a Bravo  3 a (lave  condemn’d  to,  tfifeGalfieis  for 
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more  murders  then  he  has  Beads  upon  his  Rofary. 

Thom.  For  beating  him.  I’ll  venture  that  5 and  ’tisodds  but  he’l 
beat  Tome  of  them  if  they  fpeak  twice  without  refpeft  or  beyond 
his  knowledge  * the  Rogue  is  ftout  enough,  and  ’twill  be  as  hard 
to  beat  aspleafe  him  5 but  lethimpafs  and  tell  me,  Ferdinando, 
how  do  you  like  thefe  vifions  ? I am  for  Saretta,  *tis  a brave  plump 
Girle,  there’s  fubftance  in  her  5 her  heart  has  room  to  dance  and 
play  in  her  breft  ^ the  Rogues  foul  lyes  foft  and  white  , and  in 
thefe  Dog-days  to  lye  in  her  arms  is  deeping  in  Frefco  $ your  lean 
women  in  the  Summer  burn  like  kindled  Char-coal,  I mud  find 
fome  means  to  pur  chafe  a fin,  or  fo  with  her.  Come,  let  us  go 
fee  them.  " [ Exeunt . 


ACT.  II.  SCEN.  I. 

The  Scene  changes , and  difeovers  a Piazza  and  Balcony- windows 
in  which  the  Angellica  and  her  wonan  appears , other  windows y 
and  other  women  in  thenryteer  the  door  of  Angellica  ftands  a Til - 
lar0  upon  which  hanges  her  PiUurey  and  by  it  ft  and  two  Bravoes 
to  prote£f  it  from  affronts  $ and  to  give  anjwer  to  fuch  £>uejli- 
ons  as  are  asfd . Vndtr  the  Picture , is  written  this  fol- 

lowing,. 

THis  is  the  Figure  of  the  Angellica  Paduana,  that  was 
Mijirefs  to  the  dead  General  > her  friendjJjip  is  not 
to  be  purchas’d  under  a thoufand  Crowns  a moneth , for  which 
her  Lover  is  Mafier  four  days  and  nights  each  week,  and  jhc 
his  Servant. 


Angellica  Bianca  Paduana. 

Enter  two  Bravoes,  and  place  themfelves  by  the  Pillar. 

Angel.  ^ E E,  they  arc  come  $ prithee  obferve,  with  what  malice 
^ and  envy  yon  women  look  upon  us. 

Anna.  They  are  vex’d  to  find  the  T rade  fo  refin’d  by  a ftranger ; 
alas,  they  have  no  ambitions  here,  but  to  fecure  an  Olio  to  dinner, 
and  a Coach  to  the  Prado  $ a pound  of  Bacon,  and  a Royal  of 
eight  tranlports  them  5 would  our  conclufion  were  try’d  that  we 
might  return  to  Venice  i if  ever  you  be  tempted  to  leave  that  Pa- 
radife  again,may  fome  mangey  Don  ride  us  through  Madrid > ’twill 
be  another  condition  now  with  us,  you  have  youth  and  fortune  to 
ipare,  you  may  look  about  and  chufe  your  man  to  make  a friend 
at  leifure  5 we  can  eat  now  without  being  forc’d  to  fell  our  liber- 
ties but  upon  our  own  conditions. 

Angel.  I would  not  day  a meal  in  this  Town  5 but  for  the  vani- 
ty and  pkafore,  to  fee  and  be  feen  > while  the  General  liv’d,  his 

jealoufie 
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Jealoufie  made  me  lye  hid  in  the  world,  neither  feen  nor  enjoy’d  5 
charter  then  their  Nunneries  had  my  mind  been  as  innocent 
Bed.  Profit  and  to  be  fought  was  all  my  pleafure  then,  with 
which  profit  I will  feek  my  pleafure  now  y the  doubtful  world 
Scarce  believ’d  I was  handfome:  thus  I (hall  remove  that  doubt, 
and  leave  a name  and  memory  behind  me } the  novelty  and  hvt" 
mour,  befides  the  price,  will  beget  difcourfe  5 1 know  there’s  few 
will  give  the  money,  though  he  is  not  born  (hall  enter  under  y for 
though  I want  no  money.  I’ll  have  the  gujto  to  fee  them  gaze,  figh 
and  wi(h  for  what  they  have  not  the  hearts  to  purchafe,  nor  merit 
to  defer  y and  when  our  nine  days  wonder's  over,  we’l  be1 

gone  % and  in  our  own  Sphear  enjoy  all  our  fouls  can  imagine  of 
peace  and  pleafure  y get  the  theorbo , I fee  fome  coming. 

Enter  a lean  Von  conducing  another  Don , and  an  Italian , Officer# 
of  the  Army  5 they  falute  her  and  read  the  Taper  0 and  JpeaJ^t# 
the  Bravoes.  .1  , , . 

jgfjk 

Italian.  Now  Comrade,  what  are  the  conditions  we  muft  fob- 
mit  to  before  we  can  (pend  an  hour  in  converfotion  with  your  La- 
dy  ? I am  her  Country-man. 

Brav.  Sir,  be  pleas’d  to  read  that  Paper,  ’twill  inform  you. 

Ital.  A thou  (and  crowns  ! Cape  Bella  per  Dio^  Ma  Cara.  Shrugs^  and 

Angel.  What  faid  they  ? ■ ! 1 gees  out. 

Brav.  He’s  of  Millain,  Madam,  and  would  fain  have  feen  you  i 
but  they  fay  a thoufand  crowns  is  dear,  though  you  are  fair. 

Angel.  Is  he  of  Millain  .<?  Would  I had  known  it,  the  price  (hould 
have  been  two  thoufand  Crowns,  to  him,  for  his  Generals  (ake. 

Anna.  Ha,  the  Eurb  has  a mind  to  give  horns  to  his  Generals 
Ghoft  y fee  here  comes  more  men,  but  I fear  no  Merchants. 

Enter  three  Monfieurs  without  Cloakj. 

1 Monfi.  What’s  this?  a thoufand  Crowns  ! fore  Visa  miftake, 

Brav.  Not  at  all.  Sir,  a thoufand  Crowns  is  the  leaft  price. 

2 Monft.  Doth  (he  give  or  take  fo  much  by  the  moneth  ? 

3 Monfi.  One  as  foon  as  the  other,  there  is  two  o’s  miftakcn  fore, 
a thoufand  Crowns,  pray  is  (he  not  mad  ? thou  haft  black-lead, 
prithee  write  it  down,  there  are  fo  few  good  Whores  -in  Madrid , 
that  an  Italian  holds  at  a thoufand  Crowns  a monethy  the  next  Mer- 
chandize we  bring  (hall  be  every  man  a tame  Whore  y a thoufand 
crowns? why  ’tis  a portion  for  the  Infant a> and  a good  one  too,if  we 

keep  Catalonia , and  Majfaniello  Naples.  There’s  nothing  to  be  paid  they  croft 
for  feeing  your  fight,  is  there  ? [Exeunt  thru  Monfieurs.  thmftlves 

Angel.  What  (aid  they  ? andlattgK 

Brav.  They  were  of  opinion  the  Painter  had  put  in  an  o or 
two  too  much,  and  ask'd  me  whether  you  gave  or  took  a thou- 
(and  Crowns  a moneth  ? they  were  merry,  and  (aid,  ’twas  a por- 
tion for  the  Infant a , and  more  then  thbCatholick  King  gave  with 
his  Sifter  now  m France.  mo  h r:  '7* 


jft 


Anna  * 


THOMAS  0 


Part.!, 


yl 


Anna.  They  look,  indeed, as  if  they  wanted  a fefvice  and  Wages, 
but  not  filch  a Miftrefs.  - 

Angel.*  A Miftrefs ! a Livery  would  be  mote  nfeful^  or  a Lehan* 
drefs  y what  Linen  they  wear ! Boots  and  no  Cloaks  in  Mdclrfd  5 
Mortfieur't  monfter,  you  fhould  have  ask'd  them  wHat  Trade  they 

Were  of.  { ' • ■ • • : r>  ' -f.  • -J  - v 

Anna.  You  may  lee  by  their  MeertitHfey-are  of  the  <>*#/<?  petits  the 
poor  people expeded  (o  longhand  we  (hall  findthem  by  the  ftink  the 
rufty  Bacon  leaves  in  the  Town  5 their  Linen's  hir’d  by  the  rrioneth, 
you'l  not  find  two  (hirts  in  a Family  5 and  for  (mocks  they  have 
no  fuch  word  in  their  language  5 they  prize  a woman ! their  Cur- 
tezans  dare  not  (hew  their  faces  $ their  Prince  will  beat  his  Whore^ 
they  are  feldom  paid,  but  always  robb’d.  when  they  come  amongft 
them  5 how  they  would  demolifii  our  Trophee,  if  it  fiood  upon 
the  new  Bridge,  in  fpight  of  old  Halls  Ghoft  in  Brafs,  though  he 
were  a friend  to  the  Petti-coat  1 

Angel.  No,  faith,  never  think  they  fhould  bear  refpecf  to  their 
dead  King,  fince  they  do  not  do  it  to  their  living  } the  three  Chri- 
-ftian  Kings  are  fo  us’d  by  their  vaflals  5 Round-head,  and 

-a  Maflaniellian , which  is  the  word  devil  of  the  three  ? « 

Anna.  There’s  no  Rogue  like  your  Round-head^  a diflembfing, 
infolent,  bloody,  blafphemous  tray  tor  $ whofe  originals  weretie- 
ver  got  between  fheets.,nor  lay  under  one*  but  the.Sextons,  in  cha- 
rity $ Rogues  that  had  of  right  only  a grave  a piece,  in  thO(e  three 
Kingdoms,  which  thdy  fo  long  reigned  over. — See  more  Sons  of 
wonder.  Gazers,  though  no  buyers/,  , ,J- 

Angel . Nonnatter,  I have  my  humour  in  their  wonder , when 
we  are  gone,  this  will  live  upon  their  Stagey  and  be  a Theam  for 
a thoufand  difeourfesj  all  which  are  Trophies  to  that  vanity  which 
pleafeth  women.  r 


Enter  a Polifh  Prince , and  a Flanders  Merchant. 

Prince.  But  a thoufand  crowns ! would  I had  pafs’d  here  before 
I went  to  Romi'-y  I could  have  had  her  as  cheap  in  my  Bed  as  a 
Coach  in  the  ftreet  $ would  fbe  would  take  bills  upon  my  friends, 
I’de  give  her  two  thoufand.  ; anO 

Br-av . Only  ready  money  pafifeshfere  $ there  is  no  credit,  Sir,  in 
this  Trade.  . 

«-■;  Prince.  Let’s  go  lye  privately  two  or  three  mQiteths  at  Salamanca 
till  my  biJJs  come,  and  then  return.  • • rd  ■_  '• 

Merck.,  Or  till  the  King  pays  me,  and  then  I’ll  furnifii. 
t hi;.’;  1 oj  ,dT  . t.\V.  {jheyfilnU  and  Extnn f. 

Angel.  Well,  and  how? 

Brav.  Why  thefe  are' kind-hearted,  civil  men,  but  out  of  Cafh  5 
ibutdf  you  will  take  Bills  of  Exchange KpQracoyia^ or  aliignments 
'Wpo'Q  waving,  Scotch  Fa&ory  in  .Poland,  the.  Prince  is  your  x 
-man  $ or  i/  you  whf  deal  upon  Accompt  to  be  pa  id.  when  Brdban - 
, Hr  gets  hia  Tponey  of  the  Ring,  he  is  f//  te  mall  your  Servant. 

Angel.  Withes  will  not  drive  our  Mill*  though?  t,eonfe(s  L am 
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notdifpleas’d  with  him  that  would  buy  if  he  could. — See  fome 
one  to  fteal  becaufe  he  cannot  purchafe,  how  they  are  hid  in  their 
cloaks ! fhe’l  catchall;  feejhow  he  ftalksto  the  Bird 3 fear  not.  Sir, 
fhe’l  fit  ftill  till  you  (hoot  3 what!  they  are  dumb. 

PPfrik  fit  Jpeaks  this , Don  Pedro,  Johanne  and  Carlo >pafe  over 
the  Stage  ffiufled  3 read  the  Paper  and  go  out  without /peaking. 

' Brav.  Yes,  but  I know  them  3 ’tis  Don  Pedro  and  his  old  Com- 
rades. «';*• 

Angel.  Ddft  Pedro  ! his  Father  dy’d  laft  Spring  and  left  him  a 
Mill  ion  3 ’tis  the  fame  that  was  wont  to  vex  us  with  inquiries. 

Anna.  Is  this  he  ? I have  known  him  befet  the  lhreet  as  if  an  In- 
quifidor  had  been  hunting  a Jew  5 if  I guefs  right,  he’s  likely  to 
purchafe  one  moneth  of  idle  time. 

Angel.  He  is  rich,  and  I believe  frank  enough  3 but  they  fay  he 
is  of  an  infolent  and  froward  nature,  and  fo  jealous  he  will  neither 
lead  nor  drive,  a proud  valuer  of  himfelf,  let’s  be  gone  before  he 
return  3 fome  men  are  got  with  lhadows , and  fome  birds  with 
chaff,  others  that  are  wifer  will  have  the  corn  in  the  fheaf  3 and 
Don  Pedro  is  obferv’d  to  be  a better  Lover  in  a Window , then 
in  a bed  , and  will  give  as  much  to  be  rid  of  a Miftrefs,  as  to 
purchafe  her  3 therefore  I am  refblv’d  nothing  but  his  golden-key 
(hall  let  him  in.  [Exeunt  Angelica  and  Anna. 

1 Brav.  They’re  gone,  and  we’l  even  turn  our  Lady  to  the 

wall,  and  to  dinner 3 I am  of  opinion  this  bait  will  catch  no  fifh  3 
I’de  be  loath  my  wages  fhould  be  dedufted  out  of  the  firft  fruits  of 
this  projeft.  ' 1 1 

2 Brav.  What  is  it  to  us,  whether  it  thrive,  or  no,  fo  we  are 
paid  ? the  fooner  fhe  finds  her  fool  we  are  cafher’d  3 and  though 
it  be  but  a dull  trade  to  (land  watching  of  lhadows  3 yet  ’tis  better 
then  bread  and  match,  a frozen  naked  Sentinel  in  Flanders . 

2 Brav.  Nay,  I am  not  fo  wanton  as  not  to  tafte  the  fweet  of 
feeding  well,  for  nothing 3 ’tis  a Crown  of  Plate  a day,  eafily 
gain’d,  to  be  a Knight  of  her  Poft3  but  I fear  that  remedy  will 
cure  her  fit  fooner  then  good  counfel  3 two  crowns  a day  hardly 
earn’d  will  quickly  appear  a dear  price  for  folly,  and  quench  the 
heat  that  bred  this  opinion  of  her  own  face.  By  this  hand,  fhe 
fhould  have  got  more  in  a Booth  with  the  Elephant,  for  two  pence 
a piece. 

2 Brav.  Pray  let  us  in,  and  keep  up  the  humonr,  rail  at  and  de- 
fpife  the  Spanifh  avarice  that  knows  not  how  to  employ  their  In- 
dies to  the  right  ufe  3 and  be  fure  to  admire  her  beauty  3 vain  wo- 
men are  {hips  that  fail  only  with  windy  flattery.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT.  II.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Harrigo,  Thomafo,  Ferdinando,dW  Cornelius, 


.or 

'srll 


Thorny  | Ts  the  fame  by  all  defcriptions  3 is  (he  handfome  ? 

C0r«.Efteem’d  one  of  the  moft  Garbato  in  the  T own, 
vertuous,  young,  and  a high  flyer  is  her  charader  3 but  I have  no 
practice  with  her,  I am  now  going  that  way,  and  I’ll  inform  my 
felf  particularly  5 Gentlemen,  your  humble  fervant  3 Don  Thoma - 
foi  I hope,  when  I can  be  ferviceable  unto  you  or  your  friends  you 
will  command  me. 

Thom.  Lncetta  do  you  call  her  ? 

Corn.  Yes,  Lncetta , and  her  houfe  is  neer  the  Jefuites. 

Thom.-  No  words,  pray,  that  we  know  any  thing  of  his  haunt  3 
he  is  a young  man,  but  time  will  reclaim  him.  [ Exit  Corn. 

Ferd.  Prithee,  who  is  this  that  knows  all  the  world  ? By  this 
light,  he  has  defcrib’d  Edwardo  as  if  they  had  lain  in  a Belly  3 h’as 
a fhrew’d  memory  3 I’ll  take  heed  how  I promile  him  any  thing  3 
but  I fear  his  credit  is  not  fo  good  as  his  obfervation  ; for  though 
he  be  a blade,  his  fcabbard’s  old  3 how  he  eat  at  dinner  ! if  his 
heart  be  as  good  as  his  ftomack  he  is  a brave  fellow  3 prithee,  what 
is  he } 'ur‘  ■ . .j  '■  i . A. 

Thom.  Tis  a fellow  of  a moft  temperate  foul  3 one  that  makes 
his  own  humours  his  (laves,  and  himfelf  a (lave  to  all  other  mens  3 
I have  known  him  long  and  in  divers  Countries,  a kind  admirer 
frill  of  the  place  and  people  he  was  in  5 as  if  it  had  been  his  own 
Country  or  Family  3 and  5tis  thought  he  can  live  in  all  Countries 
but  that  he  was  born  in  3 one  of  his  maximes  is.  No  man  has  wit 
that  cannot  be  what  he  will,upon  all  occalions,in  all  companies,  and 
in  all  conditions  3 Barrigo  knows  him  better  then  I. 

Bar.  By  this  charader  you  are  no  ftranger  to  him3this  is  he  that 
travel’d  with  a young  Lord,  a Country-man  of  ours,  till  he  (pent 
and  fold  even  his  name,  for  he  was  feign  to  change  it  3 3twas  not 
currant  where  they  paft  j and  at  laft  were  forc’d  to  hide  themfelves 
in  Pilgrims  weeds,  and  beg  devoutly  home. 

Ferd.  What  could  he  fay  after  fuch  an  adion  ? methinks  he 
(hould  fly  the  converfation  of  men. 

Bar.  I met  him  in  that  condition3and  he  told  me,Jt  was  for  devo- 
tion^ penance  they  had  vow’d  for  a great  deliverance  in  Germany. 

Thom.  What  ? they  fell  from  the  Butt  at  Beydelbergpr  (fumbled  * 
into  another  of  Bachrac. 

Bar.  No,  but  miraculoufly  deliver’d  from  a party  of  Swedes 
thatrobb’d  them  3 but  had  you  heard  him  gravely  applaud  the  hu- 
mour of  fuch  who  voluntarily  put  themfelves  into  thofe  private 
habits  3 fo  by  a Philofophical  hiding  a mans  felf  to  peep  and  (pye 
upon  the  world  through  a cranny,  as  it  were,  the  only  beft  way  to 
r fee  atid  judge  the  true  natures  of  men, who  commonly  are  more  free 
and  unbent  before  the  defpis’d  poverty  of  fuch  whofe  eyes  and 
opinion,  as  cheap  and  low  things,  they  efteem  not. 
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Thowafe.  But  when  his  Baites  take,  or  the  merry  bill  comes, then 
ftis  true  the  plain  Clothes  {hew  the  foberfolid  many  yet  abroad* 
the  habit  and  the  meen  diftinguifh  the  Perfonss  and  for  his  part 
he  hath  found  it  an  Advantage  {fill , to  , look  like  fome  body,  and 
good  Clothes  pays  us  in  refpe&s,  and  obfervation  , what  they  cod 
in  the  reckonings  fo,  long  hair  is  comely,  till  it.  falls.y  Then  Oiort 
Civiller,  and  lefs  fubjed  tO;difordcryyiftia  Beard  Sometimes  Jn  tlie 
Greek: Mode , rough  and , unhewn , fonlotimes  Spamjfj-EjggaterofA: 
ftarch’d  to  his  Ears,  and  upon  a fudden, 'thofe.  fprmida^le:Wh^^. 
reduc’d  to  a pair  of  Eye-brows,  and  thofe  pluck’dyyith,  Pincer^  till 
they  {fare  like  Pallizadoes,or  a row  of  'Pins  y Thefe  thipgs  heedl 
lutfer,and  be  ratlier  thought  out  of  his  Wits , then  out  of  the  .Pa- 
{hion  y but  fee  who  comes  to  break  off  our  difeourfe.  >, \E?rtep  £<Jw 

Edw.  ihomafo^Ecrdwando^  Harrigo  ? Your  hands  all , , and, as" 
you  are  kind  friends  get  me  a dark  room,  and  clean  draw,  before 
this  flood  of  Joy  and  pleafute  opprefs  my  Brain  s Ferdinando,  Hark 
you, will  you  buy  any  Land  at  Croydcjft  1 11  fell  youall,b.y.  this  light* 
houie  and  woods  uncounted  , and  at  an  under  rate  too  s for,  fo! 
much  fa ved  here  is  fo  much  got  there,  and  here  I’ll  build  my  Ta- 
bernacle s ikowafo,  thou  arl  a kind  Friend,  thouf  haft  Wit  and 
Judgement,  and  know’ft  ho.w  to  choofes  I have  been  an  Afs,and 
Couzen’d  all  my  days,  but  my  Eyes  are  opened,  and  I repent,and 
afk  thee  pardon  for  abufing  thee,  and  the  places  Fcrdinando , fuch 
a Miftrefs,  fo  handfome,  fo  kind,  and  full  of  all  thofe  Beauties  the 
curious  eye  and  kind  heart  feeks,  and  all  for  Love  s She  figh’d,  and 
fmil’d,  and  kifs’d,  then  figh’d  again,  and  wrings  my  hand,  fure  Tis  a 
dreams  yet  her  Arms  me-tbinks  hang  here  ftill  s Prithee  try  .if 
thoucanft  tafteher  kififess  The  Odour  and  the  dew  I tafte  them 
ftill  upon  my  lips  s I never  felt  fuch  a melting  Snowy  Girls  All  her 
kindneft,  with  fuch  a Grace,  fuch  a Majefty,  fuch  Crowds  of  plea.- 
fures  in  her  Arms,  I could  fcarcc  crawl  from  betwixt  them  s And 
from  her  door  to  her  Bed  but  two  fteps  in  Loves  What  wretches 
were  we  to  come  fo  late  abroad  s Now  ihomafo  s deferiptions 
tafte  s Now  I favour  his  difeourfe,  and  by  this  One  difh  can  judge 
of  thofe  Feafts  of  pleafure  which  We  ufe  to  liften  to  as  Ro- 
mance s Fcrdinando^  If  thou  wilt  be  happy  fell  all,  and  let  us  two 
plant  here. 

Fhoma.  Not  all  s Keep  the  Birch-wood  to  jerk  this  Joy,  ftistoo 
hot  to  hold  , Ned s yet  I rejoyceyou  have  fo  good  Luck,aMiftre(s 
that  you  dare  tell  of  her  kindnefs,  it  feems  s your  Spanifh  Loves 
enjoyn  no  ingrateful  Secrecies  s No  troublefome  Honour,to  throw 
Thorns  in  a Lovers  way  s She  fits  thy  humor,  who  had  as  lieve  be 
publickly  pox’d,as  privately  happys  do  you  know  her  Name? 

Edw.  Her  Name?  no  not  I.  What  matter  is’t  for  her  Name,  a 
kind  young  and  handfome  Womans  what  a pox  fhall  a man  do  with 
more  names  then  thefe?  I fhall  not  marry  her, 

Ehoma.  What  did  you  give  her  ? 

Edw.  What  did  I give  her?  What  do  you  think  {he  is  to  be 
bought  ? No,  Sir^Edwardo  is  not  every  body  s give  her  ? Why,  are 
we  in  ftock  to  buy  fuch  a Woman  ? No,not  to  purchafe  a kifss  give 
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her  y by  this  light  (he  gave  me  this  Chain  for  the  foolilh  Dia- 
mond you  faw  me  wear.,  and  then  fuch  Wine } ’twas  a Prefent  fent 
her  by  that  Grandee  you  faw  me  fpeak  to  in  the  Church  ^ hee’s  a 
civil;,  well  bred  man  too,I  Warrant  him  .am  engag’d  to  fup  there 
to  night. 

Ferd.  Wee’ll  go  with  ydu. 

Fdtv.  Not  a foul  5 No  Gentlemen,  you  are  of  the  Wits } I’le  fol- 
low mine  own  fortune,  and  when  I have  fuffred  Loves  violence  for 
a Night,  Ten  or  Twenty,  then  I care  not  if  you  do  fee  her ■,  But  not 
a ikifs  till  I have  forfeited. 

L Thomafo.  After  all  this  Joy  I would  be  certain  your  Purfe  were 
lafe  > You  know  ’tis  all  our  Stock } Come, pray  impart  5 ’tis  no  time 
ro  yenture  all  our  Fortunes, in  one  Bottom,  efpecially  when  you 
are  refolv’d  to  (ail  without  a compals. 

Fdw.,  Here,  Take  part,  or  all,  if  you  will  ^ufelefs  Trifles  now  to 
md  that  can  command  fuch  a Girl,  and  her  full  Fortune  $ Don  Har - 
Wgttjpray  favour  me  with  your  Servant,  to  buy  my  Supper,  and 
to  chufe  the  wine. 

Ferd.  How  the  Infidel  is  turn’d  Idolater  ! and  he  that  would  be- 
lieve no  Woman  faithful  now  believes  and  dotes  upon  a Common 
whore,  fhe  works  like  a crafty  one } and  if  the  be  right  Spaniard 
fljee’l  difcover  fome  of  the  old  Serpent  in  her. 

Edvp.  Never  fear  it,  Ferdinando  5 Tis  but  the  malice  of  men, that 
dlfperfe  thofe  fcandals,to  brand  the  Nation  5 what  time  of  day  is  it  ? 
I have  not  din’d. 

Thomajo.  Marry,  you  muft  feed  5 Venus  will  have  Bacchus  and 
Ceres  too  $ Elfe  you’ll  be  but  cold  Company. 

Ferd.  I begin  to  believe  the  Rogue  has  met  a Fortune,  how- 
ever,h’as  tailed  of  her  and  her  Bottle  5 would  I had  fuch  an  one  to 
couzen  me  too  5 of  all  the  Love  I could  fpare  to  Night. 

Thoma.  Heark  you,  Ferdinando^ be  patient,  and  anlwer  me  } have 
you  oblerved  fuch  a fcarcity  of  men  in  the  Streets  as  to  believe  a 
handfome  young  Woman  need  run  Rampant  for  want  of  a man? 
or  do  you  lee  any  fuch  temptation  in  Edwardo , that  he  fliould  make 
a wench  chufe  him  out  of  Fifteen  Kingdoms,  to  offer  up  her  youth 
and  beauty  for  nothiug?  Obferve  me,  fhee’ll  abule  him. 

[ Exeunt  omnes. 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  III. 

Angellica  and  Anna  appear  above. 

Angel.  \ Nna0  what  muling  ! give  me  the  Theorbo 
Anna.  ± \ I was  thinking  what  fullen  Star  reign’d  at  your  Birth, 
that  has  preferv’d  your  youth  from  being  in  Love,  that  green  lick- 
nefs  of  the  heart  that  vexeth  all  our  Sex,  early  or  late. 

Angel.  A kind  and  a thrifty  liar  , to  which  I owe  my  chief  hap- 
pinefs^  yet  there  are  Natural  Reafons  too  5 For,  to  fpeak  ingenu- 
oufily,  how  fhould  I become  a Lover  that  have  not  lo  much  lea- 
fure  as  to  wilh  or  long  for  any  man  5 All  I lee  are  offered  before  I 
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afk’d  $ I have  refus’d  many,  and  enjoy’d  more,but  never  yet  defired 
one  fincel  parted  with  my  firft  Friend. 

Anna.  Nay,  Ime  eleerly  of  Opinion,  love  thrives  more  in  a Mo- 
nailery  then  in  a Court  } A Nunnery  with  a high  wall  and  double 
grate,  there  Loves  grows  mighty  and  Imperious  % What  would 
thofe  Prifoners  give  for  the  Crums  of  Lovers  , that  ligh  and  fall 
from  your  Bed , the  Table  where  Love  banquets  either  refufed  or 
forfeited.  ; -r  ' : 

Angel.  Didft  thou  obferve,  the  other  day,  how  the  poor  Girls 
crowded  to  the  Grates  when  we  came  in  ? 

Anna.  Yes,  and  itwas  eafie  to  read'  their  Curies  in  their  looks, 
that  darted  poifon  at  us  } Their  eyes  were  ponyards  in  their  wilhes, 
for  envy  of  that  life  which  we  loathe  as  much  as  they  Covet  to 
tafte.  >■  . 

Angel.  ’Tis  fid  to  fee  youth  and  beauty  fo  betray’d,  condemn’d 
and  forc’d  by  Covetous  Parents  to  wither  in  thofe  fhades  t,  Rofes 
in  their  prime  of  Beauty,  of  Force  to  have  led  Nations  in  Tri- 
umph} Their  Sighs  and  Tears  have  Rage  and  Pity  in  them  } how 
they  beat  themfelves  againft  the  grate  , like  old  fullen  Birds  put 
lately  in  Cages ! 

Anna.  Tis  a mifery  I have  ben  acquainted  with  } and  I wonder 
no  State  hath  been  fo  Curious  as  to  condemn  fome  young  Male- 
faftour  to  be  thrown  naked  into  a Nunnery  } you  talk  of  your 
Royal  Chaces,  and  Jocodotories  ^ I had  rather  fee  a Kennel  of  Nuns 
worry  a Frier  of  twenty,  then  all  the  Boars  lanch’d  in  the  Foreft. 

Angel.  Blefs  the  man  fo  condemned , as  good  thrown  in  the  Lyons 
Den  } how  that  Novitia’s  teeth  would  water , whofe  turn  ’twas  to 
read  a Chapter  while  the  Abbels  taftes  his  forbidden  Fruit ! 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  his  Company , and  gaze  up- 
on  the  Titiurc. 

Anna.  What  have  we  here?  New  men  ? No,  ’tis  the  fame  Dumb 
Crew:,  would  they  were  condemn’d  to  the  Experiment  for  walking 
thus  muffled  in  the  Dog-days,  if  he  continues nee’ll  be  bak’d  in  his 
own  Oven  , That  Scarlet  in  Auguft  looks  Red-hot,  and  ’tis  enough 
to  fet  ones  eyes  on  fire  this  Moneth  $ he  is  poifoned , I fee  by  his 
fwelling  fo  } fo,  do,  do,  gaze  5 yes,  yes,  ’tis  fhe  5 compare  them  to- 
gether. 

Pedro.  ’Tis  an  Excellent  Pi&ure,  whole  hand  can  it  be  ? 

Carlo.  Van  Dikes , and  ’tis  well  done. 

Johan.  He  was  a great  Mafter,  and  a Civil  Pencil. 

Carlo.  Why,  do  you  think  he  has  flatter’d  her? 

Pedro.  By  Saint  J ago0  he  cannot  } Obferve  her  without  preju- 
dice } Is  there  one  Grace , one  beauty  more  then  flat  fet  before 
his  Eyes  ? Andfoftnels,  fuch  as  pencils  cannot  reach  } That  fmile, 
there’s  a grace  and  fweetnels  in  it  Titian  could  never  have 
catch’d. 

Carlo.  Why  do  you  hide  your  head  then , when  you  know 
there’s  thoufand  fweetnefles  are  to  be  fold.  Three  fora  Crown  ? 

Were 


( 


THOM  AS  0:  Part.  I. 

Were  I Don  Pedro , I would  Refolve that Queftion  ere  my  Moneth 
were  out } ’tis  true,  kindnefs  is  the  beft  fawce,  I know,  to  Beauty, 
and  will  increafe  , nay  beget  an  appetite  5 But  fure.  He  that  loves 
a Woman,  if  her  face  prove  not  his  fawce  his  ftomak’s  ill,  and  your 
fcruple  ihould  never  trouble  me  5 To  have  (hut  out  Don  Pedro , and 
now  let  in  his  Money. 

Pedro.  No  more,  they  obferve  us  3 (he  has  her  Theorbo  in  her 
hand,  I hope  fhee’ll  fing. 

7 if}:')  > T ’-'lb  ' ) ' ''.'ll  / ■ • 0 I''  ' 

They  all  three  lean  againji  the  Trail , by  her  houfe  } Then  Enter 
two  Bravo T^and  plant  themfelves  by  the  pillar. 

1.  Bravo.  See,  Our  Merchants  are  return’d,  and  new  ones  arc 
arrived  } what  are  thefe  ? 

2.  Bravo.  Strangers  by  their  Colours , and  their  Clothes  5 feme 
Officers  from  the  Army. 

Enter  Thomafo,  Edwardo,  Ferdinando,  Harrigo. 

Harrigo.  See,  we  are  upon  the  .place}  Now  obferve  with  what 
Gravity  and  Decorum  Whoring  k fetled  here } By  virtue  of  the  In- 
quifition,  in  this  mofc  Catholick  Countrey. 

Ferd.  That  pillar,  what  is’t  } a whipping  Poft  ? tis  the  firft  gild- 
ed one  I have  feen. 

Edw.  They  are  very  neat,  to  paint  and  gild  their  Gallows } See, 
there’s  a pi&ure  upon  it,  ’tis  fome  body  hang’d  in  Effigies. 

Harrigo.  That  wonder  is  it  I told  you  of } ’tis  the  pifture  of  the 
famous  Italian^the  Angellicat,  See,fhee’s  now  at  her  Window. 

Thoma.  I fee  her,  ’tis  a lovely  Woman  } heark,  I hear  a Theorbo, 
is  fhe  Mufical  ? ( S he  Jir ik.es  the  Theorbo. ) 

Harrigo.  Judge  by  what  you  hear  5 Thefe  are  the  two  Si- 
fters in  the  other  Window,  and  that’s  the  Polae\  Prince  with  the 
Sarettr. 

Thoma.  Peace,  fhee’ll  Sing  } What  a Garb  fhe  has  } A Thoufand 
Crowns  ? By  this  Day,  a thoufand  Kingdoms  were  not  dear  } a pox 
of  this  poverty,  ’tis  always  heavy  upon  thefe  Occafions , where  no 
virtues  carvmake  a mans  way.Bread  and  water  I can  digeft  in  a fur- 
row upon  a Rendevouz,  and  lleep  in  it,  without  thoughts  of 
Envy,  till  an  Alarm  wake  me}  And  then  ftart  up  from  among 
thofe  Clouds,  when  the  Trumpet  founds,  as  if  ’twere  Doomfday  } 
Cuftome  and  Honour,  Hall,  makes  that  fufferance  nothing}  Nor 
has  ambition  or  Fortune  any  Beauties  that  tempt  me  } But  as  they 
can  purchafe  Beauty,  which  we  fee  fet  at  a Rate , like  Flefh  in  the 
Shambles,  and  fpoil’d  too,  like  that, by  ill  Cooks. 

Harrigo.  Heark,  fhe  Sings. 

The  Song. 

1 . f~^Onie  hither  ^y  oh  that  Love , and  hear  me  Ji/rg 

°f  j°)s  ftM  growing  } 


Green , 


part.l. 


of,  7 be  Wanderer. 


Greett,  Frefb,  and  Lufly , as  the  pride  of  Spring 
and  ever  blowing . 

Conte  hither  Youths  that  blujh , not  kgtdw 

what  is  defire  s 

■ 0 W men , worfe  then  you , that  cannot  blow 

one  -Jparl^  of  fire. 

And  with  the  power  of  my  enchanting  Song  $ 

Boysfhallbe\able  meti,  and  old  men  young. 

. i),  i.i  • • • - i . f >y  it.' : : i ’ ‘O  • ... 

v » ’ f r )r  'y  # ' 

2.  hither  you  that  hope , and  you  that  cry , 

complayning . 

Youth,  Strength  and  Beauty , that  Jhall  never  die , 

• <*re  here  remaining , 

Co/tee  hither  Fools , blufh,youjlay  fo  long , 

jfr<?/zz  being  blefsd. 

And  mad  men,  worfe  then  you,  that  fuff er  wrong , 

yet  fcek^no  reft. 

And  in  an  hour , with  my  enchanting  Song, 

You  fall  be  ever  Pleas'd,  and  ever  Young. 

Jkii  if  mi.*  Jsnm  4 4ALJ  ; i " 1 •*  - V ^ « t 

While Jbe  Sings , all  admire, and  Thomafo  fee ws  much  concern'd), 

The  Song  clone , He  walfy  to  the  pillar , looby  upon  her, and  reads 
the  paper  , There  muf  be  two  little  pictures  pojted  upon  the  pil~ 
lar  5 Thomafo  <j/ferr  to  pull  down  one  \ The  Bravo  holds  his 
Arm  , Thomafo  looby  fcurvily  at  him,  Jhuffes  him  away,  and 
pulls  down  the  picture. 

Thoma.  How  now  ? what  would  you  have,  Sirrah  ? 

Tedro.  Whatlnfolence  is  this  ? Death,  I’ll  not  fufter  it. 

Johan.  Stay  a little  and  obferve  5 you  fee  they  are  ftrafigers,  and 
perhaps  ’tis  Ignorance. 

Anna.  What  doth  the  Ruffian  mean  ? 

Brav.  Why  do  you  take  down  the  Picture  ? reftore  it,  or  we  (hall 
force  it. 

Thoma.  How  now  Rafcal  ? Sirrah,  put  up  your  fword,and  quick- 
ly, do  you  bear?  or  by  this  light  ITe  draw  mine. 

(. He  frizes  the  Bravo,  and  the  Bravo  draws  his  Jword,Tho.laughs.') 

Harrigo,  Ferdinando,  and  Edwardoc<?/?/e  about  him  j Don  Pe- 
dro and  his  Friends  come  to. 

Pedro.  Why  this  violence  , Sir ! what  right  have  you  to  this 
Picture,  more  then  another  ? 

Thoi  PofTeflion  s and  I’ll  keep  it  s you ,perhaps, have  rnony  enough 
topurchafethe  Subftance  s We  poor  folks  muft  be  contented  with 
thefe  fhadows,unlefs  fhe  were  to  be  fought  for, and  then  neither  you 
nor  the  proudefi:  in  Madrid  fhould  out-bid  me.Lady,do  you  grudge  Then  be  turns 
the  honor  of  this  paper?  If  not, I’ll  keep  it, in  fpight  of  all  thefe  frown  - fleightly  front 
ers,  and  fhew  it,  in  honor  of  your  Beauty,  through  all  the  world.  bim,and  lookf 
. dngel.  I am  confident,  Sir,  you  will  s and  I am  fo  farr  from  being t0  t?er*viyf  on> 
difpleasjd,  that  I fhall  take  it  for  an  Honour  you  will  keep  it.  an 

Thomafo. 
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tut  it  into  his 
treaji. 
they  all 
fraw,  Bra - 
voes  and  ally 
and  fight. 


* itomafoV 
party  beats 
the  other  of 
th(\fiage. 


THOMASQ-.  Pitt.!. 

Tbomajo.  Your  Servant,  Lady,  and  here  I’ll  wear  it  5 a Buckler 
againft  all  that  dare  be  angry,  what  ere  they  be. 

Pedro.  S’ death,  (hall  we  differ  this  ? you  are  very  brave  in 
your  words,  we’ll  try  what  your  (word  dares  do. 

Thomafo.  Beat  us  at  this  (port,  and  well  wear  fwords  no  more  5 
Why,  a Figeon  will  fight  for  his  Hen. 

Angel.  Don  John,  Don  Pedro,  Don  Carlo , what  do  you  mean  > 
Sir,  to  you  that  feem  to  have  fome  kindnefc  for  me,  hold,  I conjure 
you  by  her  youloVe  moft,  by  her  that  loves  you  moft,  I conjure 
you,  hold  5 They  are  .all  deaf,  run  down,  Anna 3 makethofeVil- 
laines  leave  fiding  and  part  them.  7, 

Anna.  We  are  loft,  undone,,  you  and  I,  all,  all  loft  and  con- 
fifcated  to  the  State } ’Ti$  fome  plot  upon  you  5 that  Ruffian  is  fet 
on  purpofe  to  deftroy  you  } ’tis  fome  damn’d  Souldier  hir’d  to  this  } 
Thofe  Souldiers,  thofe  damn’d  Souldiersftwas  never  a good  world 
fince  that  race  of  Men  and  buff  grew  in  falhion}  In  peace  the 
Rogues  ufe  to  fneak  from  cellar  to  cellar,  and  convers’d  with  none 
but  Alguaziles.  z , , ' ' ■ w\  - wfv.-*. 

Angel.  Hafte,  I fay,  follow,  raifethe  ftreet,  ere  they  Murther 
one  another}  Twas  Don  Pedro’f  Infolence  that  caus’d  this  5 what 
pretence  had  he  to  queftion  him  ? 

’ T.. 

Enter  Thoma (band  bis  company. 

> '■  ■ \ (j  Vv .1  . ' : . . . ' v ' - 

Harrigo * Pray  let  us  retreat , before  fome  worfe  confequence 
Follow  } You  know,  thefe  are  a Nation  that  will  not  be  affronted. 

Tbomajo.  You  bleed,  are  you  much  hurt  ? 

Harrigo.  Not  I,  ’tis  theirs  if  there  be  any  blood. 

Ferdi.  If  your  Dons  fight  no  better  then  this,  they  will  never 
recover  Catalonia  } why  muft  he  be  concern’d  in  taking  down  the 
paper  > 

Edwardo.  By  this  light,  we’ll  have  the  pifture  too  } We  have 
won  it  in  Battle  field,  fairly  won  it  } The  Knights  and  Gyants  are 
fled  that  (hould  have  defended  it : Come,  Ferdinand , lift  me  } I’ll 
take  it  down. 

Angel.  Hold,  Sir  j and  ere  you  dome  an  injuy,  give  me  leave  to 
fpeak  to  your  Friend  5 Sir,  as  you  are  a Souldier  and  a Gentleman, 
I expeft  protection  from  you  } ’Tis  their  profeffion  to  defend,  not 
injure  Women}  and  I amfo  far  from  delerving  ill  of  you,  that  I 
know  you  not}  Yet  if  you  pleafe  to  come  up,  I atn  confident  we 
{hall  give  you  full  fatisfa&ion  for  all  die  difpleafure  you  can  with 
Juftice  imagine  me  guilty  of. 

Edrvardo.  You  are  not  mad  to  put  your  (elf  into  her  power  ? 
Do  you  know  how  many  trap-doors  there  are  in  her  houfe,  or  how 
many  [leiger  Bravoes  lie  there  ? 

Ferdi.  Prithee  leave  fooling,  and  let  us  go  to  our  own  lodging  5 
A pox  of  thefe  gilt  whores : By  this  light.  I’ll  find  as  good  fleih  in 
Flannel*  for  a yard  of  ferret  ribband,  as  (he  fells  for  a thoufand 
Crowns } and  a man  muft  fight  {for  it  too  5 (hell  cut  thy 
throat. 

tbomajo. 


Part.  I.  or,  The  Wanderet. 

Thomafo.  Is  it  poffible  you  two  Ihould  know  me  lo  little  as  to 
beferious  in  this  point  > Not  go  where  a woman  calls,a  young  fair 
woman,  a woman  that  I love  too,  becaufe  there  may  be  danger  5 
Death,  is  there  any  danger  like  loving  her  without  money  in  her 
purfe,  whom  nothing  but  a thoufand  Crowns  can  purchafe  } 
Harrigo.  If  that  be  fo  why  do  you  lofe  your  labour,  andafflid 
yourfelf  with  feeing  of  her , unlels  you  had  the  fumm  to  pay  > 
Thomafo.  Why,though  (he  may  not  fell,  it  may  be  fne  may  have 
a fancy  to  give  a Courtefie  y Who  knows  > I amfure  oftwokifles, 
at  coming  and  going.  ' , ! 

Harrigo.  Y ou  know  that’s  not  the  ftile  of  this  place  y (he’d  lie  with 
you  asfoon  as  kifs  you.  : ' 

Angel.  ’Tis  a gallant  fellow, and  the  reft  poor  fpirited  thingsyFear 
not,  Sir,  there  is  no  danger  threatens  you  y See  all  the  weapons  we 
wear,  and  if  thefe  Eyes  do  not  wound  you,  you  are  fafe  from  wo- 
mens dangers.  ' ■ > - - ‘ /J  i 

Thomafo.  Do  not  miftake  this  difpute,  ’tis  but  the  kindnds  of 
Friends  y . and  if  mine  own  Eyes  brought  not  more  danger  by  ga-r 
zing  on  yours  then  any  Enemy  threatens,  ’tis  not  your  doors  could 
have  kept  me  out  y And  to  remove  your  doubt,  would  you  durft 
meet  me  as  naked  in  your  Bed  as  I durft  enter.  Farewell  Hal. — 

[Exit  Thomafo. 

Harrigo.  Well  expefts 'you  in  the  next  ftreet.  [Exeunt  omnts'i 
A C T.  1 1.  S C E N.  IV. 
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Enter  AngeHica,Thomafo,^W  Anna. 

Angel.X  \ 7Hy  did  you  pull  down  the  Pi&ure  ? 

V V Thomafo.  Rather,  why  did  you  let  it  up , If  not 
for  thatpurpofe  ? fure  you  know  the  excellence  it  expos’d  to  our 
Eyes  5 which  I would  now  defcribe  , but  that  the  conversion 
with  your  Glafs  will  do  it  better,  which  I perceive  you  havecon- 
fulted,  by  the  price  you  feem  to  value  them  at  y In  fhort,  I faw  and 
lov’d  you,  fair  one,  as  who  do’s  not y I wilh’d  for  you  too,  as  who- 
would  not  ? But  when  I read  your  paper,  I found  the  price  of  this 
Jewel  too  great,  not  for  my  value  but  my  Fortune  y had  that  been 
equal  to  my  Love,  you  fhould  have  found  at  what  rate  I priz’d  the 
Beauty  and  the  Friendfhip  of  the  famous  and  fair  Angelika  , that 
Star  of  Italy  y who  had  (he  been  as  fixt  as  bright,  a Prince  might 
have  worne  fuchajewel  in  hisBreaft,  and  receive  greatnefs  and 
luftrefrom  her  5 Thefe  thoughts  my  wounded  Eyes,  and  ravilh’d 
Ears.,  fuggefted  to  me  feeing  that  Form,  and  hearing  thofe 
charmes  thy  hand  and  voice  difpers’d  amongft  the  furpriz’dj  arid 
fighing  multitude  y When  guilty  of  my  own  condition  I defpair’d 
any  fuccefs  with  my  Alms-mony,  to  think  of  purchafing  your  per- icaj 
fon  y And  therefore  I refolved  at  all  hazard  to  poflefs  this  fhadow  ^unlive*  to 
to  feaft  my  Eyes  with,  and  to  kifs  and  imagine  kindnefs  for  it.——’  a;i  be  [ayes. 
You  fmile  now,  and  look  upon  my  Cloaths,  and  defpifeme  be- 
caufe  I am  poor.  V1'  ' • o'  ■■v'H  'o  . 

. 1 i V v A ngeU 
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THOMAS  0: 


Part.  To 


Angel.  Npi  Sir.  -jr;  . , j # . • ' V 

Thomafi.  Yes,  yes , I fee  it  and  can  bear  it  5 Yet*  in  thefe  old 
Clpaths  I am  a Gentleman  and  a Souldier  j and  though  my  habit 
be  ill,  my  heart  and  my  fword  are  good , and  I think  my  Repu- 
tation, as  any  Souldier  needs  ^ for  though  I have  loft  my  Fortune, 
yet  I have  preferv’d  mine  Honour  frill. 

Angel.  You  wrong  me.  Sir  j And  when  you  know  my  Heart  and 
the  thoughts  the  labours  with,  you  will  confefs  it. 

Thontafr.  Nay,  I have  told  you  I can  endure  it,  if  you  delpife 
me,  fo  you  do  not  tell  me  of  it  5 But  what’s  all  this  to  you,  who 
are  fair,  young  and  lovely,  and  indeed  Miftrifs  of  all  the  Virtues 
depraved  man  feeks  ? Good  Heaven  ! What  faults  have  I feen 
Wealth  and  Beauty  hide  ! Even  Princes  flatter  faces,  and  wink  at 
the  fins  and  crimes  they  commit  $ and  while  Riches  break  the 
Nets,  Beauty  numbs  the  Fifhers  hands : Riches  weighs  down  the 
fcale,  while  Poverty  lies  open  to  the  Law  and  cenfure,  liable  to  the 
fcom  and  puniihment  $ for  though  all  are  taught  to  know  the  pe- 
nalty of  the  Law,  ’tis  the  poor  man  is  made  the  example. 

Angel.  What  poyfori  is  this  my  Ears  fuck  in  ■ ? His  words  fhake 
my  Soul.- \_Afide. 

Anna.  How  filent  (he  ftands  and  hears  his  railing  ? Good  Corpo- 
rall,  will  you  trot  and  leave  your  preaching  ? Blefs  us  from  a 
Capuchin  in  buff  5 have  you  no  text  to  take  but  my  Miftrifs  when 
you  are  to  rail  ? Good  Gentry,  of  old  St.  Franks  Order,  this  is  no 
broken  bread,  nor  foure  porridge,  this  Houfe  affords  no  Love  for 
Charity  5 Pray  pack,  and  fearch  the  ftalls  when  ’tis  dark,or  whiftla 
the  poor  Bulker.  v.  • * ’-■ 

Angel.  How  now,  who  gave  you  this  liberty  of  railing?  Get 
i you  gone,  or  lie  down  behind  you  door  quickly,  or  I will  kick  thy 

carrion  carcafs  out  at  window. 

• jhomafo.  No,  no,  let  her  vent  her  fpleen,for  the  fame  queftion  is 
in  your  heart  too , onely  you  can  be  fo  difcreet  as  to  hide  it  5 
What  would  you  have?  Who  are  you  ? One  that  fcornes  to  play 
your  parts  ^ and  thoughl  dare  fpend  my  blood,  I fcom  to  fell  it  for. 
fo  baft  fallary  3 No,  not  to  enjoy  you,  though  I avow  a Loi*e  and 
admiration  for  thee,  and  would  run  any  hazard  to  purchafe  thee  5 
See  here  the  laft  fum  I can  command  upon  the  earth,  the  laft  meal 
I know  where  to  eat  now  in  my  Body,  when  this  money  is  gone  . 
Yet  I am  fuch  a fervant  to  Love  and  Beauty,  this  laft,  laft  hope. 
She  turns  jf’H  freely  give  to  enjoy  thee  $ here,pray  take  it,  I conjure  you  take 
from  him.  it-  Do  notfcornme,  fair  one,  now  I have  find  this } For  know, 
if  you  do,  I can  hate  at  as  great  a rate  as  I can  love  •,  and  for  my 
Revenge,  not  onely  give  this  laft  penny  , but  hazard  the  laft  drop 
pf  my  blood  too  : Why  are  you  coy  to  me  ? I know  you  are  to  be 
had,  and  would  be  mine  had  I money  to  purchafe  you^’tis  printed, 
and  by  your  own  Order  publilh’d  5 Which  Cordial,  I’ll  ftill  repeat 
to  my  hearr,  that  knowledge  has  a virtue,  and  in  time  will  heal 
thefe  wounds  ^ Never  frown,  fair  one  $ I would  not  for  the  earth 
thy  Fame  were  as  feir  as  thy  face. 

Angeh  Why  fo  fevere,  Sir  ? • vj  j j 
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Thomafo.  Not  that  I defpife  you  , but  to  fecure  my  felf  ^ All 
thofe  flames  I feel  now  are  but  lb  many  Luffs,  I know  them  by 
their  fuddain  bold  intrufion  5 The  impatiency  and  the  fawcinefs  of 
the  flame  betrayesit,  ffill  devouring  till  it  be  devoured:,  had  it 
been  Loves  pure  dart,  I fhould  have  pin’d  at  your  feet  in  filence, 
ere  found  a daring  to  tell  you  fo.  Lull:  his  baftard-brother,  and 
born  of  the  fame  Mother,  can  brook  a denial  of  that  which  Love 
dares  not  afk,  and  onely  grows  angry  for  a time  $ But  the  next  kind 
Girl  quenches  his  flame. 

Angel.  After  all  this  fevere  truth,  what  are  we  guilty  of  that 
you  have  not  confefs’d  > What  crime  dailies  us  that  you  Would  not 
now  act  ? You  men  are  ffcrangely  partial  to  your  felves,  you  would 
not  defpife  us  elfe,  Is  the  fault  fingle  in  us  ? If  not,  why  fhould 
we  lofe  our  Honours  in  the  Act,  when  you  think  it  an  Honour  to 
be  the  Aftors  ? Who  made  the  Law  againft  Love  ? Or  where  will 
you  find  it  obligeth  women  onely  ? If  the  Law  be  general,  muft 
not  the  crime  be  fb  too  ? 

Thomafo.  Yes,  in  Love  5 for  Love  tis  equal,  but  not  in  you , 
becaufe  you  will  be  paid  j you  fell  your  blood  which  is  your  guilt: 

’Tis  Mercenarines  in  you  that  makes  the  fin,  Nature  elfe  would 
plead  for  you  too  , When  I hang  out  my  picture,  and  at  a rate 
expofe  my  felf  to  all  comers,  then  I will  not  wonder  if  you  defpife 
me. 

Angel.  And  I could  urge,  when  you’ll  take  a Houfe  and  furnifh 
it,  deliver  up  your  Youth  and  Liberty  a Have  to  our  Sex,  and 
wait  like  a fpider  in  your  web,for  all  flies  that  pafs  $ When  Angelika. 
knocks  at  your  door,  and  leads  you  to  your  bed,  I will  not  wonder 
if  you  afk  a price  before  I enjoy  you  3 Nor  ought  you  to  wonder 
when  we  defire  fome  fatisfa&ion  for  the  flavery  wefuffer. 

Thomafj.  I am  not  here  to  defend  fuch  bafenefs  in  men  , but  to 
condemn  it  in  women. 

Angel.  You  have  reafon,  Sir  5 and  I am  pleas’d  to  find  fuch  Hon- 
our in  your  heart , But  your  truths  are  a knowledge  I have  learn’d 
too  late:  And  to  afhidt  my  felf  with  the  confideration  of  that 
which  cannot  be  remedied  is  fecondfolly,  Onely  (once  a whore 
and  ever)  is  the  world  adage  5 yet  there  may  be  degrees  of  ill } and 
I am  vain  enough  to  believe,  though  I am  not  a good  woman,  I am 
not  an  ill  Miftrifs. 

Thomafo.  Faith  tis  a very  ill  woman,  (iffhe  behandfome)  that 
will  not  make  a good  whore. 

Anna.  Gofpetto , I can  fuffer  no  longer  ^ fitab  me^kill  me,do,tread 
upon  your  Nurfe,  wound  thefe  Breafts  that  fed  thee , All  for  a Vil- 
lain that  hath  rail’d  an  hour  $ Hell  upon  him,  Beggary  why  do  you  fje  0g-ers 
talk  to  him?  Sirrah,  you  know  the  price,  either  pay  or  begone,  Anna  a piec( 
there’s  the  door,  and  here’s  the  window  5 Would  I were  as  young  of  Gold. 
as  I have  been,  I would  make  thee  leap  it  for  all  thy  bragging. 

Thomafo.  Here,  prithee  good  fore-woman  of  the  lhop  ferve  me, 
and  I’ll  be  gone. 

Anna.  Keep  your  gilded  Royahand  troop,  good  Rutter  3 here’s 
no  lelling  by  finall  ware. 
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T horn.  Yes,  on  my  confcience , thou  haft  fold  many  a Marvadies 
worth  of  thy  commodity  ere  now. 

Angel.  When  you  fpeak  of  a price.  Sir,  you  know  what  ’tis  } you 
have  the  Bill.  , 

‘Thom.  5 Tis  truth,  Lady,  and  I defire  no  favour  5 let  me  fee ; the 
moneth  is  a thoufand  crowns,  how  much  comes  that  to,  for  a Pi- 
ftol  5 divided  by  four  nights  in  a week.  I,  by  four  nights  in  a 
week.--— Heark  you,  Grannam  5 take  your  chalk  and  caft  it  be- 
hind the  door  5 fee  what  it  comes  to,  that  I may  have  my  peny- 
worth  out  of  your  Lady,  and  I’ll  be  gone. 

Anna.  I tell  thee,  feurvey,  faucy  fellow,  we  fell  not  this  ftuff by 
the  yard } the  whole  piece,  or  nothing.  Sirrah  5 I could  beat  him 
A pox  take  him,  has  vex’d  me  into  a Fever. 

Thom.  That’s  hard } muft  a Cuftomer  buy  whole  fhips  lading  > 
your  Shop,  or  nothing ! faith.  Lady,  I can  be  none  of  the  Merchant 
as  well  as  I love  you , unlefs  I could  conjure  5 yet  now  I think 
on’t  I have  partners.  I’ll  fee  if  they  will  joyn,  we’l  take  off  your 

Commodity  amongft  us. (’Tis  a likely  Girle,  if  we  can  purchafe 

her  we  cannot  be  lofers  $ we’l  take  what  we  ufe,  and  fell  the  reft 
of  our  ware,)  I am  thinking.  Lady  , how  to  compafs  this  Geer, 
though  lam  out  of  Calh>  will  you  truck,  or  venture  a curtefie? 
Death,  not  a kifs,  or  fo,  for  a pattern  ? By  this  light,  FU  have  a 
mouthful  of  kifles. 

Angel.  If  I thought  they  would  pleafe  you  you  } (hould  could  I 
be  certain  you  had  a kindnels  for  me  more  then  as  I am  meer  wo- 
man, I would  not  deny  you  a kifs. 

Thom.  Have  I eyes,  have  I foul,  or  fence  ? Death,  I bleed  yet 
for  your  ihadow  } and  offer  you  freely  my  laft  bit  of  bread  5 if  af- 
ter this  you  doubt,  command  me  fomething,  and  try  whether  I can 
love  or  no  } or  dare  frankly  ferve  what  I love. 

Angel.  No  more,  thou  art  a gallant  fellow  5 put  up  your  mo- 
ney, Sir } for  though  I wifh  thy  purfe  as  great  as  thy  heart,  and  thy 
credit  as  good  as  thy  humour,  or  nature , yet  know  I would  not 
fell  thee  a kindnefs  but  for  kindnefs  fake  5 By  this  and  this  I 
fwear. 

Thom.  What  will  this  come  to  ? I was  never  ftruck  firft  by  a 
woman  before. 

Angel.  Can  you  forgive  a fault,  and  love  for  love  ? can  you 
forget  I was  to  be  fold , and  value  this  gift  ? can  you  tell  your 
heart  I am  yours,  and  not  remember  I might  have  been  any  bo- 
dies ? lay,  can  you  do  this  ? have  you  kindnefs  and  good  nature 
enough  left  to  hide  fuch  a ftain  ? if  not,  yet  have  fo  much  mercy, 
at  leaft,  to  lay  fo  5 and  though  you  cannot  love,  yet  prithee  flat- 
ter me.  [ She  leans  upon  him. 

ihom.  Nay  faith,  out-do  me  with  kindnefs,  and  hang  me  5 if  I 
be  not  as  well  natur’d  as  any  woman  of  you  all,  the  world  is  cou- 
zen’d  } inquire  where  I have  gone  5 if  my  women  rail  upon  me  for 
that  fault  let  the  fex  frown. 

Angel.  Kindnefs  is  all  I ask,  and,  for  that  command  me}  yet 
know  what  I offer  thee  has  been  often  fought,  often  deny’d,  lel- 
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dom  enjoy'd  5 but,  By  heaven,  never  pleas’d } often  a Miftrifs,  but 
never  a Lover  till  now  } if  thou  be'ft  kind,  forget  and  forgive  my 
faults  that  are  paft,  which  are  crimes  of  the  Nation,  not  mine  } 
fold  by  a Mother,  opprefs'd  with  mifery  when  I knew  no  better 
then  to  obey  her } though  I confefs  he  that  had  the  flower  of  my 
youth  laid  great  obligations  upon  us,  fuch  as  good  nature  and  gra- 
titude will  always  make  me  remember  with  love  and  kindnefs  $ 
but'twas  not  like  the  Paflion  that  now  difturbs  my  breaft. 

7 bom.  If  this  be  real,  I am  mortal  5 fhe  weeps,  fure  my  Piftols 
are  not  worth  this  trick  5 befides,  I offer’d  it  with  all  this  If  ir,  I 
would  fain  believe  her  kindnefs  real  5 but  I have  been  fo  often  bit 
withfighing,  weeping,  flattring  finners , I have  no  faith  left  for  the 
fex  5 yet  my  Reafon  tells  me  I may  venture  here  } her  houfe  is  fair, 
her  clothes  good,  here’s  furniture,  and  there  are  jewels,  her  very 
Baud  a Matron-like  woman,  gravely  cloath’d,  and  all  of  a pieces 
fure  I may  truft  her  $ if  the  worlf  come  to  the  worff,  ’tis  but  a few 
Piftols  loft  $ rob  me  they  cannot , and  beat  me  they  {hall  not. 
Well,  'tis  refolv’d,  I am  a proper  fellow,  and  (he  loves  me. — Come, 
no  more  tears,  fair  one}  All  paflion  but  love  is  unfeafonable,  and 
out  of  tune  now  } and  fince  you  are  a Lover  you  {hall  find  I can 
be  grateful,  kind  and  ferious  too  } and  when  you  are  colleded,  tell 
you 'tis  not  only  good  nature,  but  wit  in  women,  thus  to  furprize 
a Lovers  heart,  and  give,  though  not  before 'tis  ask’d,  yet  before 
he  hopes,  fuch  a favour } the  feafonablenfs  of  a curtefieis  the  beau- 
ty of  the  attion  } and  Loves  fruits  above  all  exped  we  ftiould  ga- 
ther them  in  feafon,  if  they  hang  long  they  rot  or  wither}  and  if 
negleded , Loves  flowers  fade  and  fall } what  beauty  had  that 
Rofe  yefterday,  which  to  morrow  is  only  fit  for  the  Still  ? fuch, 
and  fo  feafonable  was  the  bounty  of  this  kindnefs  } our  Rofe  and 
fruit  has  now  all  the  fragrancy  and  feafon  in  it } had  I won  it  at 
long  running,  wooing  ftill,  and  tafted  kifles  here  and  there , what's 
Angellica  now  would  have  been  a dull  and  common  joy  } for  fuch 
taftingsdull  the  edge  and  deads  the  ftomack  of  a Lover,  who  after 
fuch  weary  fteps  lies  down  by  his  Miftrefs  tir’d,  or  without  an 
appetite. 

Angel.  Do  not  diftruft  our  joys  then,  nor  my  love}  let  me  not 
find  that  curfe  to  have  my  firft  vows  doubted  > if  they  be,  here  will 
fall  in  {howers  all  thofe  tears  others  have  wept  to  me  } all  their 
treafur'd  waters  at  once  I’ll  pour  out  at  thy  feet}  oh ! that  fucha 
ftream  could  make  me  as  pure  a Virgin  as  I am  now  a perfed  Lo- 
ver } then  I would  beg  to  be  thy  wife  } but  that  muft  not  be  i for 
love  bids  me  not  ask  that  which  honour  forbids  thee  to  grant  5 yet 
you  may  be  my  friend. 

Thom.  No  more,  the  gods  are  merciful  5 and  fins  of  youth  and 
nature,  fuch  as  ours,  have  their  friends  amongft  them } come,  dry 
thofe  eyes  whofe  fire  thofe  tears  cannot  quench}  and  though  their 
beams  cannot  ftab  through  thofe  waters,  yet  they  bruife  a Lovers 
heart}  and  though  Love  has  a Balfam  for  every  wound,  yet  no- 
thing heals  love  lo  kindly  as  love  again } his  wounds  then  leave  no 
fcars  nor  feel  no  painj  'tisfcarce  a fin  what  they  can  do  who  love 
and  are  belov'd  again,  AngeL 
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Angel.  Let's  retire,  and  not  only  learn  but  fragile  this  new  Do- 
ctrine, whote  fades  are  eafie,and  Lawsfo  fweet,’twill  give  the  blind 
Lover  his  eyes,  and  the  Law  his  feet,  but  they  will  meet. 

[ Exeunt  Angellica  and  Thomafo. 

Anna.  Nay,  then  a Whores  fortune  and  my  curfe  befall  thee  5 
have  we  (pun  and  diclfd,  drefs’d  and  watch'd  for  this?  is  all  the 
honey  we  fuck'd  from  fo  many  flowers  in  their  youth  carri’d  to 
that  hive,  for  this  Droan  to  wafte  ? What  curfe  made  me  content 
to  her  vanity  ! a thoufand  Crowns,  a fine  plot  to  leave  a fame  be- 
hind us!  what  a ffink  will  this  dory  make  in  Venice?  a curfe  on 
this  Caterpillar 3 by  that  time  die  hath  cloath'd  and  fed  him,  we 
may  refolve  to  go  naked  our  felves  5 there's  but  one  remedy  left. 
Bed  rob  her  my  felf,  while  fhe  hath  fomething  to  deal  5 I may  keep 
her  when  the  is  old  3 well,  I begin  to  think  this  is  no  good  trade 
we  drive,  'twill  thrive  neither  Whore  nor  Baud  3 I have  been  as 
painful  in  either  calling  as  any  fhe  in  Venice?  my  youth  had  as 
much  beauty  and  as  powerful  friends  5 and  my  age  as  much  thrift, 
Anna  Garbota , fays  one  Anna  Spirit ata?  fays  another,  Anna  Bellama - 
na?  fays  a third,  Affaftna^Echephorbe^Cal/adora?  thefe  were  my  names  5 
then  Anna  who  had  higher  fame  ! yet  fee  all  thefe  trophees  fhrunk 
into  one  poor  Baud  and  thefe  ruines  : who  admires  but  to  mora- 
lize upon  them  ? and  now  to  add  to  the  afflictions  of  my  age,  in 
my  age  this  curfe  is  fall’n  upon  me  3 tvvould  make  one.  fwearto 
be  poor  and  honed  to  tee  fuch  luck  as  follows  me  3 Love  was  al- 
ways fatal  to  our  trade  3 but  I did  not  fear  this  curious  mifehief,  to 
dote  upon  a Beggar,  a Souldier-beggar,  a trade  as  ill  as  our  own, 
as  poor  too,  and  as  impoflible  to  be  made  rich  3 one  that  thinks  it 
a dishonour  to  get  or  fave  3 we  fhall  never  eat  again  neither,  for 
he'l  have  all  in  djrink  3 nay,  'tis  an  Englifh  Souldier  too,  and  one 
of  the  Rings  party,  three  titles  to  perpetual  poverty  3 a race  of 
men  who  have  left  praying,  or  hoping  for  daily  bread  3 and  only 
relye  upon  nightly  drink.  [ Exit. 


ACT.  III.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Johanne  and  Carlo. 

Johan.  TTE  he  what  he  will,  fhall  a drunken  T-ramontaney  abufe 
JO  lls  in  Madrid  ? Are  you  a Spaniard  , and  fuffer  this  Af- 
front ? By  Saint  Jago  I'll  flrike  him  in  the  Church , but  I’ll  be  re- 
veng'd, 

Pedro.  'Tis  the  fame  that  fav'd  my  Sider,  when  Panipalona  was 
fack’d  3 The  ACtion  was  kind  and  Gallant  3 fuch  as  ought  to  plead 
againd  any  Injury  that  chance  begets  3 and  indeed  'twasour  faults 
to  hide  our  felves  from  him. 

Johan.  The  Devils  in  ’em,  when  they  get  abroad  3 The  Dogs  are 
fo  rnuzled  and  ty’d  up  at  home,  with  Conftables,and  romivel , they 
fight. for  fport  abroad. 

Carlo.  I have  feen  one  of  thofe  painted  ftaves  difarm  a Scarlet 
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Cloke,  and  command  him  into  the  ftocks  without  refinance  } and 
here  they  are  fo  Cullen  they  will  not  give  the  wall  to  Saint  Jagojm- 
left  he  be  painted  upon  it. 

Johan.  There  is  fomewhat  of  the  Cock  and  MaftifF-dog  in  them 
all,  fallen  proud  fnarlers,  any  thing, one  another,  rather  then  not  be 
worrying.  # 

Ptdro.  Methinks  that  race  of  Cavaliers  fhould  be  extinft  or 
quiet  at  leaft}  they  have  been  kill’d  or  banifh’d,  funk,  hang’d 
and  ftarv’d  this  thirteen  years,  and  yet  they  fwarm  dill  } I pitied 
them  at  firft. 

Carlo.  Pity ’em,  hang ’em,  they  are  as  proud  of  their  perfecuti- 
on  as  the  Jews  } and  brag  as  vainly  of  their  wants  as  a Caftillian 
would  of  his  bloodi  nofervants,  no  money,  no  clothes,  no  meat, 
and  always  afoot,  neither  daunts  nor  dejeCts  them  } they  beg  as 
confidently  their  Curly  way,  and  they  think  as  meritorioufly  as  Ca- 
puchins} By  this  light,  I believe  ’twill  be  an  order  in  time,  they 
are  admitted  into  the  Mendicants  already}  and  thoCe  that  lov’d 
the  man  lea  ft  call’d  their  great  Charles  both  Saint  and  Martyr,  and 
the  Rogues  hope  yet  to  make  a black-red-day  for  him  in  their  K.a- 
lender  } their  Princes  too  look  as  high,  and  charge  as  far  ftill  up-  ^ 
on  one  lean  Mare,  as  if  they  had  a hundred  led-horfe  behind  them} 
and  their  Duke  too  fights  now  in  France  and  Flanders  as  his  Brother 
did  in  Scotland  } at  the  old  Rupert  rate,  ten  to  one  ftill  } And  by 
this  hand  they  look  Co  above  the  reft  of  men, for  all  their  calamities, 
that  when  they  paft  laft  through  Flanders  no  man  durft  be  heard 
to  pity  them,  for  fear  Come  one  of  his  dull  honeft  ones  fhould  mi- 
ftakethat  pity  and  ftrike  him. 

Johan.  I,  but  that  humour’s  chang’d  now, France  has  fo  cut  their 
Combs } the  Louvre  and  the  Pale-royal  have  been  fad  inchanted 
Caftles  to  them,  they  have  kept  a Lazaretto's  Court  there  } dark- 
nefs,  loanneft,  and  the  neft  of  poverty } but  two  loaves  a day,^ind 
without  fifh,  to  work  the  Miracle  } yet  the  Gallery  was  a Chrifti- 
an  Coney-warren  fill’d  with  Cavaliers  of  all  Trades}  and  unlefs 
they  fed  upon  their  children,  tis  not  vifible  what  they  eat. 

Carlo.  They  are  now  remov’d  to  the  Palace  Royal,  where  they 
eat  Co  feldom,  and  dung  Co  fmall,  you  may  as  Coon  ftep  in  a Cuftard 
as  a T — in  the  Court}  they  that  do  S — Cave  it  for  their  own  Pig} 
there  is  not  a blade  of  Grafs  left  in  the  Garden,  nor  a drop  of  Oyl 
in  the  Madonas  Lamp } Cacriledge  and  their  Sallads  make,  it  burn 
dim, they  are  happy  that  fwim,  they  dive  in  the  pond  and  fteal  the 
Fifh.  The  younger  ftomacks  browfe  upon  the  Cops  as  high  as 
they  can  reach,  they  have  ftarv’d  the  poor  Antelope  in  eating  up 
his  Commons } their  Grandees  only  dine,  and  that  but  when  for- 
tune fmiles:  the  Grafhoppers  are  grown  Pifmires  now,  and  are 
abroad  as  early  as  the  day,  and  induftrious  as  the  Ant,  for  food. 
Brown-bread  and  old  Adams’ s Ale  is  currant  now  } yet  if  little  Eve 
walk  in  the  Garden,  the  lean  ftarv’d  Rogues  neigh  after  her  as  if 
they  were  in  ParadiCe  } there’s  their  Refident  too,  his  Arms  are 
up  ftill  5 but  ’tis  long  fince  he  had  the  Supporters}  ’tis  thought  he 
cat  the  Unicorn  laft  PaCsover,  his  Butcher  and  he  are  ftill  inprocefs 
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for  the  horn  } the  Lyon’s  lean  too,but  he  will  never  be  tame  $ you 
may  fee  the  Royal  Beaft  ftill  in  the  Fair  , and  I have  heard  an  Irifli 
Capuchin  fwear  (for  he  is  a blade  too,  though  in  a gray  fcabbard) 
that  if  the  Cavaliers  could  be  brought  to  pray  as  well  as  faft  , he 
believ’d  the  King  would  yet  have  more  Saints  in  his  Army  then 
St.  Ignatius  has  Lamps  burn  dim. 

Johan.  There’s  a Round-head  in  Town,  a pleafant  fellow,  I 
heard  him  delcribe  their  Court  the  other  day  : the  Rogue  makes 
good  fport  with  it } if  a man  had  ill  nature  enough  to  laugh  5 Carlo 
heard  him  too. 

Carlo.  Yes,  he  fwears  the  Waiters  ad  Tantalus  better  then 
Ovid  defcrib’d  him  $ for  there  are  thofe  that  follow  the  Cup  and 
Plate,  ftill,  conftant,  lean  and  loyal,  that  have  the  fmoak  of  the  Of- 
fice though  the  roaft  be  run  away,  fuch  as  have  priviledge  ftill  to 
fee,  and  only  to  fee,  what  others  eat. 

Johan.  Condemn’d  twice  a day  tofuffer  an  apparition  of  meat  } 
’tisfad  always  to  fee  and  never  to  eat,  food  in  vifion  only  5 nothing 
to  dinner^and  fup  all  night  in  a dream,will  make  your  Cavalier  but  a 
lean  wight. 

Pedro.  A Court  with  three  Chappels,  all  Head,  and  no  Bowels, 
neither  Cellar  nor  Kitchin  but  what  the  Cobler  or  a Taylor 
ftitchin.  da. 

Carlo.  Yet  the  foul  feeds  high,  fpiritual  food  abounds  ftill  } he 
lays  } not  a meal  of  prayers  lefs  then  in  the  old  Kings  days. 

Johan.  Befides  their  Princes  break-faft  and  collation  made  in 
private  devotion  } admirable  fouls-food.  for  all  the  faithful  that 
will  come  5 Piftle  and  Gofpel  with  Common-prayer  by  the  T une  } 
but  for  belly-timber,  not  one  crum. 

Pedro.  By  this  chara&er,  if  poverty-or  vertue  can  plead,  fure 
the  Englilh  Court  will  find  a reward}  ’tis great  loyalty  can  make  all 
faft,fome  pray}  and  though  few  have  linen,  all  wear  gray  } lure 
they  walk  at  leaft  in  the  narrow  way. 

Carlo.  Why,  the  very  ftables  have  their  vigils  too,  they  fay,  and 
the  poor  Jades  keep  them  without  Oates  or  Hay  } and  let  the  Ma- 
fter  of  the  horle  take  care  what  Grooms  he  trufts  to  keep  them}  for 
if  they  dye  within  the  verge , he  fwears.  By  this  light,  they’le 
eat  ’em. 

Pedro.  Yet  their  Footmen  fivarm  ftill  i how  came  they  to  ftay  ? 

Carlo.  For  want  of  ftrength  to  run  away } and,  for  the  Queens 
fide,  there’s  neither  fornication  left  nor  pride  } nothing  but  Madam 
Bluto  remains  of  all  the  Kitchin,  none  above  ftairs  but  Suzan , Civile 
and  her  Capuchin. 

Johan.  Hot-fpur*s  grown  old  too,  his  Gout  requires  eale  } and 
from  head  Oftler  of  the  Court  is  become  Chamberlain  withftaff 
and  keys.  < > 

Carlo . .Yes,  for  the  young  Prince  is  from  the  Indies  come,  and 
though  his  brave  Sea-horfe  founder’d  in  his  journey  home,  yet  the 
poor  Jades  are  now  become  his  cares}  he’s  no  more  Admiral,  but 
Palatine  Poly xander^  great  Mafter  of  the  Mares. 

Pedro.  Then  the  young  Neptune  will  to  Sea  no  more. 
ydi  Carlo . 
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Carlo.  Tis  thought  To,  for  the  negle&ed  Trident  flicks  in  tHe 
Dunghil,  at  the  Stable  door. 

s.  redro.  By  this  light,  ’tis  Pity  fuch  parts,  and  fuch  a Spirit  fhould 
be  buried  there  $ who,  when  he  was  in  A&ion,brcd  both  fear  and 
wonder  y His  Enemies  call  him  ftill  the  Devil  , and  Robin  a 
‘Cumber.  . [Enter  a Bravo. 

- Brav.  Sir, he  that  ftruck  me  is  now  above  in  the  Sjwnioras  houfe$ 
and  Anna  tells  me,  he  begs  and  Rails,  but  has  not  a Royal  of  Plate 
to  blefs  himfelf. 

Carlo.'  Lets  flay,  and  fee  him  (peak,  when  he  comes  out.  ’ r 
Johan.  And  give  him  a Royal  apiece  in  alms,  and  laugh  at  hint 
'twill  be  feme  Revenge.  . ' . no 

Pedro.  You  miftake  the  man,  he  has  a mind  above  thofe  little 
things  ^ but  I dan  fling  him  5 here  Carlo  , fetch  me  a Thouland 
Crowns,  you  kn&w  where  to  find  ity  with  .that  wee’ll  deftroy  his 
hopes  y and  to  fee  uspoffefs  her,  and  himfelf  ftiut  out,  will  vex  him 
\vorfe  then  BlowSi  [[Exeunt. 
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Enter  Harrigo,  Edwardo,  and  Ferdinando.  - -• 

• - -•  - ’ ' ’ b’r,r'i;  ■ rnorb  2 X ■ • [ 

THey  are  gone,  and  there-  is  fome  mifchief  in  their  cfe- 
fign  I fee  by  their  vvhifpering; 
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ferd.  I faw  one  of  the  Eravoes  return  from  her  houfe,  and  fpake 
ith  him  in  the  Red,  I am  confident  they  know  he  is  within  $ and 
who  knows  but  they  are  gone  to  fur  prize  him  bjrfome  back  way  ? 

Edw.  Tis  a willful  Folly,  to  throw  himfelf  upon  dangers;  need- 
lefly,  onely  for  humor  5 He  knows  I have  butinefs  too,  a defign  of 
mine  own,  that  waits  me.  — Fie  knock.  (He  ktiock*  at  Angel;  door.') 

Angel.  See  who  knocks.  > ' (Angellica.^/^e.) 

Anna.  What  would  you  have  ? 

Harrigo.  Prithee  tell  Don  Thomafo  ’tis  late,  and  we  ftay  forhim. 

Anna.  Would  you  had  him  out  at  Window  , fo  we  were  - rid  of 
him  5 A clirfe  on  the  Door  where  he  enters  in,  for  Anna. 

• . i : /.  . ; . . 

Enter  Thomafo,  and  embraceth  his  friends  y Angellica  peeps 
through  her  window  upon  him. 

> ' • "■  ’■ * * '■*"  » ■ f 1 (jjj „ ' 1 , ; i • 1 . n . *5;. 

Harrigo.  And  how  ? come  be  Ingenuous  now  y do’s  fortune 
finile  ? (hall  we  break  her  Windows,  or  Sacrifice  in  her  Temple  ? . 

Thomafo.  Do  you  not  fee  it  here  y Is  it  poffible,  fuch  joys  as  mine 
can  be  hid?  Do’s  not  the  little  god  appear  upon  my  Brow  to  di- 
ftinguifh  me  from  the  Common  Crov/d  of  Lovers  y No  Cupids 
hovering  in  the  Air,  killing  their  hands,  nor  feraping  their  fhort 
Legs  y Formantias  bona  Mane , fomething  to  drink  for  the  fervice 
they  have  done  me  ? Wee’ll  callhim  no  more  the  blind  Deity  y Do 
you  fee  that  Eye  that  peeps  there  ? Death,  tis  his  Quiver,  Hall  y 
And  has  more  Darts  then  his  old  one  in’t,but  they  are  all  to  friend. 
Prithee  tell  me,  where  hadfl  thou  the  Sack’  we  drank  at  Dinner y 
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The  Eloquent,  Bold,  Fortunate  Sack  we  drank  today?  fay,  that  I 
may  go  kifs  the  fpiggot,and  kneel  to  the  Butt 3 ’Tis  Sacred  Liquor, 
I’ll  dip  my  Beads  irit , and  then  touch  all  things  that  I would  have 
kind  or  happy  with  them. 

Harrigo.  The  wine  was  good,  and  there  is  more  of  it  3 If  you’ll 
walk  wee’ll  take  a Bottle,  and  hear  the  Story  at  leifure  you  fo  la- 
bour with  3 There  is  good  French  wine  too , to  whet  your  Sto- 
mack  with. 

Thomafo.  French  Wine?  not  I,  ’tis  the  Omen  of  fome  ill  luck 
when  I drink  it$  French  wine  ? when  would  that  Corrafivehad  fuch 
fuccels  ? No,  I abjure  it  3 Satyres,  and  ill  Nature,  Coftivenefs,  and 
narrow  foul,  (hrunk  heartednefs,  and  ill  luck  follow’d  me  as  long 
as  I convers’d  with  that  hungry  juice  3 Cheerful  Oyly  Sack  , you 
fee,  has  in  an  hour  of  happy  Minutes  crown’d  all  my  wifties  5 1 have 
not  one  defire  left  3 Prithee  let’s  be  all  wanton , and  think  upon 
fomething  to  want,  Heark  ? Here’s  thofe  Friends  will  remove  all 
difficulties  — Heark,  how  they  dance  out  of  tune  for  Joy  to  be 
fallen  into  my  hands  5 That  while  we  have  the  pleafure  of  fpend- 
ing,thefe  little  Rogues  may  have  the  Gufto  to  be  fpent  ? ’tis  He  and 
She  Gold  while  ’tis  here,  and  begets  young  pleasures  3 The  fruit 
{hews  their  beauty , while  the  covetous  favor,  with  fevere  Eyes, 
keeps  them  Imprifon’d  in  their  Chefts^they  have  no  opportunity  to 
meet,  but  lie  barren  $ The  feparated  Sexes  for  want  of  ufe  wither, 
without  putting  forth  either  Leaf  or  Fruit  3 Or  will  you  Collation’, 
or  Sup  with  me  at  our  houfe  ? I am  ferious,  all’s  mine  own,  and  you 
(hall  be  well-come. 

Ferd.  What  the  two  Sifters  are  forgot,  I fee.  The  young  Lady 
too,  and  the  plot  upon  the  hundred  thoufand  Crowns,  and  all 
drown’d  in  this  joy,  wife  and  all  ? 

Edvo.  But  thou  art  not  married,  I hope,  for  all  thy  fooling. 

Thorn.  All  the  hony  of  Marriage,  but  none  of  the  (ling,  Ned  3 I 
have  a Woman  without  that  boundlefs  Folly,  of  better  or  worfe  3 
there’s  a kind  of  Non-fence  in  that  Vow  Fools  onely  fwallow  3 I 
can  now  bid  my  Friends  well-come  without  Jealoufie^  Our  vows 
are  built  upon  kindnefsonly,they  (land  Sc  fall  together^  We  neither 
load,  nor  enflave  the  mind  with  Matrimony  3 No  laws , nor  tyes, 
but  what  good  Nature  makes,  binds  us  3 we  are  fure  to  meet  with- 
out falfe  well-comes , or  diflembling  (miles , to  hide  the  Sallary 
of  a fin,  or  blinde  the  Fornication  of  a Flatonique  Friendffiip^ 
Our  knots  hold  no  longer  then  we  love  3 No  fooner  wifh  a liberty 
but  we  take  it. 

Ferd.  I wi(h  you  Joy,  Sir. 

Thom  a.  And  I have  it,  Ferd.  full  joy  3 heark,  how  the  Chorus 
(bunds  3 poverty  has  a flavery  ty’d  to  it  5 It  makes  Wit  and  Honour  : 
fneak  3 My  foul  grew  lean  and  rufty  for  want  of  Credit  3 It  wither’d 
the  Root  of  Man  in  me  3 But  this  kind  feafonable  Shower  fends  out 
Buds  again  3 Thou  fhalt  fee  mirth  renew  in  me  3 look  here,  Ned} 
your  Saint,  has  (he  fuch  a Shrine  as  that  Fallas  ? Do’s  (he  give  fuch 
Oracles  as  thefe  ? heark,  how  fweet  they  found,  and  in  a Language 
all  Nations  underftand  3 there’s  no  Riddles  in  ready  Money. 

Etrd. 
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Edw>.  I’ll  teU  you  to  morrow}  This  night  I am  to  try  how  for- 
tunes wheel  will  rife  upon  my  Anchor  y if  I be  lucky  I envy  not 
any  he  in  Madrid } though  ’tis  granted , The  Angelika  cannot  be  ex- 
cell’d  in  Garb  or  Beauty. 

Harrigo.  You  muft  confider  hee’s  but  a young  Wencher,  but  new 
come  to  Loves  feafts,  hee’s  at’s  firft  Courfe  ftill. 

Ferd.  And  a hungry  Lover  too,  fuch  as  never  tailed  any  thing 
but  Loves  porridge, and  his  Barley  pudding  in  Wedlocks  Ordinary} 
But  when  we  have  forfeited  of  Spanifti , .French  and  Italian  beau- 
ties  as  often  as  you  have  done , We  fhall  fearch  out  fuch  plumbs 
as  the  Angellica?  and  our  nice  ftomacks  will  require  fuch  curious 
plates  andfauce  to  tempt  it  as  thofethat  love  us  will  prepare  } yet 
what  we  Love  will  ferve  turn. 

Harrigo.  You  name  Forreign  Beauty,  ' as  if  England  had  none 
could  pleafe  you}  Shew  me  where  Cupid  has  fuch  a Shambles,  or 
fuch  a Market  as  London  affords  ? 

Thom.  I,  but  you  know  the  proverb,  Halit,  For  flefh  and  blood, 
but  the  Divel  fends  Cooks. 

Harrigo.  Gentlemen , your  mirth  would  be  more  feafonable, 
when  you  have  thought  upon  your  fafeties,  which,  I am  confident, 
is  not  here. 

Thomafo.  Our  fafety  ? What  danger  is  there,  in  Nature,  for  men 
to  apprehend  in  our  Condition  ? Let’s  mock  and  defpife  all  dan- 
ger, now  we  have  conquer’d  thofe  of  Love  and  Want } By  this  light. 
Famine  grew  formidable } Th5  lean  Rogue  was  fecn  to  enter  within 
our  Court } and  though  he  fkulks  in  private  now,  ’Tis  fear’d  he  will 
grow  bold  and  walk  abroad. 

Harrigo.  Since  you  went  up,  They  pafs’d  again  } and  now  I am 
certain  Don  Fedro  is  one  of  them } And  your  acquaintance  with  his 
Nature  muft  tell  you  , He  will  not  brook  an  Injury}  Which  you 
have  repeated  to  the  quick } His  fword  and  his  Miftrefs  he  has  loft } 
and  how  do  you  believe  a Don  will  brook  two  fuch  Ioffes  ? 

Thomafo.  Don  Fedro  > The  Serulinds  brother!  a milchief  purfue 
him,  ( for  putting  her  into  my  thoughts ) are  you  fure  ’twas  he  ? By 
this  light,  hee’s  too  blame } Not  I,  his  difguife  has  injur’d  me. 

Harrig.  I’me  of  opinion,  ’twill  be  fit  for  you  to  give  him  a vifit} 
wee’ll  go  with  you } The  truth  of  this  Accident  is  enough  to  ex- 
cufe  us  , and  fatishe  him } A word  in  feafon  will  overcome  him 
more  then  blows  hereafter : befides.  As  full  of  joy  as  you  appear  to 
be  with  this  new  fortune } I know  you  cannot  be  lo  little  a Friend 
to  your  felf,  to  Height  and  negled  fuch  a Fortune, and  fuch  a friend- 
Ihip,  as  the  fair  Serulina  brings. 

Thomafo.  Prithee,  dear  Harry , let’s  not  be  wife  yet } this  is  for  fe- 
rious  hours,  and  grave  thoughts,  and  but  puts  water  in  our  Wine 
to  day , yet  I’me  of  your  opinion  to  find  Don  Fedro } for  he  is  a per- 
fon  for  whom  I always  had  a value  and  kindnefs. 

Harrigo.  Well,  Sir,  take  your  own  way}  As  if  you  could  vifit 
him  and  his  Sifter  not  know  you  are  arrived  } which  news  I’ll  ven- 
ture to  give  her,  and  find  fome  way  to  ferve  you  with  her  without 
your  Commiffion } I know  the  Rogue  is  fo  proud  that  though  he 
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loves  nothing  elfe  but  her  $ yet  he  would  ftarve  e re  he  would  fay 
fo,  for  fear  fhe  (hould  refufe  him.  [^Exeunt  ornnes. 


ACT.  III.  SCEN.  III. 


Enter  Lucetta,  and  Sanco. 

Sanco.  T X 7 Hat’s  that  ? 

Lucett.  V V A F eather,  the  Bird  has  many. 

Sanco.  ’Tis  a Diamond,  and  a good  Watery  Is  there  no  ready 
money  too  ? 

; Lucet.  Fye  ! Money?  I carried  it  with  fuch  State,  he  believes 
’has  got  the  Indies  3 1 began, and  gave  firft  my  Copper-gilt  Bracelet ; 
had  you  feen  how  carelelly  I parted  with  it,  and  how  unwillingly  I 
received  this  Diamond,  till  forc’d  upon  me  } 

Sanco.  Go  on,  Excellently  good  } Do  you  think,,  he  would  give 
me  any  thing  if  I fhould  pretend  to  love  him  ? I’de  lb  fit  him  with  a 
fpeech,  if  I thought  he  would. 

Lucet.  Your  part  muft  be  beaten  out  of  him,  Sanco  } if  he  will 
not  ftand  till  we  pick  his  Pockets. 

Sanco.  No,  hang  them,  they  are  Oaken  Rogues , your  Englifh  } 
knotty, fulien,  crabbed,  woodden  Fellows,  and  will  fight  upon  as 
little  reafon  as  they  love  5 you  muft  either  flatter  them,  or  Cozen 
them  out  of  what  you  get , elfe  their  dry  udders  will  give  no 
milk.  * 

Lucet.  Of  this  fome  other  time } and,  dear  Sanco , hafte,  and  call 
my  Thihppo , to  whom  thou  know’ft  my  heart  is  all  in  ferious,what 
I would  ieem  here  5 and  I were  happy  , if  my  truth  with  rhilippo 
found  but  fuch  (uccefs  as  thisFittion  5 Prithee  tell  him  , there  is  a 
Supper  and  a Ring  attends  him,  and  a better  Fortune,  if  he  can 
fail  the  ftreights  , and  find  it}  The  Mine  in  his  Pocket  is  then 
our  own  } Dear  Sanco , be  ftill  kind,  and  ufe  thy  Art  to  bring 
him. 

Sanco.  Be  you  ready  to  receive  the  ftranger  , and  let  me  alone 
to  perfwade  him } This  place  of  mine  has  good  Fees  belonging  to  it} 

He  kjjfes  kr,Elle  ’twere  not  to  be  endur’d,  ’tis  fo  pointed  at,  and  this  is  one  of 
She  gives  them  — - There  muft  be  i'ome  Allougho  had  too , for  I (hall  be  dry 

him  money,  in  the  learch.  [ Exit  Sanco. 

Lucet.  When  I confider  the  bale  means  we  fubmit  to  ere  we  ' 
can  gain  our  Ends , The  fordid  ways,  befides  the  fin  and  Ihame  we  I 
pals,  to  arrive  at  fortune  , It  makes  me  wonder  how  any  woman 
can  abandon  her  felf  fo  as  to  play  our  parts } A Common  whore. 
How, I tremble  at  it?  One  that  muft  yield  to  all  Embraces,  fub- 
mit to  all  that  Luft  can  invent,  nay  farther , not  onely  obey  their 
bafe  defires,  but  blow  the  fire  too  , and  tempt, as  well  as  fuffer. 
Bowing  before  all  Deformities,  and  all  difeafes , not  daring  to  re- 
fufc  either  number,  time,  or  place,  when  their  luft  Commands, 
and  all  for  bafe  Sailary } though  we  fee  Our  felves  delpis’d,  Ibme- 
time  before  enjoy’d,  but  always  after}  No  one  fetting  a price  or 
value  upon  that  youth  and  beauty  we  expofe}  But  becaufe  tis 
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common,  therefore  cheap  in  their  Eyes  $ Thus  when  I look  back 
upon  the  Paths  I have  trod  , I could  curfe  my  Fortune,  That, 
in  my  Autumn  has  given  me  a Have  to  Philippo. 

[Exit  Lucetta. 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  IV. 

Evter  Serulina,  and  Calis. 

N * " ' ? 

Serul.  F~\Id  you  fee  my  brother  fince  ! 

Calis.  JL-/ Yes, Madam 5 Carlo  and  he  were  talking}  he  inquir’d 
! for  Don  Alphonfo  } they  have  fome  Quarrel}  Both  are  hurt,  though 
fleightly } l left  your  Brother  at  the  Door. 

Serul.  Don  Alphonfo  ? hee’s  upon  his  old  defign,I  fee}  which  I {hall 
eafily  fiitisfie,if  his  inquiry  reach  to  me. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Carlo. 

Pedro.  I was  inquiring  for  Don  Alphonfo  } I wonder  I faw  him 
I not  fince  I arrived  } when  was  he  here  Jaft  ? 

Serul.  I know  not.  Sir.  Calis , when  was  he  here  ? I confider’d  it 
fo  little  my  fell!  I have  forgot  when  ’twas. 

Pedro.  And  why  do  you  hold  fo  Height  an  Efteem  of  him  whom 
your  Friends  value?  aPerfonthat,  befides  his  Quality  and  For- 
tune, has  a pafiion  for  you.  • . , i. 

Serul.  So  I have  heard  you  fay  }but  ’tis  more  thqn  ever  he  told  me, 
or  had  a defire  fhould  be  known,  as  neer  as  I could  gueft. 

redro.  I am  apt  rather  to  believe  his  vilits  had  more  of  Love, 

Ithen  your  Modefty  would  fee  then,  or  confefs  now. 

Serul.  If  he  had  a pafiion,  as  my  Brother  believes , yet  I am  cer- 
j tain,  ’twas  but  a Paffenger  in  his  heart,  no  Native,  nor  Dweller 
; there,fome  fudden  kindnefs  to  himfelf,fome  complacency  and  Incli- 
■ nation  Incognita^  that  never  appear’d , fiill  without  the  Garb  of  a 
I gallant  Love,  finch  as  is  fit  for  a Maid  to  take  notice  of } elfie  1 lhould 
have  fiecn  it,  he  fiill  appear’d  to  me  of  a Nature  fio  Indifferent  as  if 
he  car’d  not  to  Conquer  , which  made  me  always  think  him  not 
worth  the  being  overcome } and  fio  I loft  him  e’re  I found  him  and 
ii  fomeone,  more  Concern’d  then  either  of  us,  had  not  mifis’d  him 
before  me,  he  had  vanilhed  like  his  Shadow}  This,  Sir,  is  all  the 
Account  I can  give  you  of  one  who  was  never  thought  of  when  he 
was  prefen t. 

redro.  Men  of  his  Birth  and  Quality,  when  they  find  themlelves 
llelghted,you  muff  not  wonder  if  they  fietk  a revenge}  and  though 
your  Sex  be  exempted  from  his  anger,  yet  your  friends,  that  intro- 
duced them 3 may  be  Subjeft  to  it. 

Serul.  1 do  not  at  all  apprehend  it,  not  that  1 want  Care,  or  kind- 
neis  for  my  Brother } But  becaufie  I know  Don  Alphonfo  has  neither 
fence  nor  good  Nature  in  him,  to  let  his  Love  afflift  him}  his  ad- 
dreftes  may  make  fiome  Women  angr^}  but  his  Anger  will  never 
befit  for  any  thing  but  your  Pity. 


Pedro . 
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f Pedro.  I believe  there  is  fome  other  caufe  makes  him  thus  dilplea- 
fing  to  you,  which  time  may  difcover  5 and  then  I fhall  be  better 
able  to  judge  of  this  Chara&er. 

Seru.  Sir,  I am  your  Sifter,  and  one  that  has  as  much  value  and 
kindnefs  for  you  as  any  Brother  can  pretend  to  , and  ’tis  grounded 
upon  fo  much  reafon*,  that  were  you  not  my  Brother  I fnould  ftill 
Honour  you  } For  I believe  Don  Pedro's  humour  and  nature’s  fuch, 
as  may  juftly  pretend  to  an  efteem  from  any  virtuous  woman  : But 
.1  would  not  fee  you  prefume  upon  the  ill  cuftoms  of  our  Countrey 
fo  far  as  to  make  a (lave  of  your  Sifter,  who,  if  you  will  be  juft  to 
her,  will  give  you  greater  power  then  you  can  a(k  without 
blulhing. 

Pedro.  Encourag’d  by  your  kindnefs  I (hall  try  my  Intereft  in  a 
fmallrequeft}  I a(k  not  to  be  preferr’d  before  the  world}  1 onely 
beg  to  be  rank’d  in  your  efteem  with  Don  Thon/afo  > Why  do  you 
frown  andblufh?  Is  there  any  guilt  belo  ngs  to  the  Name  of  that 
Wanderer? 

Seru.  You  are  my  Brother,  Sir,  that  afk  this  queftion } But 
’twould  have  been  altogether  as  noble  in  you,  not  to  have  given 
Faith  to  thofe  whifpers  that  made  you  thus  curious. 

Pedro.  His  private  return  to  this  Town  will  authorize  my  fears } 
and  my  cares  and  love  of  you  will  exaft  this  quelMon  from  you , 
when  you  (hall  know  I met  him  to  day  in  Town.  Why  this  con- 
fofion  ? ; k c 

Seru.  You  miftake  me.  Sir;  I am  not  at  all  confounded  with 
the  News,  nor  alham’d  of  any  efteem  I have  for  him  } My  value 
fprung  at  hrftfrom  that  praife  your  (elf  and  my  Father  gave  him. 
Then  Honour,  Juftice,  and  Gratitude.,  made  me  his  Debtor,  being 
forgot  and  abandoned  by  all,  and  expos’d  to  fuch  dangers  as  the 
licenc’d  Luft  of  common  Souldiers  threaten  } When  Rage  and  Con- 
queft  flew  through  the  City,  ruining  all  that  was  virtuous.  Then 
! ihomajo , this  Wanderer,  came  and  faved  me  } for  which  aftion 
my  Soul  has  a high  value  for  him } Nor  will  I blufh  to  fay  it  to  you, 
though  I never  (aid  fo  much  to  him,  who  has  ever  paid  mean  hum- 
ble and  a civil  refpefr  (ince  that  adtion,  which  no  time  nor  abfence 
(hall  deface  : ’Twas  gallant  to  all  men, and  particular  to  me,  who, 
when  a Father  and  a Brother  could  forget  me,  left  a prey  to  the 
firft  comer  voluntarily,  and  for  my  fake  threw  himfelf  into  all 
dangers  to  redeem  me } That  Wanderer  did  this,  th  it  Wanderer 
that  fav’d  my  Life  and  Honour?  and  Serulwa  has  fo  much  virtue  as 
to  prefer  him  and  his  Friendfhip  before  any  frowns  or  Fortune 
whatfoever. 

Pedro.  This  is  high,  and  enough  to  fatisfie  my  queftion. 

jf ohanne^  a word.  \Exeunt  Pedro  d#^Johanne. 

Carlo.  Sir,  you  are  too  fudden  and  lerious,  and  your  queftion 


heats  her. 


[ She  walks  and  mufeth  with  her  eyes 
fix'd)  till  Calis  comes  in. 


Enter 


Part.  !• 


or,  Ibc  Wanderer* 


Enter  Calis. 

Calis.  Madam,  Madam. — She  is  full  of  thoughts,  but  l muff 
awake  her  } Madam. 

Sent*  Hah ! 

Calis.  Do  you  hear  the  News  > Don  Thomafo  is  for  certain  in 
the  Town  5 your  Brother  and  he  fought  this  morning  for  the  Pada* 
anas  pitture  } they  fay,  he’s  in  Love  with  her. 

Sent.  It  may  be  fo,  but  till  I hear  him  fay ’t  I’ll  not  believe  it, 
nor  then  neither  } for  ’tis  the  laft  thing  I would  believe  of  a Lo- 
ver to  fay  he  Loves  } few  ever  did  it  well  that  fard  it. 

Calk.  That’s  but  one  part  of  the  ftory  } Diego  faies  they  are 
refolv’d  to  be  reveng’d  upon  him,  and  that  they  have  hired  Bra~ 
voes  to  watch  him  this  night  5 ’twill  be  worth  your  thoughts  to 
prevent  the  danger,  if  your  Mind  be  not  chang’d  5 I am  fo  much 
his  Servant  as  to  offer  my  felf  in  any  danger,  in  memory  of  thofe 
fervices  that  are  pafs’d. 

Sent.  Calis  was  ever  faithful, and  (hall  allways  find  me  kind}  and 
if  I live  (he  {hall  not  fay  I am  ingrateful } ’Tis  now  St.  Cecilias 
Eve,  his  own  F eaft,  get  our  veils,  and  let  us  go  in  difguife  to  the 
Caletravo’s  j There’s  the  great  Mufick  tomorrow,  and  we  (hall 
certainly  meet  him  at  the  Vefyers  } He  was  alwayes  a devote  to 
the  fair  Cecilia , and  Dona  Francifca } Mufick  was  ever  his  delight, 
but  their  voices  efpecially } If  I meet  him  there  I {hall  tell  him  of 
his  danger  > and  if  he  be  falfe,  of  Lome  which  do  not  threaten  yet  5 
But  till  I am  certain  he  is  falfe,  it  fhall  not  lie  in  the  power  of  Ma- 
lice to  blaft  his  hopes } I know  his  humour  is  wild  » and  for  his 
Love  of  Women,  ’tis  upon  his  own  fcore } he  that  can  be  kind  and 
conftant  to  his  women  fo  againff  the  hair,  as  he  is,in  fpight  of  Law, 
confcience,  or  his  own  profit , buying  at  all  rates  their  kindnefs, 
when  he  do’s  not  fo  much  as  hope  they  ihould  really  love  him  5 
Wha:  a friend  would  this  man  be,  when  all  thefo,  and  Love  to 
boot,  ftiall  fedk  him  , and  if  found  oblige  him  ? He  mud  either 
change  his  Nature,  or  Love  me  too  } Come,  Calis , I am  refolv’d 
in  two  lines  to  write  him  what  we  hear, and  fomething  of  what  they 
would  have  me  fear,  which  I cannot  do  For  he  that  had  virtue 
enough  to  prefer  her  before  Fortune,  quitting  his  Country  for  his 
Honour,  {hall  never  want  my  Fortune  nor  my  Friendfhip,  when  it 
can  ferve  fuch  a Virtue.  • {^Exeunt 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  Lucetta,  and  Sanco. 

Lucetta. T See  them,  they  are  fat,  frefli,  and  young, as  well  fowle  as 
I filh  in  feafon } All  excellent  in  their  kind  } and  fince  my 
Philippo  will  be  at  the  eating,  mod  welcome } But  how  {hall  we  do 
to  be  rid  of  him  in  time  > Dear  Banco,  be  ingenuous. 

Sanco.  Heark , I hear  Philippe's  whittle,  within  we’ll  refolve. 

Enter 
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C ' ' % ’ ’ ‘ 

Enter  Philippo. 


philippo.  Now,  the  News  } what  fudden  ftorm  is  this  that  blows 
fo  kindly?  Thebufinefs,  for  I am  in  hafte. 

Sanco.  See  here  one  good  part  of  the  bufinefs  , good  meat, 
and  better  wine}  Smell,  pure  fragrant  Eskeyvous , St.  Martin, 
and  old  Catholick  Sack,  with  Pane  Bemt  too  } when  we  confider, 
(why  that  fcurvy  look.  Sir,)  I fpeak  fence  when  I faid  Pane  Benitb 
and  fuch  as  I believe  you  have  fcarce  blefs’d  your  belly  with  thefe 
ten  dayes : Good  fcurvy  Don, be  not  fo  ftarch’d  and  hard  to  pleafe? 
By  St.  lago , I (hall  lofe  all  refpeft  for  you  if  you  defpile  my 
Patrona. 

Lucetta.  No  more.  Dear  Sanco. 

Sanco.  No  more } By  this  day  you  fpoil  him  with  cockring  of 
him,  and  I’ll  not  fuffer’t  a day  longer  j Never  fmell,  Sir  Botho,  I 
(hall  grow  extravagant,  I (hall,  and  drink  this  Wine,  (do  you 
hear?)  and  make  you  eat  the  Boracho } you’ll  find  the  pitch  and 
Lucetta  hair  as  hard  of  digeftion,  and  lie  upon  your  ftomack  as  long  as 
holds  Sanco.  the  Jeft}  you  will,  Don.  Let  me  alone,  a Rafcall  that  has  but 
half  a (hil  t under  his  lac’d  Doublet } one  that  your  kindnefs  has 
onely  made  confiderable } I hate  to  fee  him  fwell  and  look  over  us, 
a Rogue  whom  all  the  world  treads  upon  5 and  if  you’ll  but  look 
oh.  I’ll  make  him  ftand  as  tame  as  a vaulting  Htkfe,  till  I gnaw  off 
thofe  whifkers  he  play-es  with  and  frights  children. 

Sanco  Jh-ikcs  Philippo.  Sirrah,  Baud,  loufie^Baud,,.  fcurvy  loufe,  bite  me  once 
him]  and  again  and  111  crack  thee. 

throw  him  Sanco.  Rogue,  let  me  flea  him  , and  (hew  you  when  his  velvet 
down , and  cafe  is  off  a breaft-plate  onely  of  lining}  and  under  thofe  Cordovant 
with  his  bootes  bare. legs-}  Slave,  do  not  I know  thy  fhoulders  are  lac’d 

kill  wkh  Galley-lafhes,  and  that  thou  bear’d:  the  mark  of  theflockon 

but  that  two  F’s.  Swear  to  come  thrice  a week  without  fending 

Lucetta  for  , or,  by  St.  Iago,  Y\\  cut  thy  throat. 

holds  him.  Lucetta.  Why  Banco  ) As  you  love  me,  let  him  rife  } you  know 
Lucetta  the  paftion  I have  for  him  } and  if  you  hurt  him,  you  wound  me  } 

jh-ives  all  A Curfe  take  me  if  f Revenge  not  all  injuries  you  do  him  at  the 

D^.Uu™tto[  Life  and  Fortune,  ‘ 

Jju  ip,o  satico.  Death,  let  Him  be  kind  to  you,  and  I'll  be  as  much  his 
(lave  as  ever'}  elfe,  by  this  ft  eel,  he  (hall  onely  have  time  to  confef9 
before  I abfblve  him  with  one  ftab.  . • :•  . 7 . 

Philippo.  What  (hall  I do  to  affure  her  or  you  I love  more, 
then  to  obey  your  call ; or,  when  my  affairs  permit  me,  come  un- 
fentfor?  “ ‘ * * 

Sanco.  Your  affairs  ? what  are  they  ? Healing  Garlick  and 
hearbs  at  night  } The  committing  Sacriledgeon  the  lamps  for  oyle 
for  .a  fallad  ? And  chufetfiis  rather  then  eat  a flipper  for  a Prince 
with  us,  unlefs  you  have  money  too  : You  muft  be  purchas’d, 
with  a pox,  with  our  money,-  earn’d  through  a thoufand  difficulties 
to  give  your  Tarantula  a dirty  cold  whore  in  a cellar  } our  Dogs  lie* 
better } whofe  ftarved  poverty,  and  raw  ftomack,  boyles  out  in  a 
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fait  itch  j Tis  two  peoples  work  to  claw  her,  you  are  fain  to 
fcratch  a fpell  too,  till  the  hang-man  take  the  office  out  of  both 
your  hands } and  this  is  the  Jewel  for  whom  you  muft  defpife  my 
Patrona  : This  you  know  too,  and  yet  you  dote  upon  him  $ my 
life  upon  t,  he  has  given  her  fome  charm,  fome  philter  $ which  ei- 
ther confefs , or  by  this  hilt  thou  dy’ft  without  mercy  j do  not 
build  upon  her  foolifh  pity,  let  me  alone,  fpeak  or  I ftrike. 

Philippo.  Hold,  Sanco  5 hold  and  I’ll  confefs. 

Sanco.  Be  quick,  I fay. Stand  off,  by  this  day  you  will 

anger  me  elfe. 

Lucetta.  What,  will  he  confefs  ? 

Sanco . Something  of  which  Thave  been  long  jealous  } .and  you 
fhould  have  known  my  doubts  before,  but  that  there  was  no  truft- 
ing  your  fond  humour  with  a fecret  5 Come,  be  fpeedy. 

Philippo.  Having  heard  much  of  a Mountebanks  powder  when 
1 was  in  Naples , I purchas’d  fome  5 ’tis  the  fame  which  is  now  fold 
in  the  Piazza , and  by  the  fame  man  } I had  no  faith  at  firft,  but 
gave  it  you  upon  adventure  } but  finding  the  effedt,  monethly 
renewed  thedofe  as  the  paper  prefcribes  5 And  had  married  you, 
but  for  a crafty  whore,  who  jealous  that  my  fuc'defs  with  you  grew 
from  fome  fuch  caufe,  call’d  to  mind  that  I had  formerly  mention’d 
fuch  a powder^fhe  found  the  box, and  gave  it  unto  me  unknown^by 
whofe  force  I am  become  a Have  to  that  wretch,  as  you  are  fubjed 
to  me. 

Sanco.  O Rogue,  Dog  ! (hall  I riot  cut  thy  throat  now  ? 

Lucetta.  Not  for  the  world  5 kis  enough  I have  hopes  of  my  reco- 
very,and  the  certain  pleafure  of  his  kindnefs  while  the  frenzy  lafts, 

Sanco.  Have  you  any  of  this  powder  left,  Sir  ? 

Philippo.  Yes, three  or  four  dofes  in  a box  ty’d  to  my  beads  5 you  Sanco 
wiilfind.it  in  my  Reliquery.  fearcbes  bit 

Sanco . So,  now  Will  I give  the  Coundefs  fheBear  a dofe  in  thefoc^tK 
name  of  Philippo , and  the  Rogue  another  n the  name  of  the  Bears 
and  when  it  works,  give  him  opportunity  to  ravifh  Calipfa  : Then 
accufc  him  to  the  Inquifition,  and  have  him  burnt  for  Sodomy. 

Philippo.  Hold  5 Madam,  have  you  no  pity  upon  me  } 

Lucetta.  Fear  not,  he  lhall  not  hurt  you  if  I have  power } I love 
. him  yet,  and  it  grieves  my  Soul  to  think  that  I fhall  hate  him, 
which  is  thelaft  cited  of  this  powder.Rife  pray, and  let  your  kind- 
nefs make  amends  for  the  injuries  you  have  done  me. 

Sanco.  A pox  of  all  ill  luck  } have  I been  a Baw^d  thefe  20  years, 
and  might, for  ought  I know, have  been  Amorofo  to  the  Infant <2, and 
Heir  to  16  Kingdoms  ? I have  the  dofe  now,  and  if  I can  get  an  op- 
portunity, ffie  is  mine  5 Then  do  I come  forth  King  Sanco , there  is 
no  Heirs  Males  to  pretend  but  the  Comediantes  }Nor  is  it  the  firft 
Prince  Spain  has  feen  of  the  Sanco  s 5 why  fllould  I difpute  ? if  de- 
teded,have  not  I the  loving  Infanta  frill  to  plead  ? Or,if  the  word  'All  this 
fucceed,’tis  but  dying  after  I have  enjoy’d  her  5 And  is  it  not  better  w^e  Lucet° 
to  be  mourn’d  for  by  a Queen,  then  to  live  Sanco  ? ’Tis  decree’d, 

King  Sanco  if  I prevail,  or  a gallant  Villain  ifl  fail. Come,  Don  philippo 

Philippo , I am  friends  with  you  as  I am  Sanco.  anj,  be  is  fad 

Y y Philippo. 
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Philip,  you  are.  Sir  $ ’tis  well  you  can  be  friends  confidering — 

Sanco.  Why,  there's  the  difference  betwixt  an  injury  done  by  a 
Prince,  and  a fubjeft  } Princes  when  they  do  an  injury  they  never 
forgive  him  ’tis  done  to,  but  hate  the  man,  becaufe  they  believe  he 
but  dilfembles,  and  has  not  forgot  the  injury ; now  I that  am  your 
vaffal  freely  forgive  you  all  the  difpleafures  I have  done  you;  come, 
kifs  my  Patrona , and  fmile  out  this  Moon,  and  let’s  follow  our  de- 
fign  > — Which, I hope,  will  put  mein  equipage  for  my  great  work, 
the  Age  is  deftin’d  for  fuch  a mifchief. 

Philip.  Come,  no  more  tears  5 I am  fatisfi’d,  ftill  in  doubt ! thefe 
deeds  of  Love  are  never  well  feal’ds  come,  print  that  kifs  again, 
and  then  let  me  know  what  the  defign  was  I was  fent  for  5 for  I be- 
lieve neither  of^you  know  what’s  happen’d  fince. 

Sanco.  ’Tis  truth,  though  my  fears  have  long  doubt’d  what  is 
difcover’d  5 yet  I had  no  thoughts  of  inquiring  that  fecret  now  5 
but’tispaft,  and  you  (hall  know  our  defign  5 (ee  who  knocks. 

Enter  Don  MattheoV  man  with  a Basket. 

Lncet.  ’Tis  Don  Mattheos  man  with  his  Basket  5 I forgot  ’twas 
his  day } prithee,  Sanco , tell  him  I amfick,  or  abroad,  or  bufie,  or 
any  thing  to  be  rid  of  him , or  defire  him  to  dine  with  me  to 
morrow. 

Philip.  Look  out,  [and  then  you  will  be  kind  to  the  Cejlo  , what 
ere  you  are  to  the  man. 

Sanco.  The  Capons  and  Veale  look  well,and  (hall  be  welcome  ; 
and  how  bright  that  Bacon  fhines,  larded  with  lean. 

Philip.  Such  Bacon  is  a beautiful  favory  fight  in  a Kitchin  5 and 
thofe  Pigeons  have  Olive-branches  in  their  mouths  5 they  look  as  if 
they  had  flown  out  of  his  Holinefs  Arms  to  come  to  you  Pamphi- 
lians  5 and  will  you  refufe  to  receive  them  with  peace  ? 

Sanco.  By  no  means,  Lady  $ thofe  Annemcllys  too  win  my  foul  5 
I am  refolv’d  to  let  in  his  Supper,  ’tis  belly-timber,  Child  5 confi- 
der  that,  able  to  build  two  good  meals  of  when  we  will  5 I love  a 
Larder  when  ’tis  fall  of  fuch  good  company  5 a clean  wafh’d  Kit- 
chin’tis  as  ill  as  a dry  Cellar  , then  there’s  Dona  Bor achia  and  her 
hand-maids,  their  pregnant  wombs  fwell  like  the  Grapes  that  fill’d 
’em,  and  can  you  be  fo  cruel  to  refufe  their  great  bellies  to  lye  in 
the  Cellar,  take  heed  of  being  inhofpitable  to  Bacchus.  Don  Phi- 
Irppo  and  I will  refer  our  felves  to  one  of  them,  that  our  quarrel 
may  beperfeftly  reconcil’d. 

Lncet.  See  Mattheos  be  not  troublefome.  I’ll  yield  to  all  the 
reft. 

Sanco.  Let  me  alone  to  manage  this  affair,  while  you  inform 
Philippo  of  our  defign.  [ Exeunt  omnes. 
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t.’-t-  ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Edwardo,  (drunk.) 

f • - r ? : . ' ■;  -• 

Edxt>.  A Pox  of  this  fack,  ’tis  windy  and  fuming,  would  I were 
±\,  lodg’d  i the  Rogue  told  me  he  would  ftay  for  me  at  the 
corner } but  which  is  the  corner  of  a full  Moon,  that  queftion  will 
pofe  a great  deal  of  fack  to  relolve  } I have  pafs’d  twenty  corners 
fince  j I would  the  Rogue  were  nail’d  to  one  with  a Planet,  that  I 
might  fee  him  blaze  before  mes  ’twere  eafie  to  ask  the  way  if  a man 
knew  whither  ^ here’s  a door  open  =,  If  I can  hit  it.  I’ll  go  in  and 
fleep  under  this  great  mans  arms,  perhaps  they’l  appear  to  me  in  a 
dream  $ ,I’m  fure  I have  fack  enough  about  me  to  breed  a vifion. 

[Exit  Edwardo. 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Serulina,  and  CaliS. 

Semi. T X THere  are  they  ? 

VV  Cal.  Within  ftill,  but  upon  going.  Don  John  is  vi- 
olently bent  upon  his  revenge.  I heard  him  fay,  a fword  and  a Mi- 
ftrefs  were  not  to  be  loft,  nor  the  injuries  put  off  with  a rallery^ 
but  your  brother  feems  more  concern’d  for  your  kindnefs  then  his 
own  quarrel  to  him  $ there  is  no  ftirring  for  me  till  they  are  gone. 

Serul.  Only  obferve  thofe  Bravo's  well  that  we  may  be  able  to 
deferibe  them  to  Don  ihomafoi  and  lee  my  Letter  in  fome  fafe 
place  till  you  can  deliver  it  him  > you  (hall  find  me  in  the  Arbour, 
when  they  are  gone  5 dear  Calif , be  diligent,  you  know  what’s  at 
ftake. 

Calif.  I fhall  not  fail  of  my  part.  [ Exit  Calis. 

She  gone,  Enter  Johanne,  flops  and  hears  Serulina’ s difiourfd 

Serul.  ’Tis  not  what  they  have  faid  or  threaten’d  frights  me  5 
for  I know  Don  Thomafo  has  courage  and  friends  to  defend  him 
againft  them  all  > and  I hope  honour  enough  to  deliver  him  from 
her  charms  too  5 but  what  am  I the  better  for  his  being  uncon- 
cern’d in  her,  if  he  do’s  not  love  me.  In  Town  thus  long  and  nei- 
ther fee , fend  nor  inquire  after  me ! fomething  like  jealoufie 
would  fain  make  me  angry  $ ’tis  many  years  fince  I few  him,  but 
that’s  excus’d  being  engag’d  by  honour  to  ferve  his  Prince  in  his 
troubles  5 but  being  in  Madrid , my  fears  tell  me  if  he  were  a Lo- 
ver, that  ingenuous  Diety  would  have  found  fome  way  to  have 
feen  a Miftrefs.— -Ha  ! \_she  fines  Don  John. 

Johan.  Madam,  I am  glad  this  chance  has  gain’d  fome  ferious 
knowledge  of  your  mind  , yet  ’twas  no  feucy  intrufion  nor  curi- 
ous nature  of  mine  that  made  me  give  you  this  interruption,  but 
obedience  to  your  Brothers  defires,  who  has  commanded  me  again 
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to  tell  you  his  fears,  that  he  may,  at  leaft,  have  the  fatisfa&ion  to 
know  upon  what  ground  you  build  your  faith  that  Thomafo  is  a 
Lover. 

Semi.  Don  John  has  ever  been  honour’d  by  my  Father  and  his 
Family,  and  I {hall  be  proud  to  find  I have  not  loft  that  value  he 
had  once  for  his  Daughter  5 and  to  confirm  him  in  my  efteem  of 
him,  I (hall  fatisfie  him  ’tis  no  blind  willful  paflion,  but  an  affe&ion 
grounded  upon  reafon  which  I profefs  (if  love  can  have  any  rea- 
fon  in  his  facrifice)  befides  thofe  thoufands  which  to  day  I gave  my 
Brother  5 who  if  he  found  a froward  anfwer  muft  chide  himfelf; 
for  Love,  Johanne3\s  a child  5 and  if  wak’d  too  rudely  will  be  out  of 
humour. 

Johan.  Madam,  you  will  honour  me  in  this  truft}  and  I fhall 
not  rudely  crofs  your  heart  in  her  defigns,  but  joyn  to  ferve  you 
in  arguing  calmly  your  reafons  with  your  Brother,  who  only  fears 
you  may  be  couzen’d  of  your  heart  } for  Don  Thomafo  yet  pro- 
mifes  no  great  ftockof  love  to  purchafe  fuch  a Jewel  } what  kind 
of  addrefs  he  has  formerly  made  I know  not , but  fince.  his  arri- 
val, methinks,  there  has  been  but  little  of  the  Lover  feen  j then 
his  humour  and  his  aftions  are  too  wild  and  extravagant  for  a feri- 
ous  heart  to  confider. 

Semi.  What  his  humour  has  been  to  day,  or  yefterday,  I know 
not , I fhall  rather  judge  by  thofe  years  I knew  him,  then  by  thefe 
few  hours  of  which  you  accufehim}  all  his  addrefles  to  me  were 
ftill  full  of  humility,  and  had  honour  enough  for  any  Maid  to 
avow  5 nothing  of  the  earthy,  heavy,  envious  Lover,  that  eats  his 
own  heart,  if  I butpraife  another  man,  none  of  the  watry  ey’d, 
whyning  iigher,  that  thinks  to  gain  from  a womans  pity  that  fa- 
vour which  he  could  not  deferve  or  win  from  her  Reafon  5 none  of 
your  fiery,  cholerick  Lover  neither,  whole  bloody  rage  fpeaks  in  his 
paflion  war  and  deftru&ion , one  that  will  frown  and  look  pale 
upon  a Miftrefs,  as  if  he  would  win  that  heart  by  force  and  ftorm, 
which  he  has  no  title  to  by  love  or  vertue  5 no,  Don  John , none  of 
thefe,  nor  your  aiery  Humorift,  your  Drefier,  Singer,  Fencer, 
Horfe-man,  Dancer,  Poet  3 all  the  all  that  all  women,  in  all  men, 
admire,  I can  prize,  but  it  fhall  not  (lave  me  } had  Thomafo  lov’d 
the  common  way  of  men,  I would  have  paid  him  with  ordinary  fa- 
vours } and  for  his  Miftrefles,  that  great  crime  fo  often  urg’d  by 
my  Brother  and  your  felf,  I defpife  it,  and  inquire  neither  who, 
nor  how  many  he  has } I fcorn  to  fear  he  can  be  fuch  a fool  as  to 
give  them  his  heart ; and  for  his  body,  ’twas  always  the  leaft  of 
my  thoughts,and  only  known-as  it  went  and  came  upon  Loves  Er- 
rands betwixt  us$  and  fhe  that  is  concern’d  in  her  fervants  bellow- 
ing his  body  till  he  is  hers,  (were  I the  man)  I fhould  believe  fuch 
an  anger  were  but  darkly  telling  me  fhe  had  a mind  to  it  her  felf} 
come  Johanne , let  Thomafo  keep  his  heart  and  mind  fit  for  my 
value  > let  them  be  chafte,  and  for  his  body  I fhall  never  confider 
what  it  doth. 

Johan.  This  is  a new  Do&rine } can  you  love  a man  and  not  be 
jealous  of  him  } I thought  jealoufie  had  been  one  of  the  greateft 
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figns  of  love,  though  it  be  a crime  in  a Lover. 

& Serul . Jealoufie  is,  no  doubt,  a fignof  Love  3 but  *tis  not  of  the 
man  I am  jealous  3 I would  be  as  foon  jealous  of  my  Cook  or 
Keeper,  as  of  my  Lovers  perfon  3 for  they  have  flefh  of  mine  in 
keeping  too  5 yet  I allow  jealoufie  both  proper  and  honourable  in 
your  fex3  and  were  it  not  troblefome  I would  wilh  it  in  my  fervant^ 
for  it  is  fit  he  Ihould  be  jealous,  not  only  of  my  heart  and  perfon, 
but  every  word,  look  and  motion  is  worth  his  fear  and  care  3 for  a 
Virgin  once  blown  upon  by  the  world,  or  touch’d  in  reputation,  is 
for  ever  ftain’d  3?  and  yet  this  ftranger,  this  jealous  Lover,  the  eldeft 
fon  of  Love,  is  by  foolifh  women  traduc’d,  and  his  birth-right  de- 
ny’d  him. 

Johan.  Faith,  Madam,  as  they  Marry  now,  ’tis  no  matter  what 
either  doth,  where  their  friends  buy  and  fell  according  to  the  Mar- 
ket 3 here’s  a man  and  fuch  a joynture  3 give  me  a woman  and  fuch 
a portion  3 fo  they  truck  their  Children  a common  coyn  in  Matri- 
mony 5 yet  I am  of  opinion  moft  men  have  this  merit  of  jealoufie, 
and  do  not  know  it. 

Serul.  And  moft  women  want  wit,  or  juftice,  to  reward,  or 
fee  it. 

Johan . I rather  believe  they  want  juftice,  then  wit  5 and  dread 
it  as  the  Cage  into  which  few  Birds  enter  willingly  3 they  do  not 
didikefuch  love,  but  fear  the  confequence  of  fuch  a Lover  3 they 
will  not  be  impal’d,  fuch  a paflion  cuts  off  their  liberty,  and  his 
diligence  is  look’d  upon  as  a fpye  3 moft  woman  love  fervants  as 
they  do  fruits,  in,  and  of  every  Seafon  fome.  ’Tis  not  the  Grape,the 
Melon,  the  Peach,  will  always  pleafe  3 no,  nor  the  old  Apple  it 
felf  3 and  though  few  women  can  deferve  one  gallant  friendlhip, 
yet  none  are  contented  with  a hundred : All  would  have  all,  nor 
do  they  care  fo  much  to  be  lov’d,  as  to  have  it  faid  fo  3 they  dreft, 

Feaft  and  Court  for  the  vogue  of  the  Town  3 and  you  will  find  in 
the  Herd  a hundred  brace  of  fools,  and  not  one  pair  of  Lovers  3 
though  I will  hope  you  may  find  Thomafo  one  3 upon  your  fcore, 

Madam,  I (hall  fervehim  3 I beg  your  pardon,  Madam  3 your  Bro-  She  fleps  into 
ther  experts  me  before  this.  [Exit  Johanne. an  drbour3 

Serul.  This,  I know,  goes  to  my  Brothers  ear  3 for  Johanne  doth  aJ^Jfes 
not  brook  the  fortune  Don  Thomafo  hath  made  in  my  friendfhip  3 u ’ 
and  ’tis  eafie  to  difcern  (what  he  durft  never  difcover)  a defign, 
himfelf  to  have  been  admitted  a pretender , and  that  made  him 
pleas’d  with  my  neglett  of  Alphonfo  3 but  thofe  are  foolifh  women 
that  will  let  fuch  mean  people,  and  their  weeds  grow  to  look  them 
in  the  face,  when  they  may  frown  them  down,  and  with  a look 
tread  them  into  their  earthy  breafts.  [ 'Enter  Ed  wardo  drunks 

Edrv.  Thishoufeis  haunted,  haunted,  By  cock  3 every  Room 
fornifh’d,  and  every  door  open,  and  not  a fervant  to  be  feen  j fure 
they  look  for  the  Devil,  the  Devil  Incognito  3 I have  reel’d  and 
(tumbl'd  through  all  the  houfe,  without  a Queftion.  What’s  here  ? 
a Garden?  it  tempts  me  to  take  a nap  in  Frefco,  I (hall  fleep  with- He  reels, 
out  a Cradle,  I have  (ack  enough  to  rock  me.— —Who  is’t?  thi *mVJ0W!f 
Greco  is  a Witch,  and  has  transform’d  me  into  a Dog  3 1 turn  round41”  • nm  ‘ 0 * 
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He  falls 
down  by  her, 
(he  Jlarts  and 
would  rifty 
but  he  holds 
her. 

“I ben  he  of- 
fers to  force  a 
kifs. 


thrice,  ere  I can  lye  down  : How  now,  what  have  we  here,  a wo- 
man ! By  this  hand,  a Wench  3 is  fhe  drunk  too  ? ’tis  a gay  Girle 
what  fine  Petti-coats  and  guilded  feet  (he  has ! I’ll  catch  her  fit- 
tings,— Sweet  foul,  let  me  kifs  thy  feet. 

Serul.  How  now,  what  mean  you.  Sir  ? do  you  know  where  you 
are  ? [fke Jlrives,and  he  holds  her . 

Edvp.  We  are  here,  are  we  not  ? prithee  kifs  me. 

Serul.  What  infolence  is  this  ? 

Edve.  Only  good  luck,  parlous  good  luck,  Child  5 ’tis  a finer 
Wench  then  mine  5 By  this  light,  (he  fmells  as  fweet  as  any  Pofie  5 
prithee  Sirrah,  let’s  not  lofe  the  occafion ; lama  very  honeft  fellow 
though  lam  in  pickel  nows  thou  may’ft  fafely  truftme*  By  this 
light  I will  not  tell,  for  I do  not  know  thee. 

Serul.  He  is  drunk,  let  me  go  3 fure  you  do  not  believe  your 
felf  what  you  fay  5 I never  law  fuch  a beaft  before. 

Edvp.  Therefore  be  kind  the  rather  5 to  lye  with  me  is  (carce  a 
fin  now 3 there’s  neither  malice  nor  defign  in’t  5 follicitation  and 
perfeverance  makes  it  a fin  $ this  will  be  only  a venial  fcape,  meer 
chance  on  both  fides  3 Ihould  I kill  you  now  in  my  drink,  you 
know  there  are  Cities  of  refuge  for  fuch  men  3 and  if  I fhould  ftab 
you  in  heat  of  blood, . it  would  be  but  chance  medly,  on  my  fide  3 
and  a little  fornication  in  your  own  defence,  for  you  3 indeed 
Ihould  I court  you  any  longer,  and  vow  and  fwear  till  you  believ’d 
and  granted,  that  were  to  make  it  willful  whoredom,  a crying  fin  3 
therefore  thou  art  bound  in  confidence  to  lye  with  me  without  any 
more  words. 

Serul.  Unhand  me,  wicked  impudent  beafi:. 

Edvp.  Why  wicked  ? a jury  that  had  wit  or  youth,  and  faw 
that  face  in  this  place,  would  fwear  you  (truck  firft,  and  fools  only 
fee  that  face  and  doubt  the  provocation  3 come  Child,  prithee  be 
kind.  I’ll  warrant  the  fin  as  foon  forgiven  with  me  as  any  man 
alive  3 for  if  I do  not  make  thee  as  fit  for  repentance  as  another. 
Hang  me  3 you  fhallnot  need  confefs  this  fault,  I’ll  give  you  a pe- 
nance with  it, ’twas  given  me  lately  3 A pox  on  her  curtefie.  I’ll  kifs 
thee.  [He pulls  her. 

Serul.  Help,  ho  ! who’s  there  ? help. 

Edn\  I,  do,  call  witnefies  to  fee  how  you  ufe  me. 

Serul.  Help,  help,  murder. 

Edw.  Help,  for  what  ? I warrant  thee  we  need  none,  I’ll  do 
thy  bufinefs  well  enough  alone  3 how  finely  fhe  diffembles  > a 
crafty  Rogue,  fhe  knows  how  to  grind  a man  to  an  edge. 

Serul.  Calk,  Johanne,  Carlo , help.  Rape,  Murder. 

Edw.  Rape  ! you  lye,  Baggage  3 how  now,  as  if  you  were  not 
as  willing  as  1 3 what  do  you  do  here  alone  elfe  ? in  a Garden  at 
this  hour,  and  your  door  fet  open,  good  Spider,  but  to  catch  a Paf- 
fenger  ? do  you  frown  ? By  cock,  I fhall  grow  angry  tooi  come, 
and  kils  me,  and  leave  your  fooling.-— Hold  you,  there’s  a piece  of 
eight  for  you.  [He  feels  in  hk  pockety  and  pulls  out  a Holler. 

Serul.  Away,  impudent  beafi. 

Edrvardo.  You  will  not,  you  are  fure,  you  will  not  have  it. — 
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I give  no  more,  and  yet  I’ll  have  as  good  a face  as  yours  $ Nay, you  He  offers  it 

(hall  not  go  neither.  / ' ' 

Serulina.  Where  are  all  thefe  Officious  RHcals  ? If  I had  been  ffenputs 
whifp  rffig  they  would  have  been  here  long  fince,  to  betifay  aMi-lt  u%' 
ft  refs  $ but  now,  when  my  Honour’s  at  Stake,  My  Cr^s for  hel£  can- 
not reach  their  Ears.  a ' v--. 

Edwardo.  Do  you  hear,  if  you  cry  help  again.  By  Cock  I’ll  leave 
you5and  go  deep  ? how  now.  Manners,  where  have  you  beenhred, 
refufe  a Gentlemans  money , and  kindnefs , when  you  are  alone  5 
Pox  on  you,  let  go  my  hair.  h 
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Serulina  pulls  him  by  the  hair  , when  he  offer#  to  lay 
hold  on  her . 

k - y i nn^SNon 

Serulina . Villain,  do  not  touch  me.  I’ll  tear  thee  to  the  Street; 

Edwardo.  Let  go,  or  I’ll  cry  Murder,  and  Rape,  if  you  pull  thus. 
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Enter  Johanne. 

. f • r , J ‘ . . . * • r » r \ ■ • " ” ' • * # * H .'  V ? ? 1 * t - » ■ # 

T j , * : i ... 

Johan.  Sure  I heard  her  call  for  help } Ha  l what’s  here  5 HoW 
now,  Sir,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Edwardo.  What  do  I mean  ? I mean  to  be  ferv’d  firft,  becaule 
1 came  firft  ? 

Johan.  Let  the  Lady  go,  or  I (hall  loofe  your  Fingers  with  my 
Dagger. 

Edwardo.  Let  me  alone , and  get  thee  gone,  or  I will  beat  thee 
with  this  fword,moft  unmercifully  beat  thee , for  being  fo  unman- 
nerly to  interrupt  us. 

Johan.  Drunken  beaft ! 

Johanne  flrikgs  him , both  draw  and  fight  }Jhe  runs  a - 
way,  Johannes  Sword  breads. 

Edwardo.  They  are  both  gone  ^ a Pox  on  the  Rogue, he  has  got 
the  Wench. 

Enter  two  Servants,  Jet  upon  him , he  retires ,they  pur* 
fine  him.  Enter  Johanne  and  two  Servants. 

1.  Serv.  Where  came  the  Rogue  in?  do  you  know  him,  Sir? 

Johan.  Yes,  ’tis  one  of  the  Englilh  Crew  ^ I (hall  find  a time  to  be 

reveng’d  upon  that  Covey.  [ Exit  Johanne. 

2.  Servant.  The  Rogue  had  claw’d  us  if  he  had  been  fober, 
who  left  the  Gates  open  ? 

1.  Servant.  That’s  a Qyieftion  out  of  feafon  , Let  us  go , and 
diut  it.  ^Exeunt  Qmttts • 
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jjtf/er  Lopus  the  Mountebanks  People  planting  a Stagey  Tothetk 
Celia,  Scarramucha , fever  al  Andients  } Then  Enter  Lopus, 

and  addrejfes  himjelf  to  the  Company.  1 11  ' 

i in  >oC  : r : ''  ro<  •' 

LoptiJ1.  1\ /f  Oft  Tlluftrious  Dons,  and  egregioufly  beautiful  and 
.no! ‘.IV  l vertuousMadona’s,  with  the  reft  of  my  Gentle  friends 
and  Auditors  } Behold  your  humble  and  moft  officious  Servant 
Lopus  ^ arrived  from  the  moft  ancient  and  ftately  City  of  Saragofa , 
on  purpofe  to  make  a Prefent  of  the  wonderful  effedts  of  his  Phy- 
sical and  Chymical  Arts  to  your  fair  'acceptance,  in  this  moft  glo- 
rious and  Courtly  Town  of  Madrid  } I proteft  to  you,  Gentlemen, 

I and, oiy-  wife,  with  all  my  Servants,  are  not  able  to  make  of  this 
Precious  ,Oyl  you  fee  in  this  Glafs,  half  fo  faft,  as  it  is  fetch’d  a- 
way  from  my  Lodging,  by  Gentlemen  and  others  of  this  famous 
Town}  and  fent  for  by  many  of  the  greateft  Dukes  and  Condees 
of  this  much  celebrated  Nation  } Some  of  which  have  detain’d 
me  to  their  private  and  particular  ufe  awhile,  finds  my  arrival,  by 
their  fplendidous  Liberalities } And  worthily , for  what  avails  it 
your.richman  to  havehis  Cellars  ftuffd  with  the  pureft  grape  } and 
his  Tables  furnifh’d  with  the  rareft  variety  of  dainty  Acates,  when 
his  Phyfitmns  preferibe  him  ( on  pain  of  death  ) to  drink  nothing 
but  water-gruel,  or  over-ftewed  herbs,  in  a thin  heartlefs  Broth? 

O health,  the  bluffing  of  the  Rich,  the  Riches  of  the  poor ! who  can 
buy  thee  at  fo  dear  a rate,  fince they  cannot  enjoy  any  happines  in 
this  world  without  thee  ? Be  not  then  fo  fparing  of  your  purfes, 
Honourable  Gentlemen,  as  to  abridge  the  natural  courfe  of  your 
lives}  For  when  a humid  Flux,  or  Catarrh  , by  the  mutability  of 
the  Air,  falls  from  your  head  into  an  Arm  or  Shoulder , or  any  o- 
ther  part  } take  you  a Ducat  or  Caftilion  of  Gold,  and  apply  it  to 
the  Place  affe&ed,  fee  what  good  it  will  do  } No  no.  It  is  this  blef- 
fed  Unguento,  this  rare  Extraction,  that  onely  hath  the  power  to 
difperfeall  malignant  humours , from  whatfoever  ill  affedled  Cau- 
fes  they  fhall  proceed.  It  has  power  to  fortifie  the  moft  indigeft 
and  crude  ftomack  in  the  world,  though  it  be  of  one  that  (through 
extreme;weaknefs ) vomits  bloud } Applying  onely  a warm  Nap-  • 
kin  to  the  place,  after  the  Unction  and  Fricace  } for  the  Vertigo  in 
the  head,  putting  but  a drop  into  your  Noftrils , likewife  behind 
your  Ears,  a moft  Sovereign  and  approved  remedy.  The  Mai  Ca- 
duco.  Cramps,  Convulfions,  Paralyfies,  Epilepfies,  Tremor  Cordis, 
retired  and  ftirunk  Nerves,  evil  vapours  of  the  Spleen,  flopping? 
of  the  Liver,  the  Stone,  the  Strangury  , Hermia  ventofa , Iliaca  paf- 
jio , flops  a Dy fenteria, immediately  eafeth  theTortionof  the  final! 
guts,  and  cures  Melancholia  Hypochondriaca,  being  taken  and  ap- 
plyed  according  to  my  printed  Receipt}  For  this  is  the  Phyfitian, 
this  the  Medicine  } this  Counfels,  this  Cures  } this  gives  the  Directi- 
on, this  works  the  effeCt}  And  in  Sum,  both  together  may  be 
termed  an  Abftraft  of  theTheorick  and  PraClick  iu  the  iEfcula- 
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pian  Art  5 The  price  is  but  four  Royalls,  that  is  the  price,  and  lefs 
I know,  in  curtefie  you  cannot  offer  me  5 take  it,  or  leave  it  5 How- 
foever,  both  I and  it  are  at  your  fervice  $ I afk  you  not  neer  the  va- 
lue of  the  thing  5 For  then  I fhould  afk  you  a thoufand  Duckets ; 
fo  feveral  Grandees  and  Grandefla’s  have  given  me.  But  I defpife 
money,  onely  to  (hew  my  affection  to  you,  Honourable  Gentlemen, 
and  this  moft  inclyteTown^  I have  negle&ed  the  MeiTagesof  di- 
vers Princes  and  Nobles,  and  direded  my  Journey  hither,  onely  to 
prefent  you  with  the  fruits  of  my  experience,  and  travels. 

I have  here  likewife  a moft  ineftimable  water , or  Quinteffence 
of  Spirits  drawn  from  all  forts  of  Medicinable  Vegetables,  which 
equally  to  be  valued  with  my  Oyl  5 of  Both  which  if  I had  but 
time  to  difcourfe  to  you  the  miraculous  effeds,  with  the  Countlefs 
Catalogue  of  thofe  I have  cured  of  the  aforefaid,  and  many  more 
difeafes , the  Patents  and  Priviledges  of  the  fnoft  Catholick  and 
Chriftian  Kings  5 as  alfoof  all  the  Princes  and  Commonwealths  of 
Chriftendom  5 or  but  the  depofitions  that  have  appeared,  on  my 
part,  before  the  moft  learned  Collcdges  of  Phyfitians,  where  I was 
Authorized,  upon  notice  taken  of  the  admirable  virtues  of  my  Me- 
dicaments and  my  own  excellency  in  matter  of  rare  and  unknown 
fecrets,  to  difperfe  them  publickly  for  the  common  good.  And 
though  divers  have  profeffed  to  have  as  good  and  experimented 
Receipts  as  my  felf,  and  have  afiayed  to  make  both  of  this  Oyl  and 
water  , Beftowed  great  coft  in  Furnaces,  Stills,  Alcmbicks , conti- 
nual fires,  and  preparation  of  Ingredients  fas  indeed  there  goes  to 
each  of  them  fix  hundred  feveral  Simples,  at  leaft,)  yet  they  ever 
loft  their  labour  and  coft,  both  , for  want  of  that  large  Talent  of 
knowledge,  requifite  to  fuch  a work.  For  my  felf,  I have  always 
hunted  after  the  moft  recondite  fccrets,  and  to  get  them.  I have 
fpared  no  reft,  or  labour  , but  taken  indefatigable  pains  therein  , 
Infomuch  as.  Gentlemen,  I will  undertake  ( by  vertue  of  Chymical 
Art ) out  of  the  Honourable  Hat  that  covers  your  head  to  extra# 
the  four  Elements,  that  is  to  fay.  Fire,  Air,  Water,  and  Earth,  and 
return  you  the  Felt  without  burn  or  Stain  5 For,  whil’ft  others 
have  been  at  the  Balloo  I have  been  at  my  Book,and  am  now  pafs’d 
the  craggy  parts  of  Study,and  come  to  the  flowery  plains  of  Honour 
and  Reputation. 

Here  is  likewife  a Powder  conceal’d  in  this  Paper , of  which,  if 
I fhould  fpeak  to  t;he  worth, five  thoufand  volumns  were  but  as  one 
Page,  that  Page  as  a Line,  that  Line  as  a word  5 fb  fhort  is  this 
Pilgrimage  of  Man  ( which  fome  call  Life)  to  the  expreffing  of  it. 
Or  if  I would  reflect  upon  the  Price , why  the  whole  world  were 
but  as  an  Empire,  that  Empire  as  a Province , that  Province  as  a 
Bank,  that  Bank  as  a private  purfe,  to  the  purchafe  of  it.  I will 
onely  tell  you  y It  is  the  very  Powder  that  made  Venus  a Goddefs, 
(given  her  by  Apollo')  that  kept  her  perpetually  young,  clear'd 
her  wrinckles,  firmed  her  gums,  filled  her  Ikin,  colour  d her  hair  5 
from  her  derived  to  Helen , and  at  the  Sack  of  Troy  unfortunately 
loft,  till  now  in  this  our  Age  it  was  as  happily  recovered  by  a Stu- 
dious Antiquary,  out  of  fome  mines  of  Afia  j who  fent  a Moyety 
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of  it  to  the  Court  of  France  , but  much  fophifticated  : The  reft, 
at  this  prefent,  remains  with  me , extrafted  to  a Quintefcence  3 fo 
that,  wherever  it  but  touches,  in  youth,  it  perpetually  prderves, 
in  Age  reftores  the  Complexion,  Seats  your  Teeth  ('did  they 
dance  like  Virginal  Jacks)  as  firm  as  a wall , makes  them  white 
as  Ivory,  that  were  as  black  as  Jeat$  and  with  the  addition  of  a 
moft  wonderful  Bath,  of  my  own  preparation , It  will  tinft  a gray 
hair  pure  Auburn,  and  make  it  grow  fo  3 make  you  caft  your  old 
harfh  (kin  for  one  as  frefh  and  fmooth  as  Ladas , and  fo  fupple 
and  quicken  your  Joynts  and  Nerves, as  butfeldom  ufing  it,  you 
{hall  ever  enjoy  your  juvenile  A&ivities,  Guftos,  and  total  Abili- 
ties, to  the  Admiration  of  all  that  formerly  knew  you  3 Many 
other  rare  effe&s  there  are  of  this  Powder  and  Bath , too  tedious 
to  reckon  in  this  place 3 but  whofoever  has  a mind'  to  try  them, 
if  they  pleafe  to  repair  to  me  at  my  lodging , fhall  be  more  par- 
ticularly informed.  Onely  this  I fhall  add  at  this  prefent  3 This 
Powder  has  likewife  a wonderfull  variety  of  Amorous  effeds  be- 
longing to  it , which  are  not  here  to  be  enumerated  3 And  for 
my  rare  Oyl,thuogh  I impart  it  to  the  Rich  for  mony,  I often  cure 
the  Poor  for  God-lake. 

And  fo  God  prefervc  his  Mojl  Catholicl^Majefly. 

Enter  Thomafo,  Harrigo,  Ferdinando,^^/  Cornelio,  and 
Lijien  to  the  Mountebank. 

Cornel.  He  is  a famous  Fellow,  and  has  offer’d  to  reftore  to  their 
perfed  fhapes  the  two  Rich  Monfters. 

Ferd.  What  Monfters  ? 

Cornel.  The  two  Sifters  that  came  from  Mexico  : Jews  ’tis 
thought,of  vaft  F ortunes,no  wunder  a Guardian  of  the  lame  T ribe, 
though  the  Rogue  eats  Bacon3their  Fathers  and  Families  were  both 
drown’d  coming  from  the  Indies  3 they  are  worth  a Million  of 
Crowns. 

Ferd.  And  why  are  they  not  married  ? 

Cornel.  Marry  a Monfter  } who  would  have  them  } One  of  them 
is  fo  little,  and  fo  deform’d,  ’tis  thought  fhe  is  not  Capable  of  Mar- 
riage 3 The  other  is  fo  great  an  over-grown  Gyant,no  Body  dares 
venture  upon  her,  ihee’s  out  of  Fathom. 

Thomajo.  Let’s  go  and  fee  them3  ’twill  be  good  fport  to  pafs  an 
hour  3 what  do  you  pay  for  going  in  ? 

Cornel.  Pay  ? why, they  are  worth  a Million, and  cannot  be  feen, 
but  by  particular  favour  of  their  Guardian,  who  is  my  Friend. 

Eerd.  No  words.  Captain  you  and  I’le  talke  more  of  this  anon  3 
I’ll  venture  a paper  of  powder  upon  one  of  them3’tis  but  a royal  lofr. 

Thomafo.  How  fhall  I do  to  fpeak  with  his  Puppet  ? I have  a que- 
ftion  or  two  I would  fain  be  Refblved  of 

Harr.  I believe  I can  do  it  without  a Wltch^Serulinaymd  Angelica , 
upon  my  iife  3 whither  the  old  love,or  the  new, will  be  moft  lifting? 

Thom.  Prithee  do  not  name  thofe  two  together  3 Thou  know’ft 
that  name  has  divinity  in  it3and  when  my  foul  is  ferious  it  ftill  adores 
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her,  one  is  my  religidn,the  other  my  fport  and  diverlion’}and  though 
you  have  not  guefs’d  far  from  truth, yet  this  is  neither  time, company 
nor  place  to  dilcourfe  of  her  } we  muft  now  follow  our  defign  to  the 
Sifters,  where  we  are  expe&ed } I fee  Fcrd.  fwears.in  his  mind,  fot 
being  thus  long  delayed. 

Ferd.  Faith, you  let  me  cool  fo  long  upon  t,my  defire  is  overhand 
iflhedo’snotufeme  mighty  kindly,  and  put  my  toy  in  tune,  my 
Fiddle  will  make  no  Mufick  : Pox  on’t,they  have  play’d  me  all  this 
day  like  a puppy  whoremafter  5 Now  put  me  on,  then  take  me  off} 
you  have  pull’d  me  back  and  forwards  fo  often  lam  out  of  humor  } 

You  know  I am  a Country  Gentleman, not  pra&iz’d  to  play  at  game 
whores}  you  Ihould  have  got  me  a gay  Muzzel’d  Harlot,  to  have 
tows’d  at  firft,  at  my  pleafure}  and  if  once  enf  red,  I had  been  in  for 
all  night.  ...  . 

Enter  Helena,  an  old  decayed  blind fiut  ofFajhion  vchore^gay^  and  fine , 
as  Girls  of  Fifteen  fiut  out-of-fajhion  inker  cloaths^fbee  s carried  by 
two  Bravo’s  to  the  Mountebanks  Stage , where  jhe  is  lifted  up. 

• * A'  1 o'  f • * r T * ( ' r ’i  r 

Tho.  Seejhere  comes  one  muzzel’d  by  gaffer  time,that  has  neither 
teeth  nor  eyes,a  blind  whore}thou  may ’ft  have  the  whipping  of  this. 

Har . She  has  been  a (trapping  quean  in  her  time  5 Two  couple  of 
Almayns  at  a courfe,  I have  feen  ftav’d,  and  tail’d  off,  on  her. 

Thon t.  Prithee  who  is’t  ? , 

Harr.  Tis  Helena , a Famous  old  Curtezan. 

Thom.  She  maybe  that  of  Troy,  There’s  Antiquity  enough,  both 
in  her  Face  and  Drefs}  though  flic  be  fitter  now  for  Priapus  his  rape, 
then  Paris  s. 

Brav.  By  your  leave,  Noble  Gentlemen,  roome  for  a patient. 

Scarr.  Gentlemen,  Ladies,  curteous  Gentlemen,  room,  pray,  for 
the  patient  to  approach  the  Stage. 

(Then  they  lift  her  up  upon  the  Stage.') 

Celia.  Who  is  there  ? a chair  for  the  Lady  ~ What  leek  you,Ma-  plts 
dam?  your  Fortune  from  the  old  Oracle  in  the  Box?  Is’t  the  powder  0 down. 
or  Elixar^  Rejiorative  £<tf/.>}would  you  be  your  felf,at  Fifteen  again 
or  try  our  transformation  ? would  you  your  Sex,  or  fortune  change  } 
all  refts  in  your  power } Here  is  the  Secret,  name  your  hour. 

Helena.  Celia^  my  Child,  I know  thy  voyce,  whofe  Name  has 
long  been  my  Envy  } Yet  now  thy  Fame  has  brought  me  hi- 
ther} fee  the  fad  remains  of  what  was  Helena.  Fame  doth  fill 
the  Worlds  Care  with  thy  Husbands  (kill}  They  fay,  he  can 
change  Forms  and  Sexes,  and  ("which  is  more,J  youth  reftore} 

He  can  both  wound  and  Cure  a heart}  O my  Childftis  the  remedy  I 
feek}Let  him  try  his  Art, I have  here  brought  the  dart}I  love,I  love, 
my  Child , and  fain  would  be  belbv’d  again } A proud,  and  yet 
( they  lay  ) a lovely  Mail}  My  Age  is  burnt  with  defire}  Cold 
limbs  feel  that  fire.  Blind  as  Love,  and  yet  in  Love}  I figh,  Pri- 
thee ufe  thy  Art,  to  cure  the  fmart , or  freeze  my  heart,  Why 
Ihould  Lull:  and  defire  ftay  ? By  what  right , fince  youth  and 
Beauty  attain’d  their  flight  ? Why  Ihould  not  the  Bloods  fire 
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die,  With  thofe that fparkled  in  mine  Eye?  Age  (hakes  menow, 
more  then  fear  did  then  3 Helena  was  ever  cruel , Helena , for  all 
Loves  fire,  was  ftill  the  Jewels  ’T  was  my  pleafure  (fill  the  youth 
to  pleafe,  and  the  raging  Lover  eafe.  O let  thy  Bath  replenifh 
thofe  dark  lamps  with  new  Virgin  Oyle^  Do  but  fix  thefe  Teeth, 
and  trembling  Hands,  and  reftore  what  at  fifteen  I wore  3 Give 
me  my  Gold  or  Auburn  hair,let  time  this  filverwear. 

Lopus.  Pray  retire  with  my  fervants,  who  (hall  prepare  the  li- 
quor and  the  fire,  and  in  few  hours  give  you  your  hearts  defire  3 
You  (hall  have  Beauty  to  your  Art,  fuch  as  (hall  catch  each 
Lovers  Heart  3 Such  amorous  luftre  in  your  Eyes,  and  your  gray 
Hairs  fo  bright  (ball  rife  3 Your  Cheeks  (hall  fuch  frefh  Roles  bear, 
your  (kin  fo  white  a (licknefs  wear,  as  (hall  a general  wonder  move 
and  pierce  the  hardeft  Hearts  with  Love.But  you  muft  give  us  your 
Age.  * • . . 

Helena.  I have  forgot,  unlefs  by  paft  accidents  you  can  colled  5 
in  Charles  the  Fiftht’s  dayes  I was  a Lover* 

Loptts.  And  when  a Maid  ? 

Helena.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  make  me  laugh,  a Maid  ? Alafs,  a very 
little,  little  while  3 God  knows,  if  ever 3 Since  I knew  what  ’twas 
to  be  one,  I am  certain  I was  none. 

_ Lopus.  Gentlemen,  tii  late,  and  my  Patients  attend  their  Fate  3 
Come,  bring  in  this  Lady,  on  whom  I will  (hew  fuch  Art , (hall 
make  you  all  that  fee  admire  my  part.  [Exit  Lopus, 

Scarra.  Help,  help,  bear  her  in. The  chippings  of  thefe  old 

r . u . Women  are  my  fees,  as  Mafter  V antler  to  the  Devil  my  Mafter  3 
Jitb  the Cna  ^h  Miftrifs ! when  (hall  I have  the  paring  of  your  cruft  ? This  (hell 
Servants,  which  yourSoulis  in  I muft  have  the  natural  ufe  of  3 You  know 
the  cafe  of  the  Coney  is  the  Cooks  fee. 

Celia.  O Scarramncha , if  thou  wert  but  faithful,  what  would 
not  I do  for  thee  ? 

Scarra.  Faithful?  Venture  but  a kifs  in  my  keeping,  and  com- 
mand what  you  will. 

Celia.  A ki(s,  thou  (halt  have  a thoufand  3 All  thy  Heart  can 
wifh,  my  bed,  mypurfe,  my  friendfhip  for  ever3  do  but  one  thing 
for  me,  and  be  fecret. 

QScharramucha  kjjfes  her , groaps^and  plates  his  knavijl)  tricks.  «j 

Scarra.  Propofe,  propofe.  Dear  Miftrifs  3 how  I long  to  earn  a 
favour  from  you  ! This  powder  works  through  the  box  hire  3 has 
it  virtue  by  freezing  ? Why  do  you  delay  the  fecret  ? You  fee 
they  are  gone. 

Celia.  Why  (hould  I fear?  Is  any  condition  worfe  then  to  love 
that  wretch  ? ’Tis  refolv’d.  I’ll  venture  all  kinds  of  danger,  but  111 
be  rid  of  this  3 You  (hellfwear  to  be  fecret. 

Scarra.  I fwear,  I fwear , I (wear. Dilpatch,  Dear  Miftrifs, 

He  kjtfes  her  for  I do  fo  long  to  deferve  your  kindnefs.’ 

thrice.  Celia . Be  faithful  and  take  it  3 Know  then,  you  (hall  fwear  to 

joyn  with  me,  and  as  foon  as  the  Bath  for-Dwarfes  is  ready, help  to 
throw  my  Hufband  in  3 And  this  Evening,  when  Helena  s Bath  for 
Reftauration  has  all  the  perfeft  rights  in’t,  you  (hall  dip  me  thrice. 
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and  thrice  repeat  my  Name,  and  then  command  me  out,  Celia,  at 
fifteen  i Do  this,  and  command  me  ever  thou  (halt  find  me  a faith- 
full  friend,  and  ftill  as  kind  as  fair. 

Scarra.  ’Tis  a bargain,  give  meonely  a Curtefy  inearneft,a  call: 
of  this  old  Celia  s office,  and  I’ll  fit  you  5 and  to  fhew  my  Dear 
Miftrifs  , how  faithfiill  a Lover  her  Scarramncba  is  , Never  (hall 
woman  enjoy  me  after,  if  you  will  promife  to  be  as  kind  to  me 
as  I am  faithful  to  my  Miftrifs  j You  fhall  even  dip  me  too. 

Celia.  Why  ? What  would  Scarramncba  be  ? Is  he  not  young 
and  healthy  ? 

Scarra.  I am  even  weary  of  being  Scarramncba , I’ll  be  dipt, 
’tis  refolv’d  * I’ll  be  dipt,  and  my  Miftrifs  fhall  call  me  Helena , 
Hellen  of  fifteen,  and  you  fhall  fee  what  a dainty  Lady  I’ll  come 
out  $ Lme  weary  of  being  a Man,  and  fubjeft  to  be  beaten.  And 
if  a Man  have  a mind  to  a Wench,  the  making  Love  is  fo  tedious, 
that ’tis  an  affli&ion  } then  paying  is  to  my  Heart  unfup  port  able  : 
No,  I will  be  a Woman,  and  be  courted,  have  ahoufeof  my  own, 
and  Servants  about  me  $ Live  at  eafe , have  both  the  fport  and  the 
money  $ and  ’tis  fo  fine  to  be  without  abeard,andfpeak  fmall,  and 
ling  a trebble,  with  a fine  little  hand  and  foot,  and  fqueak  if  the 
wind  but  blow  upon  me  j I am  fure  never  to  be  cudgel’d  again,  ftill 
cocker’d  and  flatter’d  5 And  Men  will  take  it  fo  kindly  too,  if  I’ll 
but  let  them  put  their  hands  under  my  coats  $ I am  refolv’d  I will 
be  a Woman, unlefs  I could  be  both  A fine  Lady  with  a dagger  and 
a fcabbard  too  } however,  Miftrifs,  ’tis  no  bargain  unlefs  you  will 
obferve  Covenants  3 Either  Scarratnucha  muft  come  out  Hele?t3  or 
Celia  dwells  in  her  old  cloathes  ftill. 

Celia.  In  ferious  faith,  I vow  5 Be  juft  to  me,  and  I’ll  diligently 
obferve  my  part. 

Scarra.  Tis  agreed,  within  we’ll  take  our  leaves  of  Scarramncba 
and  Celia  3 But  what  fhall  we  do  with  the  good  old  Gentle- 
woman ) 
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Celia.  Hang  her,  fhe  is  not  worth  our  thoughts. 

Scarra.  Yes  faith,  when  we  have  done } In  Charity  let’s  throw 
her  in,  and  call  her  out  by  any  young  things  name,  there  is  neither 
pains  nor  coft  in  the  Charity-,Yet,now  I think  on’t,what  fay  you  by 
throwing  of  her  in,and  calling  her  out  by  the  name  oiScarramncha ? 

Her  Soul  will  make  good  fport  difguis’d  in  Scarramncba  s body, 
how  fhall  I laugh  to  fee  her  rife  in  a beard  and  breeches  ? ’Twill  be 
good  fport  to  fee  her  wonder  at  her  felf,  when  fhe  finds  the  Ap- 
purtenances belonging  to  a Man  about  her  5 I’me  refolv’d  I’ll  do  it 
for  mirths  fake. 

Celia.  Any  thing,  fo  you  will  be  fecret,  I confent  to. 

«?r<*m*.Heark,he  whiftles^a  kifs  Dear  Miftrifs, for  old  Friendfhips  £x-n  Qejja- 

fake  at  parting,  and  Fortune  guide  us. Now  could  I cry  and 

figh,  to  part  with  this  old  Friend  of  mine.  Do  not  fob,  nor  cry, 
poor  Scarrrmucha  3 I’ll  provide  for  thee  5 and  yet  ’tis  moft  ill  na- 
tur’dly  done,  to  leave  an  old  Friend  in  mifery  } How  pitifully  he 
looks  upon  me ! The  poor  Rogue  apprehends  the  mifery  he  is 
ijoingr  tofuffer,  when  he  fhall  have  the  Mind  and  Heart  of  a crafty 

Whore 
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Whore  polfefs  him  } What  a fit  of  the  Devil  muft  he  fuffer  that  ads 
her  defires  from  fifteeen  to  a hundred  yeer  ? What  muft  poor  Scar- 
ranmcha  fuffer?  What  will  not  fhe  expofe  thee  to?  Tisnotthe 
Sex  nor  Breeches  will  fave  thee  , I fore-fee  it.  How,  (hall  I be 
dilhonour’d?  My  Countrey  and  Family  delpis’d  for  that  black 
fin  5 who  would  have  thought  it,  fayes  one  } I fhould  never  have 
believ’d  it,  fayes  another  } No,  no,  I muff  not,  will  not  uie 
thee  fo  ill  j I’ll  even  give  her  my  Mailers  cafe  for  her  old  Soul  to 
witch  in,  and  put  my  Mailer  into  mine  } I am  fo  divided,  I know 
not  what  to  do  : ’Tis  fine  being  a handfome  young  Curtezan,  but 
tis  unkind  to  expofe  an  old  F riend  to  be  ill  us’d  in  his  Age,after  the 
faithful  ferviceof  his  youth}  NOjI’me  refolv’d  I’ll  be  Helen  a, He  leva 
(hall  be  Lop  us , and  Lopus , Scarraniucha  } Nay,  nay,  no  grumbling. 
Friend  } reft  Lopus , and  be  thankful } You  (hall  now  no  more  play 
Zany  Scarranmcha , but  Operator , the  fecret,  the  bank,  and  profit,  all 
your  own } No  more  conduct  a Whore  for  Lopus , no  more  eat 
poyfon,  or  be  ftab’d  for  Lopus  } thou  (halt  have  a Whore,  a Zany , 
and  a Name  thy  felf  5 Nay,  do  not  anger  me  now  by  being  fullen, 
when  I have  taken  care  and  thought  for  you } if  you  be,  I’ll  leave 
Celia  etyes  Scarranmcha  in  the  broth  with  old  Helena , where  you  lhall  boyle 
'bo' Scarra t0  a Clt^’  Scarraniucha^  as  we  have  lived  Friends,  lb  let  us  part } 
niucha3™) ~ur  And  uPon  your  Life,  not  a word  of  what  has  patted  betwixt  us, 
famn  calls.  Bood  Scarranmcha.  • 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  III. 


Enter  Edwardo,  and  Sanco. 


Edwardo 

feels  himfelf 
moves  bis 
Arms  and 
jhritggs. 


Sanco.  £ Tay  here,  Sir}  Till  I go  before  and  knock,  to  fee  if  the 
O coa ft  be  clear.  [Exit  Sanco. 


* Edwardo.  I am  horribly  fore  after  my  apparition  in  the  Garden} 
The  anguifh  of  their  blowes  refrefhes  my  Memory  } all  the  reft  is 
a dream  Hill } A pox  on  the  unruly  Sack  } I would  he  were  come 
back,  Ilong  to  be  in  bed } Give  me  a Girl  that  loves  me,  I hate  a 
gilded  [poll  that  muft  be  purchas’d  } Tis  a fine  Girl,  and  pity  fhe 
is  call  away  upon  fuch«  a jealous  Hufband}  tis  a confolation  to 
think  upon  her}  The  Rogues  kifles  tafte  Hill,  the  favour  and  the 
fmack  are  in  my  Heart  yet } and  if  the  piece  prove  as  good  as  the 
pattern,  a night  with  her  is  worth  all  the  dayes  I ere  fpent  at  Tot" 
nam  or  Ijlington  } How  woollenly  thofe  Sifters  look  and  feel  to 
this  Silken  Girl ! This  dainty  finner  wears  no  Coife  nor  Ear-wyers, 
to  make  her  Luggs  fmell  as  four  as  Runnet  or  a Dairy  } Now  do  I 
call  to  mind  how  wretchedly  I fpent  my  Eftate  in  the  Country, 
to  keep  a Kitchin  and  a Hall  {linking } I would  I could  prevail  with 
her  to  go  into  Surry } we  have  Whore  enough  there,  But  we  want 
fome  good  example  to  employ  the  ftock  } This  would  be  a dainty 
Plantation  finner } (he  has  the  fineft  odd  Name  to } our  Parfon 
would  not  have  chriftn’d  a Child  ofit,  becaufe  ’tis  neither  in  the 
old  nor  new  Law  } The  Rogue  Hayes  long,  tis  late,  and  they 
have  my  fupper  within  } If  they  Ihould  eat  it  now  without  me, 
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the  jeft  would  be  better  then  the  feaft  $ a dijgracia  would  give  my 
Comrades  fuch  a Theam  to  laugTi  upon  5 a man  had  better  have 
fin’d  twice  for  Sheriff,  then  endure  their  infolent  wits  in^fuch  a 
cafe.  I hear  one  whiffle.  [Enter  Sanco. 

Sanco.  Where  are  you? 

Edw.  Here,  is  all  clear  ? 

Sanco.  Yes,  yes  5 follow  me.  [Exeunt. 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Lucetta  tf«dPhilippo,  dref’dlike  a Coo 

Philip.  A Nd  how  do  you  like  this  difguife?  is  it  natural?  let 
me.alone  to  fit  his  pallat } I’ll  give  him  good  fauce  to 
night  5 for  which  he  fhall  be  our  fauce  this  moneth,  or  elfe  I’ll  lofe 
my  aim. 

Lucet.  Heark,  heark,  one  knocks  , away  to  the  Kitchin,  and 
obferve  your  [Exit  Philippo. 

Enter  Sanco  and  Edrvardo. 

Edvo.  Lady,  I mud:  beg  your  pardon  for  coming  thus  late  $ there 
was  an  accident  hapn’d  ftaid  me  beyond  my  expectation. 

Lucet.  Sir,  you  are  not  only  matter  of  your  own,  but  my  time 
too } nor  fhall  any  perfbn,  fo  welcome  and  deferving  as  your  felf, 
need  make  excufes  here,  where  all  are  proud  to  be  commanded  by 
you , Love,  Sir,  has  that  property,  ’twill  hide  faults,  and  glorifie 
ev’ry  vertue,  which  is  in  Love  a vertue  too  he  will  not  be  divided 
from  5 nor  is  it  fit  for  me  to  fay  how  much  your  abfence  afflicts, 
but  what  joy  your  prefence  brings  her  eyes  that  loves  and  adores 
her  friend  y nor  fhall  you  find  any  of  thofe  faucy  paffions  here  that 
impofes  upon  the  mind  and  perfbn  of  thofe  they  love  5 thofe  trou- 
blefome  humours  make  friendfhip  heavy,  and  the  delight  fhort,  Edw.  nods 
when  it  muff  with  fuch  flavery  be  bought.  his  bead  and 

Edw.  I’ll  kill  her  Husband,  and  Marry  her  ^ Line  refolv ’d$ 
a pretty  houfe  this,  and  finely  furnifh’d  ^ fhe  loves  me  fo  fhe’l  never 
think  of  asking  a Joynture,  nor  I a portion,  fuch  a wife  is  Portion 
enough.  [. Ajtde . 

Lucet. You  are  fad, Sir  ^ I hope  what  I have  faid  doth  not  difpleafe 
you  p if  it  fhould  it  would  be  an  affliction  greater  then  you  believe.  „ 

— His  eyes  are  blew  too,  do  you  love  me  ? I know  you  will  fay  fo,  ^ °°^s  112 
though  you  do  net  5 and  I ccnfefs  I am  fuch  a fool,  I had  rather  you 
fhould  flatter  me  with  fuch  a lye,  then  hear  any  truth  that  fays  you 
love  another  better. 

Edw.  Gentle  foul,  why  doft  thou  blufh  and  hide  thy  head  ? 
canlf  thou  fear  I can  be  falfe  or  cruel  to  fuch  a heart  ? what  ftony 
bread:  can  hear  and  fee  this,  and  not  become  a Have  to  fuch  inno- 
cence and  fweetnefs?  I never  had  but  one  heart,  a plain  one,  and 
an  honed,  and  that’s  thine  ^ I would  thou  wert  not  marry’d  , I 
would  try  who  would  firft  propofe  a kindnefs  that  the  other  would 
refufe.  ~ Lucet, 
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Lucct.  O,  that  I were  as  free,  and  my  fortune  as  great,  as  when 
perjur’d  Vhilippo  betray'd  me  here  ! I would  find  a friend, or  lofe  my 
felf.  * * Q-S’/’e  weeps , and'leans  upon  his  breaft. 

Edw.  Come,  no  fears  5 for  though  thofe  fhowers  are  feafonable 
in  the  fpring  of  Loves  choiceft  flowers  5 yet  to  good  natures  fuch 
kindnefs  bears  a fting}  you  fhould  fmile  on  Love,  tears  but  wet 
bis  wings  5 Come,  retire,  ’tis  late,  and  love  would  rood  5 this  bed 
gives  the  Boy  both  reft  and  food  5 what  joys  my  wanton  heart  pro- 
mifes  it  felf  I want  foul  enough  to  comprehend } lure  her  em- 
braces will  far  excel  all  the  pleafures  I have  tafted  5 for  I never 
lov’d,  nor  was  belov’d  till  now  5 this  is  Loves  holy-day  > the  reft 
were  working-days,  in  which  I but  plow’d  the  fexi  our  dull  cold 
kifles  were  common  feed , thoughtlefs  fown,  and  full  of  weed, not  of 
force  to  kindle  a heart  i here  every  look  or  touch  inflames  or  burns 
my  blood  5 ’tis  pleafure  thus  to  be  ftung  5 for  though  it  fvvells  the 
heart,  ’tis  with  delight-,  not  fmart.  f; Exeunt . 


ACT.  V.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Harrigo,  Saretta  and  Cornelio,  rsiih  Napkins  in 
their  hands. 

Srfref.T  Et  me  go  } had  I thought  Don  Harrigo  had  more  kindnefs 
f_,  forme,  then  to  hear  an  infolent  fellow  defpife  one  that 
has  ever  had  an  efteem  for  him. 

Har.  You  complain,  who  are  indeed  too  blame  > do  you  believe 
men  will  fpend  their  money  in  thefe  houfes,  and  not  have  the  free- 
dom of  their  humour  ? 

Saret.  Let  him  be  as  free  and  wanton  as  he  pleafeth,  fo  he  keep 
it  to  himfelf  5 why  fhould  his  mirth  chufe  us  to  defpife  ? bragging, 
here  the  beauties  and  favours  of  other  women  > we  know  you 
came  all  now  from  the  Angelicas } is  this  friendfhip  ? to  make  us 
the  fubjed  of  your  fcorn  and  mirth,  as  if  we  could  not  deferve  or 
diftinguifh  a civility  } if  Don  Harrigo  had  any  efteem  for  us,  he 
would  not  have  expos’d  this  place  to  his  infolent  rallery } fure  you 
have  notobferv’d,  Sir,  any  fuch  obfcenenefs  find  encouragement  or 
liberty  here. 

Har.  ’Tis  true,  we  are  merry  } but  fince  itdiflikes  you  we’l  be 
gone  5 I never  knew  you  expeded  Homilies,  moral  Philofophy, 
or  Ledures  in  Divinity  to  be  read  hear}  you  fhould  letup  a crois 
and  a pot  of  holy-water  at  your  door  5 ’tis  the  firft  Bufh  or  Baudy- 
houfe  I ere  faw  exaded  more  then  the  reckoning. 

Saret.  I thought  Don  Harrigo  had  come  upon  another  acount } 
I took  him  fora  Lover,  but  I am  deceiv’d. 

Har.  Not  a whit } a Lover  and  a perfed  Lover,one  that  loves  but 
one,  and  that’s  my  felf. 

Saret.  Then  ’tis  not  poffible  to  oblige  you ! 

Har.  Nothing  eafier. 


Saret , 
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Saret.  How  comes  it  then  you  are  thus  free,  after  all  your  pro- 
feflions,  and  my  civility  ? 

Har.  Becaufe  I have  wifely  refolv’d  againff  the  (la very  which  1 
fee  all  you  women  condemn  your  Lovers  to  ; when  I have  a na- 
ture can  lick  my  felf  whole,  figh  and  blowout  a paffion,  or  weep 
to  quench  the  flame,  be  fullen  and  kick  till  I have  thrown  a Mi- 
flrels  as  other  Quacking  Lovers  can,  when  I have  their  oyls  to 
cure  the  burn,  then  I’ll  venture  to  play  with  his  flame. 

Corn . But,  for  old  acquaintance  fake,  you  may  teach  a friend 
how  to  know  thefe  Emp’rick  Lovers  that  have  fuch  remedies 
againff  a Miftrefs  5 prithee,  tell  her  their  marks,  that  Ihe  may  (hut 
her  door  againfl:  them. 

Saret.  They  are  eaflly  known  by  Don  Harrigo' s company. 

Har.  And  better  by  the  Sarettas  folly,  who  puts  out  her  Bird’s 
eyes ; not  contented  they  Ihonld  be  her  prifoners , but  they  muft 
be  blind  too  5 which  cruel  curiofity  I fhall  not  approve,  though  the 
Bird  lings  better  $ fure  you  women  have  great  imperfections, 
which  you  are  afraid  a Lover  with  his  Reafon  might  perceive  ; 
therefore  upon  the  firft  fpringing  of  an  inclination  "tis  your  bulinefs 
todepofe  that. 

Corn.  Pray,  tell  me  how  to  know  him  } is  there  a new  mark 
belides  fanguine,  fat  and  merry  } will  they  befo  cur’d,  as  to  leave 
no  fears  behind  them,  no*  a twittering  ? I 

Har.  Scars ! yes,  and  vifible  ones,  which  they  are  proqd  of  too  } 
thofethat  are  belt  heal’d,either  by  fcorn  or  counfel,choice  of  wine, 
or  change  of  women  (as  fair  and  kind  as  they)  yet  the  Cicatrice 
will  ftay.  •,  ;.Jr  • 

Corn.  But  doth  Love  leave  fears,  fay  you  ? — Nay,  you  (hall 
flay  and  hear  Dottor  Harrigo  read  upon  Love  } who  knows  but 
you  may  profit  in  your  own  cute,  of  a Height  wound  you  fay  he 
has  given  you  ? the  fears,  good  Don  Harrigo , the  fears. 

Har.  Alas,  Sir  5 they  are  as  many  and  as  different  as  the  wounds 
the  Boy  gives,  befides  his  Mothers  } but  hers  are  vifible,  the  young 
mans  are  more  innocent  } fee  here.  Knots  of  old  Ribband,  Braids 
of  Hair,  Rings  with  Poefies,  Seals  and  broken  Gold. 

Cornelio.  What , you  are  fad  j did  you  think  to  find  men 
conftant  ? . . 

Saret.  Not  fad,  nor  much  pleas’d  5 yet  I am  glad  to  find  Don 
Harrigo  is  fo  neer  his  cure  as  to  know  his  difeafe}  I fee  he’l  try  to 
cure  fire  with  fire,  the  remedy  has  been  often  prov’d  } Angellica 
muff  now  be  apply’d  to  hisbreaft  to  take  out  the  fire  Sarettas  eyes 
kindled}  yeti  doubt  not  but  we  fhall  have  the  paftime  , to  di- 
vert our  felves  with  him  in  hisjdays  of  repentance  } when  he  has 
given  his  thouland  Crowns,  ’twill  make  us  all  merry } poor  Mon- 
tebank  ! Ihe  asks  a thoufand  Crowns,  and  defeends  to  a Ryal } 
and  yet  no  Chapmen  > at  lafl:  (he  gave  her  ware  to  the  Handers  by, 
which  Thorn afo  took  for  love } and  fhe’l  want  none  at  this  rate  } 
Don  Harngo  will  be  one  too. 

Har.  And  that’s  all  your  fexes  pride,  every  one  would  be  Cupids 
Ihepherdefs, and  govern  the  whole  Flock  of  Lovers;  I have  feen 
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tome  have  a handfome  troop,  and  the  poor  hearts  knew  not  which 
wasbeft  us’d } all  bleat  and  run  when  (he  calls  } this  has  the  Bell 
and  Garland  to  day,that  the  Ribband  and  Bough  to  morrow*  they 
willfing  and  pipe  before  their  Flock,  when  each  one  fighs,  and 
thinks  (he  fings  to  him,  when  fhe  but  keeps  them  together  3 and  if 
fhe  fold  them  in  her  arms  by  turns,  ’tis  for  the  Lamb,  and  the 
Fleece  } Saretta  knows  the  commodity  of  a Flock  of  Lovers  is 
etter  then  the  pleafure  of  a tame  Ram. 

Sard,  Being  of  this  humour,  and  this  opinion  of  women , I 
wonder  you’l  fpend  fo  much  of  your  time  amongft  them  } but  fly, 
and  avoid  the  danger  and  fave  your  fleece  and  flefh. 

Thomafo,  Paulina,  rf/z^Ferdinando. 

Corn.  See  who  comes  here  to  break  off  your  difcourfo  } come, 
pray  no  frowning,  you  know  his  humour  } and  fay  what  he  will 
now,  I heard  him  fpeak  kindly  of  you  this  morning,  and  prefer 
your  beauty  before  your  Sifter  Paulinas  } what  ? I fee  Don  Tho- 
mafo  can  be  reconcil’d  to  a lean  woman,  though  he  admires  the  fat. 

Thom.  I love  what  loves  me,  which  fupplies  beauty  5 'tis  for 
young  men,  Cornelio , to  flatter  and  pay. 

Ferd.  Tisthe  way  never  to  come  late  to  Loves  Feaft}  if  any 
difh  be  {binding  you  can  make  a meal  upon  itL}  neceflity  and  kind- 
nefs  willfurnifh  all  that  beauty  wants. 

Thom.  I never  fawany  man  yet  cut  my  piece}  fome  are  for  fe- 
cret,  others  charity,  a third  for  converfation,  and  cares  neither  then 
for  face  nor  fortune } a rufty,  mouldy  Maid,  fill’d  with  Platonique 
fentences,  is  the  fame  things  to  him  a Girle  of  fifteen  is  to  us } he 
defpifeth  the  body,  yet  I love  to  fee  that  Prince  in  good  clothes’ 
when  the  foul  inhabits  a Palace  built  in  perfedt  Symetry } I know 
no  jeft,  no  eloquence,  nor  Apothegms,  have  more  favour  or  plea- 
fure then  a voy.ce,  nor  more  fait  then  a kifs  from  a Girle  of  fifteen, 
fmooth  as  Rufhes,  white  as  Lillies,  plump  as  Grapes  after  (howers  5 
give  me  this,  and  let  your  Wit  take  his  Sy bill  and  her  Oracles  in- 
ftead  of  teeth  in  her  mouth } and  while  he  fpends  his  days  in  fuch 
Monuments  of  vvomen,  let  meclafp  thisfmiling  Girle,  whofe  Ruby 
folds  above  her  chin,  laughs  and  difcoversthofe  pearly  flocks  with- 
in } and  for  wit  in  women,  fo  they  fay  kind  things,  we  know  ’tis 
no  matter  whether  they  be  true  or  no. 

Taul.  Can  you  be  contented  with  flattery.  Sir  ? fure  your  heart 
is  eafily  fatisfi’d } that’s  a root  from  which  you  can  expect  no  con- 
ftant  friendfhip. 

Thom.  Conftant  friendfhip  , Child  ? Marry  God  forbid  fuch 
a curfe  as  conftancy  fhould  follow  me}  I’ll  leave  that  for  your 
Anchorit-lovers  , whom  Matrimony  has  vow’d  to  fome  old 
womans  Cellar  of  threefcore  } there  the  fin  of  conftancy  and  rafh- 
nefs  of  the  vow,  for  better  for  worfe,  finds  a juft  judgement  in 
the  converfation  of  Aches,  Palfeys  and  Catarrhs,  which  Wed-lock 
and  Hymen  hangs  upon  fools } who  would  have  it  thought  con- 
ftancy, to  dote  on  Age  and  wrinkles , and  pafs  their  ignorance 
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for  a vertue  5 but  the  Vine  and  the  Sun  teach  better  things  5 beauty 
cannot  be  divided  from  variety, no  face  is  too  new, or  wine  too  old, 
nor  a friend  too  true. 

Ferd.  Faith,  Secrecie  is  even  the  Brother  of  that  Folly,  a foolifh 
humour  that  women  have  made  a virtue,  becaufe  ’tis  convenient 
fometimes. 

Thom.  Secrecie  a virtue  5 a damn’d  ingrateful  vice,  only  known 
where  fmall  beer  is  currant,  defpis’d  where  ApoUo  or  the  Vine  bleft 
the  Country  3 . and  though  Joves  Wife  was  a threw,  yet  we  find 
none  of  his  Miftreffes  hid  in  Roots  or  Plants,  but  fix’d  ftars  in  hea- 
ven, for  all  to  gaze  and  wonder  at,  though  few  have  wit  to  admire, 
or  power  to  imitate  3 and  though  I am  not  Jove , to  place  my  An- 
gelina, or  my  Paulina  there  3 yet  my  kind  heart  fhall  proclaim 
how  fit  for  fuch  places  fuch  (fairy  beauties  are  5 and  when  my  Bro- 
ther comes  from  Salamanca  he  (hall  write  our  Chronicle. 

Paul.  Pray,  when  will  he  be  here?  I have  heard  much  of  him, 
and  I long  to  fee  him  3 is  he  like  you  ? has  he  your  wild  hu- 
mour? u.\  • > . ' 

Thom.  No,  he’s  a ferious  black  fellow,  he  fmells  like  Serge  and 
old  Books}  but  yet  he  loves  a Wench  too,  for  curiofity,  or  fi>3 
for  he  only  lyes  with  them  for  experiment,  to  be  able  to  approve 
or  decry  the  pleafure  the  more  feelingly  in  a Satyre.  When  he 
comes  I’ll  wait  upon  him  to  youf  froWard  Sifter,  becaufe  their  hu- 
mours will  agree  3 for  fhe  is  for  a ferious  threfhing  Lover. 

Har.  Come,  I fay*  embrace,  or  I’ll  break  all  correfpondence 
with  you  3 what,  fall  out  with  your  Brother  ! 

Paul.  Sifter,  thefe  frowns  muff  blow  oyer  } I will  not  fee  them 
thrown  upon  my  friends  3 you  know  I love  him  } and  tf  you  ex- 
pert I (hould  converfe  civilly  with  your  intereft,  you  mpft.  comply 
with  mine. 

Saret.  I have  no  mortal  quarrel  to  your  (enfant  3 only  I would 
not  have  him  rail  upon  me  becaufe  I have  not  wit  enough  to  fall  in 
love  with  him  3 ’tis  true,  his  hand  and  head  are  white  3 but  I am . 
paft  the  nurfery,  no  Child  to  be  taken  with  fuch  Cream  and  Cu- 
ftard  3 yet  if  you  have  fuch  kindnefs  fot  the  Dairy,  much  good  • 
may  it  do  you  3 give  me  my  old  friend,  Don  Harrigo  3 I love  this 
colour,  fullen  Sack  3 I love  the  Kitchin  and  the  Cellar  in  a man  } 
this  is  gravey  and  mans  fle(h  3 and  this  Oke  will  have  leaves  upon 
his  head  when  your  Rofe-tree  and  all  is  wither’d. 

Thom.  Nay,  now  I’ll  kifs  you  3 and  if  you  anger  me  with  this 
humour  toft  me  in  a Blanket } By  this  light,  I had  rather  be  hand- 
somely abus’d  then  dully  flatter’d  3 prithee  Ferd.  call  for  a bottle 
and  a glafs  3 come,  we’I  have  the  Song  we  made  laft . . 

A Song  in  two  parts . 

thorn.  Come,  every  man  his  Glaft.  [ They  hand  Paulina-. 

Thom.T  TL  "T  omen , Women , Wine  and  Health , 

W Te  gods , we  ask 1 no  other  wealth } 

A a a 2 
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the  reft  of  Nature  and  of  Art  , 

For  this  kjfl  til  quit  my  part, 

thefe  blejftngs , though  they  flow  on  earth, 
Jove  enjoy  snot  but  by  Jiealth. 


Part.  I. 


Thoiii.  Why  elfe,  my  Girle,  did  Juno  flown? 
And  poor  Simele  to  ajl.ies  burn  ! 
the  god  turn’d  Bull , and  Maid  a Coro  l 
So  roe  know  why , no  matter  how. 

Har.  See,  my  Love  that  flaming  ft  ar, 

3twas  once  Ariadnes  Aubourn  Hair, 
Which  her  god  in  Bracelets  wore , 

Not  lefl  ejteemd  caufe  Thefeus  whore . 


ii 


w 


Thom,  then  in  her  god,  to  her  god  let  vs  drinks 
Of  the  Vine , in  the  Vine  let  us  thinks 
And  facriflce  this  glafl  of  Sack^ 
to  thofe  flarkling  grey  eyes , and  the  flaming  black; 

[Exeunt, 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  II. 

• i T Ot  , . < c . ' 

. ' i -- 1 j * • • * . , x 

Enter  Matthias  and  Stephano  (Matthias  knocks  at 
Lucetta’s  door,) 

r } -f  -t 1 ; • r:  )T1  ' «'  • • • ^ • ••*  •* 

Kecka.  T jt  7Ho’s  there  ? 

V V Mat*  “Tis  I,  prithee  open  the  door  5 is  your  Mi- 
ftrefs  at  home  ? 

Kecka.  Yes,  Sir  5 but  lhe*s  bufie,  a man  of  quality  hips  with  her  * 
Sanco  was  to  find  you,  to  defire  you  would  come  to  morrow  5 your 
bafket  and  your  bottles  are  fafe. 

Mat,  Prithee,  Kecka , come  to  the  back  door  that  I may  (peak 
with  thee. 

Kecka . Walk  off  a little  till  they  are  quiet  5 as  foon  a$  I can  come 
without  being  mifs’d  I’ll  wait  upon  you. 

Mat,  Falfe  Devil,  how  durft  file  do  this  ? and  that  dull  ftranger 
too  enter  without  my  leave  ? 

Steph.  Alas,  Sir  } ’tis  their  trade  > Boat-mans-luck,  you  know, 
pals  as  his  fraught  comes  } this  is  fome  job  of  work  (he  has  gotten  by 
chance  > and  you  that  are  her  friend  muft  not  be  againft  the  good 
of  the  houfe. 

Mat.  I (hall  know  all  when  her  Maid  comes  5 the  Quean  dotes, 
that  makes  me  fteal  a bit  now  and  then  from  her  Miftrels  to  give 
her.  [ Exeunt . 
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ACT.  V.  SCE  N.:  III.  # 

Enter  Lucetta,  and  Philippo,  in  his  Cooks  habit. 

Lucet.  T TC  7E11,  and  how  think  you  ? was  this  a purchale  to  be 
VV  Loft  for  a little  Coynefs  ? where  (hall  we  make  a 
1 voyage,  if  we  refufe  to  touch  at  thefe  fortunate  Ifles,  becaufe  they 
are  ftrangers  ? 

rhil.  No,  I’me  of  your  fide  now  5 But  when  you  love  for  (ha- 
clows,  and  dote  upon  gay  Clothes,  fome  young  thing  for  dreftmg 
himfelf}when  a Feather, Gittern,or  Sarabrand, begets  Admiration, 
or  when  poor  Poetry  prevails  upon  your  paffion,  to  give  your 
youth  and  fortune  for  a Sonnet,  when  nothing,  but  the  Dedica- 
tion belongs  to  you,  fuch  Fondneis  makes  me  rage}  I fpeak  with- 
out Intereft  now  } For  fince  you  know  and  have  forgiven  the  fault  I 
made , I (hall  hereafter  faithfully  ferve  you  in  memory  of  paft 
kindnefs.  . >d  -'f-  , 

Lucet.  Except  your  own } and  you  know  I was  never  guilty  of 
fuch  a Folly}  No  other  wound  nor  (car  affli&s  my  mind  } and 
when  once  the  Moon  has  prefcrib’d  a remedy  for  that  Pdifon,  I (hall 
quickly  recover  the  old  Chara&er,  of  being  infenfible  again } what 
are  you  thinking  on  ? 

Philip.  The  party  within,  his  filver,  fword,  gay  Clothes , and 
Rings,  befides  that  at  his  Bandftring  , bundles  of  Seals , Watches, 
abus’d  Gold,  bow’d  into  Bracelets?  All  (hews  the  Rogue  is  at  his 
Ea(e,  a merry  foul,  and  jfcvanton  Fortune  I warrant  you } fuch  fu- 
perfluous  Expences  (hews  Tie  wants  no  money } His  Breeches  too, 
thofe  (hells,  I believe,  have  good  Kernels  in  their  pockets. 

Lucet.  Thole  toys  are  fuch  Feathers  that  grow  upon  Fools,  for 
wife  men  to  pluck,  All  the  difficulty  [ find,  is,  his  being  a ftranger} 
and  the  noifeof  fuch  an  A&ion  will  hinder  our  Trade  with  them 
hereafter. 

Philip . Rather, that  will  be  the  fecurity  of  the  bufinefs.This  is  not 
onely  a ftranger  to  us,  but  to  the  Countrey  too  } This  knows  no- 
thing, neither  your  Name,  nor  ftrect , fo  far  from  knowing  your 
Houle,  that  he  do’s  not  know  his  own } And  when  tis  done,  do  but 
change  your  Quarter,  and  hee’s  at  a dead  lofs  for  ever } If  not, 
within  ten  days  hee’s  gone } and  I perceive  he  will  be  flay’d  e’re  he 
goes } as  good  you  do  it  as  another  } he  (hall  have  no  harm,  a merry 
Night  for  his  Money } wee’ll  have  the  profit,  and  he  the  Experience 
of  the  Jeft.  i.„:  l 

Lucet.  Hee’ll  kill  me  when  he  mifles  his  Clothes  and  money. 

Phil.  Leave  the  care  of  your  fafety  to  me } he  (hall  undrels  him- 
felf  in  my  Chamber,  your  Toy  let  and  night  Gown  are  lay’d  out 
already } let  Sanco  and  me  alone  to  fit  him,  for  a Cook,  and  a valet 
de  Chambre. 

Lucet.  Well,  I am  not  of  your  opinion  } yet,  (b  long  as  you  do 
him  no  harm,  I fubmit.  [ Exeunt . 
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* ‘ ACT.  V.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Mathias,  Kecka,  and  Stephano. 

Math . T Am  refolv’d  to  fee  the  depth  of  this  defign^If  the  ftranger 
I ftays  I’ll  take  my  Revenge  at  Leifure  3 if  he  goes,  (he 
(hall  fee  I am  fenfible  of  this  Affront,to  admit  a Vifit  upon  my  day, 
without  my  confent ! Farewell,  Stephano, lets  meet  to  morrow  at  the 
old  Rendevouz.  [ Exit  Stephane. 

Kecka.  Softly, pray,  Expeft  me  here  3 when  the  ftrangers  gone. 
I’ll  call  you. 

Math.  Not  a word  to  her,  that  I am  here,  I ftiall  put  her  to  ano- 
ther confeflion  fit  again. 

Kecka.  Undrefs  you  in  my  Chamber  3 left  they  find  the  Goofe 
*\as  been  here  by  his  Feathers. 

Math.  Mum  wench,  make  hafte  j,  left  the  pot  boil  over  before 
you  come 3 I have  no  patience  betwixt  the  fheets.  [ Exeunt . 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  V. 

- ' b If: 

Enter  LuCetta,  and  Edwardo  unbutton  d,  fie  carries  the  Candle , 
and  he  proffers  to  take  it  front  her . 

. . ; .1.  ■ - ‘ t • • ' ; : ; . . 

Lucet.  QOftly,!  pray,  and  make  no  Ceremonies,  but  follow  me,  I 
ijmuft  carry  it  my  felf$  For  I dare  not  truft  my  Maid 
with  your  lying  here  this  night  3 ftiee’s  t#»  kind  to  him  that  was 
fent  away. 

Edvo.  Hang  her  fpy , Turn  her  to  graft  3 I’ll  get  you  a dumb 
Girl.  (He  kjffes  her.) 

Lucet.  Within  you  will  find  Banco  ready  to  ferve  you. 

Edxc.  Make  hafte  my  Dear,  you  know  the  pain  longing  Lovers 
fuffer,when  their  Joys  are  drawn  within  the  affii&ions  of  a few  Mi- 
nutes 3 All  fteps  move  flow,  time  has  lead  upon  his  wings  3 The 
youthful  Sun  runs  lazily  , and  we  throw  our  felves  to  meet  the 
Embraces  of  Friends  whom  with  greedy  longing  we  expefted. 

Lucet.  You  fpeak  mypain,whofe  love  and  defires  ftill  precede 
your  wifli  3 ( Though  I blufh  to  fay  fo  ) and  grudges  this  loft  time, 
though  fpent  in  hearing  the  Mufick  of  thy  voyce,that  tells  my  heart 
you  love  me. 

Edvo.  This  kifs  onely,  and  then  take  thy  Flight  on  Loves  wings 
to  return  again  3 Love,  that  knows  no  grief  nor  pain  like  thofethat 
figh  in  vain.  | 'JExit  Edwardo. 

Lucet.  ’Tis  foolilhly  done  to  abule  him  , for  he  is  of  a humor 
one  need  not  pick  his  pocket,  hee’l  do  it  himfe^’tis  an  ill  natur’d 
Crime,  twice  a fin,  to  rob  fuch  that  give  fo  much  3 The  ill  natur’d 
Devil  would  have  had  me  done  it,  without  giving  him  a Nights 
lodging  for  his  money.  £ Exit  Lucetta. 
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ACT.  V.  SCEN.  VI. 

Enter  Edwardo,  and  Sanco.  (Edwardo  is  in  his  Night  Gown.) 

Edw.  f_ J Ow  Propa  this  little  Hogue  is,  in  every  thing  ! Night 
11  gowne,  flippers,  Cap,  and  Toy  let  > As  brave  as  if 
fhe  were  to  marry  fome  Prince  to  night  5 fure  ’tis  my  wedding 
Night,  at  lead:  I’ll  imagine  it  fo  } And  that  which  is  the  Excellence 
of  this  Bled:  Countrey , A man  may  every  Night  have  a l'everal 
Bride,  for  a Pidol  Joynture  $ Prithee  call  the  Lady. 

SancO.  Afloon  as  you  are  in  Bed,  Sir,  I fhall. 

Edw.  That  fellow  too,  I took  him  for  a Cavalier  at  lead:,  and 
’tis  a Pimp } He  might  be  a Judice  in  our  Country,  by  the  garb  and 
gravity  I met  him  in.  [Exeunt. 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  VII. 

Enter  Philippo,zVz  his  own  Clothes  ^and  4// Edwardo’/  under 
hk  Arm , and  meets  Lucetta  undrejl. 

Philip.  OEe,  here  is  the  Ned:,  I have  taken  the  old  one  dtting  5 you 
jj)  fhall  have  the  watch  5 the  cafe  is  Gold,  and  Cordial.  This 
purfe  and  hundred  Pidols,and  in  the  wafte  and  knees  of  his  Breeches 
a Magazin  of  heretical  Gold^old  Eeffes  Coyn  all,our  arch  Enemy  } the 
aft  is  now  juftifiable  5 the  Inquifidor  might  have  done  it } he  fhould 
have  loft  it  at  Vittorio.  } If  he  complain, 111  make  his  Procefs  5 and  had 
it  not  been  a hard  heart  could  have  let  thefe  Birds  ling  in  another 
Womans  Cage ! 

Lucet.  But  what  fhall  I do  in  the  morning  } 

Phil.Sanco  is  to  wake  you  in  haft, and  cry  your  hufband’s  come^you 
mud:  dart  out  of  the  Bed, as  if  to  fave  your  felf  } then  I fwagger  with 
my  own  fhadow  in  the  next  room, till  Sanco  urges  the  danger  to  him, 
how  impoffible  ’tis  to  fcape  with  life, if  furpr  iz’d  } that  there  is  no  de- 
nying or  defending  the  aft^for  he  had  found  hisClothes  and  was  now 
daying  for  men  to  dedroy  him  } having  thus  frightned  him , feduce 
him,in  his  drawers, to  follow  him  to  fome  place  of  fafety  5 Then  con- 
vey him  out  at  the  Back-door  , and  lofe  him  in  the  dreet,  and  come 
round  to  the  foregate,  where  I’ll  expeft  him  } he  being  then  unarm'd 
8cnaked,wth  darknes  Sc  fear  about  him, his  angej  will  open  no  doors. 

Luc.  This  is  a mod  inhumane  jed } and  I mud  not  confent  to  fuch 
a Barbarity. 

Phil.  Only  a Jed,  a Summer  Jed,  I vow}  if  he  be  met  let  him 
pretend  h’as  been  in  F refco.  Now  Sanco , the  news.  Ef2ter  Sanco. 

Sane.  Why,hee’sinBed,andexpeftsyou  with  much  impatience, 
impatience. 

Phil.  Give  us  the  Key  of  one  of  your  Cheds,  to  lock  up  thefe  tran- 
fitory  bledings,  and  then  we  will  wifh  you  good  fhipping,  and  a fair 
wind  , till  day  break  5 But  then  we  fhall  raife  a dorm  fhall 
wake  you}  O Sanco , little  doth  hee  or  you  think  what  price  he 
mud  pay  for  this  Night}  Hi$  Breeches  have  a Myne  of  Gold 
in  ’em.  Philippo  and  Lucetta. 

[ r.  Sanco. 
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Sanco.  My  {hare  comes  pat  for  my  defign,  to  make  me  brave  in 
Cloaths 3 Being  once  in  order  to  Court  I go  5 all  there  are  fine,  but 
the  Infanta  will  be  onely  mine,  or  the  powder  fhall  fail  his  force. 

f Exit  Sanco. 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  VIII. 

Enter  Mathias,  and  Kecka. 

Kecka.'  jjpHe  Stranger  is  gone,  there  is  fbme  difguft  amongft 
X them  3 For  {he  is  gone  fullen  to  bed  5 (he  would  not 
let  me  light  him  becaufe  I grumbled  at  her  for  difappointing  you. 

Mathias.  But  where’s  Fhilippo  ? 

Kecka.  He  ftayes } She’s  become  fuch  a Have  to  that  wretch, 
that  (he  liniles  or  frowns  upon  us  juft  as  he  commands  her  3 And  I 
know  file  has  difappointed  both  the  Stranger  and  you,  onely  to 
purfue  her  extravagant  paflion  with  that  Beaft. 

Mathias.  Thou  art  a kind  Girl,  and  I fhall  not  forget  it  3 pri- 
thee come  quickly  back  again. 

Kecka.  In  a minute  5 but  pray  be  quiet  and  filent  left  file  difcover 
us  5 You  mu  ft  find  the  way  to  my  Chamber  in  the  dark  5 for  I dare 
have  no  light  in’t,  left  file  fhould  be  angry  at  my  fiting  up  3 I’ll 
peep , and  as  foon  as  Fhilippo  goes  to  bed  I’ll  return. 

Mathias.  Make  hafte.  I’ll  not  to  bed  till  you  come. 

Kecka.  Her  fullennefs  has  gotten  me  an  opportunity  3 when  the 
Miftrifs  will  not,  the  Maid  is  handfome.  [ Exit  Kecka. 

Mathias.  Now  have  I a curious  Humour  to  rout  the  whole  Fa- 
mily, difappoint  Fhilippo , and  cozen  both  the  Maid  and  Miftrifs  3 
’Tis  but  ftealing  in  the  dark  to  Lncettas  bed,  and  furprizing  her  in 
her  froward  Humour,  where  fhe  lies  expecting  that  crooked 
Exit  Ma  R-°gue  5 £ut  then  Kecka  will  be  mad,  and  if  file  be,  there  are  other 
thias  in  bis  dayes  and  nights  to  cure  her  5 If  not,  ’tis  but  a Chamber-maids 
drawers  on - wrath}and  thofe  fires  of  ftraw  quickly  burn  out}  ’Tis  refolv’d  now, 
ij,  and  bis  if  I can  find  the  door  3 fo,  foftly , pufs,  foftly. 

'.oat, 

A C T.  V.  S C E N.  I X. 

• t ■ 

The  Scene  changes , and  difcover s a Chamber  and 
a Bed  in  it , in  which  Edwardo  lies . 

Edwardo . QHe  is  very  long  in  coming}  Some  nicity  now,  fbme 
O gentilenefs,  to  make  her  more  welcome  } Some  per- 
fum’d fmock  now,  or  finer  night  cloaths  then  ordinary  5 Thefe 
Women  are  right  City  Cooks,  and  ftay  to  garnifh  the  diih  while 
the  meat  be  cold  j I could  find  in  my  heart  to  fteal  out  of  the  bed 
and  fee  what  fhe  is  doing.  Heark,  the  door  opens. 


Enter  Mathias. 


Mathias.  If  fhe  be  awake,  I’ll  tell  her  boldly  who  it  is  y if  not, 
I’ll  furprize  her. 

Edwardo. 
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Edwardo.  Whift-,  who's  there  ? 

Mathias.  ’.Tis  I. 

Edwardo.  Come,  my  Dear. 

Mathias.  So  kind,  ilie  has  had  fome  inckling  of  my  defignes,--- — 

Where  are  you  ? 

Edwardo.  Here,  my  Heart.— — Mathias 

\_And  catches  hold  of  Mathias,  and  puls  him  into  the  Bed.  gropes  for  the 

Mathias.  You  can  counterfeit,  I fee. Bed. 

S’ Edwardo  kjjjes  him , and  they  both  ft  art  and  feel  each  others 
f faces  and  find  Beards^  Mathias/’m^x,  and  would  be  gone. 

Sometpck,  I find  it  3 thefe  Whores  have  laid  betwixt  them  to  af- 
ront  me. 

Edwardo.  How  now,  what  are  you  ? what  would  you  have  ? 

Mathias.  What  would  I have?  I believe  both  our  bufinefles 
here  may  be  guefied  without  a witch  } But  I ihall  be  reveng’d.  Mathias 

Edwardo.  Nay,  you  ftir  not,  Sir } I can  hold  a bearded  Venus  ^drives  with 
faft  as  you  5 This  is  fome  Theif}  what  ho,  Sanco , bring  fome  ^lm' 
lights  here. 

Mathias.  Light  Kecka , light  Syniora  } Thieves,  bring  lights. 

Edwardo.  Thief  or  no  Thief,  I’ll  have  one  bang  at  him  for 
my  kifs. 

Edwardo  Jlrihgs  him  , and  they  cuff  in  the  Bed  } Edwardo 
throws  him  down , there  they  cuff  and frnggle  upon  the  foore , 
and  are  both  bloody  , occafiond  by  little  fpunges  tyd  of  purpofe 
to  their  middle  fingers  in  the  palmes  of  their  hands.  The  noyfe 
is  heard  into  Philippo’s  Chamber , where  Lucetta,  Philippo, 
and  Sanco  are  undreffing  her  } they  open  the  curtain  win- 
dow and  lijlen  to  the  noyfe } Edwardo  and  Mathias  are 
cuffing  Still. 

Lucetta.  What  noyfe  is  that  in  my  Chamber  ? 

Sanco.  ’ Twas  the  Strangers  voice. 

Philippo.  And  Mathias^  or  l’rne  miftakcn. 

Mathias.  Dog,  Rogue,  wilt  thou  worry  me? 

Edwardo.  Hah ! Traytor } In  my  Bed  take  the  advantages  of  a 
naked  man  ? 

Lucetta.  ’Tis  their  voices,  I am  undone}  That  Whore  Kecka 
has  let  Mathias  in,  who  finding  the  Stranger  in  the  Bed,  I fear,  has 
murther’d  him } Run,  as  you  love  our  lives  fave  the  Stranger,  we 
are  all  loft  elfe,  confifcate  to  the  Law,  and  fham’d  for  ever  } This  is 
■a  juft  curfe  upon  your  covetous  mifchief. 

Philippo.  That  Whore  fhall  dearly  pay  for  it. 

Sanco.  Take  your  Sword  andfecondme,  ’tis  no  time  to  wafte 
in  talking}  If  Mathias  be  there,  you’re  fure  he’s  not  alone} 
take  your  fvvord,  that  we  may  be  able  to  force  him  to  reafon  } 

Pray  ftay  you  here,  that  nothing  be  laid  to  your  charge  whatever 
happens  } left  his  Rage  having  power  fhould  ad  fome  beftial  Re- 
venge upon  you. 

Lucetta.  Leave  talking  of  mifchiefs  that  may  be,  and  haften  to 
prevent  this  certain  ruine  that  threatens  us. 

Edwardo . Be  what  thou  wilt,  I’ll  make  thee  repent  this  vifit. 

B b b . Mathias , 
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Mathias.  What  a Devill  art  thou  that  ufeft  me  thus  > I neither 
know  thee,  nor  look'd  for  fuch  a Bed-fellow. 

Edwardo.  What  am  I ? A Gentleman  and  a Stranger  that  is  to.be 
abus’d,  rob’d,  and  jeer’d}  But  if  Ido  not  make  you  repent  your 
{hare  of  the  Villany,  I am  a Dog. 

Mathias.  Help,  Murther,  Murther  5 his  fift  lights  like  a hammer 
on  my  F ace  $ a black  mifchief  befall  that  damn’d  Kecka. 

Enter  Philippo  and  Sanco,  with  fwords  drawn  upon  them , 
and  lights  in  their  hands , and  cut  them  both. 

Philippo  rhilippo.  Kill  that  Rafcal}  Death, are  you  become  Matter  of  this 
purjnes  Ma-  houfe  > Cannot  the  Senior  a.  difpofe  of  her  time  and  perfbn  with- 

tb^rrbil  out  your  ^eave  * ^ *earn  y°u  to  come  when  you’re  fent  for. 

Sanco.  Save  your  felf  from  him  by  the  back  door,  and  follow 
me  j I’ll  convey  you  to  a friends  houfe,  and  immediately  bring 
your  clothes } and  as  foon  as  I can  inform  my  felf  of  this  mif- 
chief you  {hall  know  it  5 but,  by  my  life,  ’tis  a myftery  yet  to  all. 

Edwardo.  I’ll  not  ftir  a foot : Give  me  thy  {word,  I’ll  warrant 
I’ll  defend  the  Houfe  againft  them  all,  till  you  fetch  a fword  and 
fecond  me. 

Sanco.  No,  Sir,  I will  ferve  you  with  it,  but  not  quit  mine  j 
where’s  your  own  ? 

Edwardo.  Would  I had  but  a knife  to  cut  yonder  Rogues  throat 
with. 

Sanco.  You  know  not  the  Law  of  this  place , we  are  undone  if 
any  fuch  thing  {hould  happen  in  the  houfe  , For  the  Synioras  fake. 
Sir,  follow  me. 

Edwardo.  I will  not  ftir  a ftep  till  I am  reveng’d  on  you  all. 

Sanco.  Retire,  however,  and  preferve  your  felf  till  you  may  be 
reveng’d  5 You  {hall  find  both  the  Syniora  and  my  felf  will  joy  n 
with  you. 

Edwardo.  I’ll  follow  you  $ but  be  certain  the  day  fhall  not  furer 
rife,  then  I'll  find  my  Revenge.  [ Exeunt . 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  X. 

Enter  Lucetta,  and  Philippo. 

Lucetta.X  X 7 Hy  fo } Now  you  have  had  your  will,  and  I am  de- 
V V ftroy’d  j what  mifchief  made  this  encounter  ? 

Vhihppo.  I know  not,  but  I can  guefs  5 Where’s  Kecka  ? 
That  Quean  has  a finget  in  the  bufinels. 

Lucetta.  Well,  what  remains  to  remedy  this  ? 

rhilippo.  The  fame  remedy  will  cure  it  yet,  if  Sanco  obferves  his 
firft  Inftru&ions,  and  lofe  him  in  the  ftreet , the  Stranger  knows 
nothing,  neither  him,  nor  us,  nor  the  houfe. 

Lucetta.  But  if  he  {hould  come  to  know  who  we  are, what  then? 

Philippo.  When  that  accident  happens  we  mutt  think  of  a re- 
medy for  that  too  } In  the  mean  time  fend  for  Kecka , that  we  may 
inform  our  felves  what  is  paft.  Enter 


Part.  I. 


or,  The  //  anclerer. 


Enter  Sanco,  with  MathiasV  Srvord  and  Clothes, 

Lucet.  The  news,  Sanco  } where’s  the  ftranger  ? 

Sanco.  Where  I left  him,  at  the  turning  behind  the  Jefuites  j 

I but  he  is  in  fuch  a fury.  Fine  confident  he’l  hazard  a hundred  lives 
rather  then  fit  down  with  this  affront. 

Lucet.  ’Twas  well  he  got  not  a fword,  you  would  all  have  paid 
for  your  trick. 

Sanco.  And  I counfel  you  to  let  me  carry  him  his  clothes  and 
his  money*  this  morning  5 and  tell  him  ingenuoufly  the  whole 
truth}  then  you  may  make  friends  again  } for  I know  he  loves 
you,  there  is  nothing  loft  neither  by  it}  for  I dare  fay  he  would 
give  all  you  can  fteal  where  he  is  kindly  us’d. 

Phil.  What  haft  thou  there  ? 

Sanco.  Mathias  his  clothes,  I found  them  in  Kecka  s Chamber, 
who  has  confefs’d  all } you  {hall  have  the  ftory  within } Mathias 
and  fhe  {hould  have  been  merry  to  night,  but  with  no  ill  intention 
truly  } but  when  he  heard  the  ftranger  was  gone,  and  you  alone 
(which  you  told  Kecka  yourfelf,  and  gave  cruel  Mathias  occasi- 
on to  be  falfe  to  love  and  Kecka  from  whofe  bed  he  ftole  to  fur- 
prize  you  in  yours)  there  he  met  his  punifhinent  in  the  martial 
Maid,  who  with  a Beard  and  Buffets  quickly  laid  the  Knights  luft 
in  the  duft } the  jeft  will  afford  laughter  on  all  lides,  if  well  carri- 
ed } Mathias  can  blame  no  body  but  himfelf,  nor  the  ftranger  ac- 
cufe  any  thing  but  chance,  and  if  Mathias  that  was  beaten  can 
forget,  Sure  the  other  may  forgive  the  beating}  if  you’l  be  rul’d. 
I’ll  heal  all  tomorrow}  if  not,  fomewhat  worfe  will  follow. 

Lucet.  Where  is  that  damn’d  Kecka  ? dear  Sanco , as  thou  lov’ft 
me  turn  her  naked  out > fhe  fhall  not  Sleep  in  this  houfe,  falfe  beaft. 

Sanco.  Yes,  that  fhe  may  run  and  find  the  ftranger,  and  tell  him 
all  that  is  paft  } rather  {hut  her  up,  and  chain  her  } left  fhe  break 
loofe  and  difeover  us  before  we  reconcile  the  bufinefs. 

Philip.  Sanco  has  Reafon  } fhut  her  up,  and  put  out  the  light } 
left  that  difeover  us  in  the  ftrect  when  the  rogue  makes  a noife  } 
come  retire,  and  leave  the  care  of  him  to  me. 

Lucet.  No,  I am  of  Sanco  s opinion,  to  fend  him  his  clothes  and 
money  again,  and  invite  him  and  Mathias  both  to  dinner,  and 
make  a perfeft  peace  } the  jeft  will  be  good  too  when  they  fhall 
both  fee  ’twas  accident } lb  we  fhall  avoid  both  the  fcandal  of  luch 
an  action,  and  the  danger  of  their  revenge. 

Philip.  I am  not  of  your  mind,  I apprehend  no  fuch  danger  5 
if  he  be  angry  it  will  be  fofgot  ere  he  can  exprefs  himfelf  to  be 
understood  } if  not,  I can  digeft  my  part  with  this  Cordial}  Nor 
can  T repent  an  action  that  carries  ready  money  with  it  •,  and  when 
will  his  friendlhipbe  worth  a thoufand  Ryals  of  Plate  apiece  to 
each  of  us  ? if  he  frowns,  we  have  as  good  Arguments  againft  his 
anger  as  he  has  for  it } a fword  and  an  arm  } I know  no  other  } yet 
ifyou  approve  it  we’l  out  of  Town,  for  a day  or  two,  and  be  gone 
before  day  to  avoid  fufpition  : you  and  Sanco  Shall  walk  to  the 

B b b 2 Bridge, 
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Bridge,  and  I’ll  meet  you  with  a Coach  5 then  we  may  pretend  we 
were  our  of  Town  when  this  hapned  5 wed  take  Mathias  with  us 
and  ftop  all  mouths  5 come, pray  be  rul’d } here’s  fix  hundred  Argu- 
ments in  Gold  of  our  fide}we’l  fee  the  Efcurial  in  our  walk,  and  be 
merry  a moneth  upon  the  jeft  } and  is  not  that  better  then  fpoil  a 
good  bufinefs  with  a little  fneaking  repentance  ? 

Lncet.  Before  that  moneth  I hope  to  fee  you  depos’d  from  that 
Tyrannick  power  over  my  heart,  which  makes  you  command  thus 
abfolute  5 I obey,  but  if  my  fears  prove  true  you  will  dearly  pay 
for  it. 

« Philip.  1, 1 3 letmefuffer,  be  you  rul’d  3 and  leave  the  reft  to 
me.  [ Exeunt  Philippo  and  Lucetta. 

Sanco.  I am  not  forry  to  hear  they  have  abandon’d  the  thought 
of  reftitution  5 my  fhare,  I’me  fure,  will  be  leaft  in  the  danger, 
though  it  be  equal  in  the  fpoil}  for  I can  run  away  and  prepare 
my  felfformy  great  defign  with  this  ready  money,  and  the  power- 
ful powder : I will  enter  Sanco0  that  muft  go  forth  a Prince. 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  XI. 

Enter  Edwardo  in  his  Drawers , he  whijlles  and  lifiens. 

Edw. T May  whiftle  and  whiftle,  but  the  Dog  will  not  come  } ’tis 
X dark  and  late,few  people  ftirring  in  the  ftreet  5 the  villain  is 
gone,  and  has  left  and  loft  me  on  purpofe  } what  courfe  to  fteer  I 
know  not,  either  to  find  mine  own  lodging  or  theirs}  her  name 
too  is  jumbled  out  of  my  head  } hell  and  mifchief  go  with  it } now 
had  I as  live  go  to  the  Gallows  as  return  home } the  rogues  will 
fo  rejoyce  and  triumph  over  me  when  they  hear  of  this  mifchief  5 
their  jefts  will  fting  worfe  then  a Dog-whip  } what  a day  and  a 
night  has  this  been?,  twice  drunk,  twice  couzen’d,  and  twice  bea- 
ten } mifchiefs  by  couples  5 I fhall  give  a fine  account  of  my  tra- 
vels 5 a few  of  thefe  uunatural  days  will  make  the  journey  feem  te- 
dious} what  an  afswas  I to  believe  fuchawoman,  fo  cloth ’d,  fo 
nobly  lodg’d,  and  richly  furnifh’d,  could  be  maintain’d  or  had  for 
nothing  ! Puppey,  blind  wilful  Puppey  } dull,  vain  Als,  to  believe 
fhe  could  fall  in  love  with  me  at  firft  fight } no,  I am  an  Als,  ’tis.vi- 
fible } (he  read  the  fool  in  my  face,  the  EJfex  Calf } for  what  grace  in- 
deed, beauty  or  vertue,  can  I plead,  then  this  face  which  I can 
fuffer  becaufe  I am  acquainted  with  it } dull  Afs,  to  be  flatter’d 
into  a mifchief  when  I was  fober  too  ! I could  pull  my  (elf  by-  my 
long  ears,  which,  methinks,  I fee  by  ftar-light  they  are  fo  vifible, 
there  is  nothing  to  redeem  fuch  a folly,  but  a home,  full  revenge 
without  mercy,  upon  the  whole  neft  of  them.  What  lights  come 
P n there  ? I muft  hide  my  felf  fome  where,  elfe  the  people  in  the  ftreet 

lJedro  Car. Pa^  t^e“'  ^me  with  1Tle- More  ftrokes  of  fortune  yet ! A 

Johan.3  their  Pox  of  the  Whore  5 will  (he  expofe  me  to  their  mirth  too  ? where 
jervants  with ihall I hide  me?  I’ll  get  upon  this  ftall,  and  lye  as  if  I flept.  I 

lights.  Pedro.  See  here’s  fome  Lover  lleeping  in  Frefco,  after  his  Serra- 

nadj  what  was  the  bufinels.  Carlo , at  Lucetta  s,  this  night  ? 

Edw. 
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or,  Ihe  Wanderer . 


Edw.  Lncetta , Lncetta , that’s  the  damn’d  name.  (Speaks  foftly.) 

Job.  Some  quarrel  amongft  her  Amorofo’s  3 one  leap’d  the  window 
in  his  drawers. 

Edwardo.  That’s  fome  comfort  yet  3 I went  out  at  the 
Door.  ( Afide  foftly.) 

Carlo.  That  Pbilippo  will  undo  her  3 He  is  ftill  playing  the  Bravo 
amongft  her  Lovers  3 I wonder  what  ihe  fees  In  that  Beaft  to  love 
him  for  ? 

Pedro.  Shee’sabeaft  her  felf , falie  and  proud  3 Nothing  but 
Pikeroons , and  falihood  amongft  them  5 There’s  that  Sanco , a 
Bloody  infamous  Villain  3 and  while  ihe  admits  him  , No 
man  of  Honour,  that  loves  his  Throat,  will  fleep  under  her 
roof.  [Exeunt  omnes  but  Edwardo. 

Edw.  Lncetta , Pbilippo  3 Thole  are  they  againft  a world  3 That 
Sanco  too  is  the  Squire  that  loft  me.  But  if  my  revenge  finde  not 
him  and  them  too  let  them  laugh  at  the  dull  Englifh  man  5 ha  ! The 
light  again 3 I’ll  ftep  off,  e’re  I am  difcover’d,  and  take  Sandtuary  in 


Enter  Don  Pedro,  and  his  Company , making  themfelves 
merry  with  Mathias  in  his  Drawers . 

Pedro. TOt  know  him  ? 

Math  ]^\|  No,  faith  3 nor  underftand  him  fcarce 3 I’me  fure,  he  is  a 
ltranger,  one  that  fupp’d  there. 

Johan.  What  laid  Lncetta  ? was  ihe  of  the  Plot } 

Math.  No,  nor  none  of  them  knew  of  my  being  in  the  houfe^ 
nor  was  he  lels  amaz’d  then  I $ ’twas  in  the  dark  j For  I went  in 
Knavery,  without  a light,  tofurprize  her,  who,  I thought, had  been 
alone  in  her  bed  5 We  kifs’d,  and  hug’d  each  other,  till  our  Beards 
difcover’d  5 but  afterwards,  you  may  fee  by  my  face  how  he  fet  up 
mine. 

Carlo.  Where  are  your  Clothes  ? 

Math.  I was  even  glad  to  leave  them  behind  me,  and  efcape  fo  3 
Hee’s  naked  too.  I law  him  ftalk  before  me , like  a Ghoft  in  the 
Ihade  ^ you  muft  needs  have  met  him. 

Pedro.  We  did  fo,  He  was  got  upon  a ftall  5 Do  you  not  remem- 
ber, Itold  you  there  lay  a Lover  in  Frefco^  ’Tis  one  of  Thomafo's 
crew  upon  my  life,  let’s  walk  3 if  we  find  him,  weed  laugh  him  into 
aFeaver. 

Math.  Gentlemen,  you  may  laugh  , but  believe  it,  I cannot  3 
would  I were  in  my  own  Bed,  I would  not  quit  it  for  any  {hee’s  in 
Madrid.  Now  do  I fmell  a Ballad  to  morrow  in  the  Prado  , of  the 
two  Bearded  Lovers,  killing  like  the  Divel  and  the  Colliar  in  a 
Ladies  Bed  3 If  I be  not  reveng’d  I (hall  pine  in  my  mind. 

Carlo.  You  cannot  be  reveng’d  on  her3  ’tis  clear,  fhee’s  Innocent  3 
indeed  Sanco  and  Pbilippo  Ihould  be  well  ftroak’d  with  Cudgels  3 


fome  great  mans  Portico. 


[Exit  Edwardo. 
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and  larded  with  ponyards , to  refrefh  the  Rogues  memories,  and 
. teach  them  their  duties  towards  Gentlemen. 

Math.  The'  Dog  made  me  leap  out  at  a Window } Elfe  I am  con- 
fident he  had  kil’d  me  5 he  gave  me  thefe Three  hurts  e’re  I could 
pafs. 

Tedro.  What  a Rogue  ’twas  to  ftrike  a naked  man  ! come  let’s 
try  if  we  can  find  your  Enemy.  Give  us  but  the  fatisfa&ion  of  that 
mirth,  and  wee’ll  all  joyn  in  your  Revenge. 

Johan . There  is  time  and  ways  enough  for  a Revenge,  for  thofe 
Rafcals  have  more  Enemies  then  thou  haft  friends.  The  Galleys 
and  the  Gallows  are  their  Common  difeafe,and  all  unnatural  deaths 
their  natural  Ends.  • [Exeunt  omnes. 
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Dramatis  Ter [on <e. 


Don  Pedro  , A Noble  Spaniard  , and  late  Commander  in  the 
Spanifh  Army. 


A lean  Don , ^ 

Another  Don,s  Officers  of  the  Army, 

An  Italian.  3 ‘ 

Three  French  Gentlemen. 

A Prince  of  Poland. 

A Flanders  Merchant. 

Don  Mathias , One  of  Lucettd s maintained, 

Stephano , His  Friend.  * 

Lopus , The  Mountebank. 

Scarramucha , His  Man. 

Thomafo,  The  Wanderer.  An  Englifh  Cavaleer,  who  had  ferv’d  in 
the  Spanifh  Army. 

Edwardo0  ? Englifh  Gen tlemen,  his  Friends,  late  Commanders 
Ferdinando ,S  in  that  Army. 

Harrigo , A fober  Englifh  Gentleman,  attending  the  Englifh  Em- 
. bafladour. 

Cornelius , A Captain  of  the  Spanifh  Army. 

Thilippo.  Paramour  to  Lncetta. . 

Sancho , Her  Bravo. 

Diego , Servant  to  Don  Pedroy 
Rogeroj  Servant  to  Harrigo. 

Two  Bravo’s  of  Angelica's. 

Porter  to  the  Englifh  Embaffadour. 

Sernlina,  A beauteous  Virgin,  Sifter  of  Don  Pedro. 

Angelica  Biancay  A beautiful  Curtezan,  Miftrifs  to  the  flain  Spanifh 
General. 

Annay  Her  Bawd.  r • ... 

Lucettay  A famous  Curtefan. 

Vaulina  l ^wo  Curtezans  of  the  firftrank. 

Celia , Wife  to  the  Mountebank.  „ •„ 

Helena , An  old  decayed  Curtezan, that  hopes  to  be  reftored  to  15. 

by  the  Mountebanks  Art. 

Cali  s.  Waiting-woman  to  Serulina. 

Kecl{ay  Servant  to  Lucetta. 

Guardian  to  the  two  Monfters.  (Thefe  laft  onely  mentioned.) 
Servants  to  Don  Pedro. 

Spectators  (Men  and  Women)  for  the  Mountebank. 


Friends. 
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Enter  Thomafo,  Ferdinando  and  Cornelio.  Thomafo 
is  not  drefs' dj  be  buttons  him  as  he  talkj. 

Corn.  7 Ou  rife  late,  methinks ! 

ihorn.  At  Feafts  men  fit  long,  and  the  Rogue 
made  me  a kind  one  j ihe  bound  me  in  her  bed, 
K where  we  fokifs’d  and  talk’d  over  the  ftoriesof 
pafs’d  love.  Shefwore  ’twas  not  day  till  the 
proceffion  was  pafs’d. 

Ferd.  ’Tis  a kind  and  a buckfome  Girle  j but  I am  for  her  Sifter 
who  has  promis’d  me  we  (hall  be  merry  at  night  > but  what  will 
your  Angelica  fay  when  fhe  fhall  hear  you  lay  here  } 

Thom.  Say,  as  much  as  I do  when  I hear  Don  Pedro  lay  there , 
why,  doft  thou  think  I’ll  be  ty’d  to  one  Wench,  Ferdinando  .«*  No, 
I am  for  a herd  of  Whores,  or  one  honeft  woman  > while  I am 
an  out-lying  Deer , have  at  any  mans  Corn  5 impale  me  and 
take  me. 

Corn.  What  do  you  relblve  this  morning  ? 

Thom.  Why,  I muft  find  Harrigo , I have  fome  bufinefs  with 

him. 

Ferd.  And  I am  for  thatvifit  I told  you  of, 

Thom . And  pray.  Captain,  follicit  your  Taylor  not  to  fail  of  my 
clothes  to  morrow  3 you  know  Saint  Cicilia  is  my  Saint,  and  we 
muft  keep  her  fcaft  to  morrow  > and  then,  Ferdinando , you  fhall  fee 
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I'll  change  iny  Garb,  and  ftep,  when  I come  forth  Don  Thomafo. 

Corn.  And  Don  Cornelio  leap  into  Monfieur  Con , with  long  Hofe, 
and  a ihort  Coat,  and  after  they  have  been  feen  here,  fometime 
avvay  5 and  become  an  honour  to  the  Regiment  in  Portugal. 

Ferd.  What/tis  a bargain  then  I fee,  Coat  and  all  > 

Thom.  All,  for  the  new  Buff-coat  and  old  kindnefs  fake,  upon 
the  condition  he  wears  it  at  Saint  Cicilia’s  feaft  } and  therefore 
hafte  your  ffitcher  that  I may  get  my  felf  fheath’d  in  Don  5 Come, 
Harrigo  expefts  us  at  home.  [ Exit  Cornelia. 

How  now,  the  news  ? we  were  coming  to  you.  [ Enter  Harrigo. 

Har.  Have  you  heard  nothing  this  morning  ? 

Thom.  No, 'what  is’t? 

Har.  Nothing  of  news } " * 

Thorn.  Nothing,  what  is  it  ? fome  roguery  I fee  by  his  eyes. 

Har.  Such  mirth,  if  you  can  laugh  at  the  affliction  of  a friend. 

Thorn.  Who  ? Edwardo , upon  my  life , beaten , robb’d  and 
thrown  out  at  a Window  ! 

Har.  Not  altogether  fo  ill } but  beaten  he  is  and  robb’d,  turn’d 
out  of  doors  naked,  at  mid-night  ^ h’asloft  fix  hundred  crowns  in 
gold,  befidesa  Watch,  Rings  and  Seals  j the  Guard  brought  him 
to  our  houfe,  to  fee  who  knew  him  3 ’twas  fuch  a fight  to  fee  him 
come  in  torn  and  bloody  5 and  yet  no  man  durft  pity  him,  or  laugh 
at  him } he  ftorms  yet,  and  will  not  endure  a Queftion  he  ftruck 
the  Porter  for  asking  him  who  abus’d  him*  . 

Thom.  I am  fick  till  I fee  him  5 let’s  away,  and  ftudy  as  we  go 
home  to  abufe  him  5 the  Rogue  has  been  fo  wantonly  bred  in  per- 
petual plenty,  youfhall  fee  how  fhittenly  heft  look  without  money 
in  his  Purfe,  and  how  fneakingly  he’l  borrow,  and  how  fcurvily 
he’l  ask  a curtefie. 

Ferd.  He  was  never  out  of  his  depth  before  5 you  fhall  fee  him 
plunge  and  ftrugglelike  a young  fwimmer  to  get  of  the  puddle  5 
twas  well  I took  the  reft  of  our  money  from  him  laft  night. 

Thom.  He  fhall  bite  upon  the  Bridle,  'twill  make  him  hear  reafon 
the  fooner  hereafter  5 my  Bills  are  as.good  as  his  now:,  he  (hall  want 
nothing,  but  I’me  refolv’d  I will  not  offer  him  a Ryall  > I’ll  have 
the  pleafure  of  afting  his  part  a while  5 not  one  of  thefe  black 
Dogs  fhall  ftir  out  of  the  Kennel  before  he  whiftle  j you  know, 
Fcrdinando , I prophefi’d  this  laft  night. 

Ferd.  Prithee,  let’s  find  him  ere  he  has  time  to  get  to  bed  } for 
the  fight  will  be  half  the  jeft,  and  I long  to  fee  him  juft  as  the  Wench 
has  dreft  him  for  a Comedy  } where  is  he  now  ? 

Har.  Gone  home  in  a chair.  j 'Exeunt. 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Edwardo  with  a Sword  and  Belt , and  meets  Harrigo 
and  Fcrdinando. 


Ferd.  r""1  Drvardo0  how  now  ! bloody,  not  wounded  I hope. 

I i Edw.  for  the  blood,  I’mefure’tis  none  of  mine  j and  I 

have 
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I have  the  fatisfa&ion  of  beating  my  Bed-fellow  beyond  a Jeft, 
what  ere  he  meant  by  his  vifit  5 And  I had  burft  my  Gall  when  I 
found  my  felfcouzen’d,  had  it  not  been  for  the  vent  my  Rage  took 
by  difcharging  my  Heart  upon  him,  who  muft  needs  be  as  full  of 
wonder  to  find  his  Ears  beaten  with  Englifh  and  blows  5 for  the 
Devil  a word  of  Spanifh  could  I get  out. 

Ferdin.  Can  you  not  remember  their  Names  yet  ? 

Edvvardo.  No,  that’s  my  trouble  now. 

Harrigo.  You’ll  be  quickly  out  of  that  pain  5 when  Cornelio 
comes  he  can  inform  you. 

Edrvardo.C orneliojN here  is  he?Let  me  but  once  know  where  they 
.are,  and  I am  content  to  fuffer  your  fevered:  Jefts  till  I am  reveng’d. 

Ferdi.  He’ll  not  be  long  abfent,  he’s  onely  gone  to  the  Taylors 
for  Thomafos  Spanifh  Habit } there’s  a truck  betwixt  them  two 
for  Thomafo  s lac’d  fute  5 that’s  it  makes  the  Captain  fo  diligent. 

Harrigo.  But  was  the  Drab  fo  eloquent, fuch  a fine  flattering  De- 
vil } unmerciful  Whore,  to  bring  a Lover  within  an  inch  of  her 
mirth  , and  then  to  beat  and  rob  him  not  onely  of  his  money,  but 
his  Gufto  too  ! A young  longing  Lover,  that  would  onely 
have  tafted  of  her  Milk , what  a jadifh  Cowes  trick  was  that  to 
kick  down  the  pail  ? 

Ferdi.  Pith,  a Miftrifs  is  nothing  to  him  j he’ll  have  a pair  of 
new  ones  the  firft  Mafs : Ned  has  nets  and  catches  the  Covey  ^ were 
it  you  or  I that  flie  at  (ingle  Women,  whofe  Cupid  makes  not  above 
one  flight  in  an  Age,  and  to  find  her  falfe  to  Love,  ’twerefad^  But 
for  Ned^  he  onely  walks  the  Street,  fhewstheman,  and  the  Town 
is  his  own  ^ The  German  piper  was  never  more  followed  then  he, 
when  he  will  apply  himfelf. 

Edvvardo.  This,  and  more,  I expe&ed;  Alafs,  Fm/,  where  wilt 
thou  find  a wit  that  is  not  mortal  ? All  that  are  A dive  muft  be 
fubjed  to'thefe  calamities  3 Yet  I had  rather  venture  where  thefe 
ftorms  threaten,  then  wear  out  my  dayes  dully  in  fome  Widows 
dock  at  home  ^ When  I mils  my  voyage  I’me  as  happy  as  either  of 
you  j one  of  us  Gamefters  may  win  a Fortune  : But  Fred , that 
dares  not  hazard,  but  onely  fpends  himfelf  in  ftakes,  is  onely  fome 
Plant,  fome  Tree  ^ and  I had  as  live  be  a ftone  or  Tree,  as  know 
the  height  of  my  Fortune  : See  who  comes  here  5 Don  Thomafo , by  1 0 

this  light,  rais’d  by  virtue  of  a Taylor,  without  a Circle,  Sieve,  or 
Sheares  , Now  would  not  I play  that  part  naked  as  l am  , I had 
rather  be  Tege  in  my  Drawers  ftill,  then  fuch  a hide-bound  Don. 

Ferdi.  Do  you  hear?  Is  there  any  priviledge  due  to  this  habit 
for  Strangers  that  will  wear  it  ? Can  you  be  admitted  into  an 
Hofpitall  above  three  nights  with  thefe  clothes  ? Elfe , if  you 
Cannot  have  two  penny  loaves  for  a penny,  to  wear  it , By  my 
troth,  I would  not  be  committed  to  fuch  a Prilbn  as  that  Doublet 
and  Collar,  thole  fhooes  too,  with  the  toes  longer  then  the  loles  5 
I would  wear  the  ftocks  as  loon,  and  I think  fit  as  eafie  in  them. 

Edxvardo.  Is  it  far  more  juftifiable,  Fredj  to  ones  F riends  to  be 
thus  ateafe  againft  a mans  will  ? This  Liberty  of  Wafte-coat  and! 

Drawers  in  the  dog-dayes  $ Is  it  not  better  then  to  purchafe  thy 
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Penance  calmelyto  be  crowded,  and  fluff’d  by  a Taylor  into  a 
Doublet  and  Hofe,  and  look  like  a bag  of  Bayes  full  of  fools  flefh? 
’Twas  beaten  into  this  Frefco , ’tis  true  } But  when  you  find  me 
leaping  windows  voluntarily,  you  may  laugh  at  me. 

ihomafo.  For  your  part,  Ned , I’ll  allow  you  not  onely  to  diflike 
the  Fafhion,  but  the  Nation  too.  They’re  twigsof  thofe  Rods 
that  jerk’d  you  fo  lately:,  and  the  Jeft  flings  (fill  fo  much,  that  I dare 
fay  , thou  wilt  not  endure  the  fight,  nor  found,  of  Don  this 
moneth.  Alafs,  ’tis  ordinary  ^ We  fee  Children  that  have  been 
frighted  with  a Cat  in  the  cradle  hate  the  poor  Beaft  for  ever  ^ 
And  ’tis  to  be  hop’d  , you  may  come  to  hate  a whore  too  in  time  5 
by  that  a Fardingale  has  us’d  you  as  ill  as  a man  in  a great  belly ’d 
Doublet  has  done  : But  for  thee,  Fred , thy  diflike  is  as  Tanntch^  as 
his  fear  who  dy’d  the  next  day  at  the  fight  of  a paft  danger  $ So 
thou  trembleft  at  what’s  to  come,  and  apprehend’d:  being  couzen'd 
and  beaten  to  night : You  know  where  you  are  to  go  5 take  heed, 
it  comes  with  a fear,  efpecially  with  a Countrey-gentlemans  fear  5 
Your  Ejfex  man  in  Madrid , their  prophetick  Phantafies  make 
their  Dreams  Vifions  ftill. 

Harrigo . How  came  you  both  to  fuffer  me  in  the  habit  ? I am  an 
Englifh-man  too  .*  How  came  you  to  comply  with  my  Breeches? 

Edwardo.  Had  we  feen  your  Metamorphofis,  as  we  do  his,  we 
{hould  have  ftarted  at  that  too  5 What  Friend  can  fee  Circe's  cup 
given  to  another  ? ’Tis  an  Affliction  VlyJJes  cannot  bear  , to  hear 
his  Friend  grunt  out  of  a GotiUio. 

ihomafo . Fetch  the  black  box  with  the  Perriwigs,  and  let  us 
not  lofe  our  time,  although  the  Gentlemen  do  their  cenfure. 

Harrigo.  Prithee  make  hafte,  for  ’tis  late  5 and  the  Church  will 
be  fo  full  we  fhall  get  no  place  at  the  Mufick. 

’Ihomafo.  Pray,  will  you  perfwade  Edvpardo  to  go. 

Ferdi.  Whither  , to  Church  ? Take  him  in  a Church  again 
till  he  be  carried  thither  by  Torch-light,  and  I am  deceiv’d. 

Enter  Cornelio,  looks  on  Edwardo  and  laughs. 

Edvpardo.  Do  you  hear.  Captain  ? laugh  your  laugh  and  away  5 
for  it  has  been  a jeft  too  much  handled  ^ What  will  you  give  for 
my  Clothes  inftevd  of ’Ihomafo’ s , and  be  bound  to  fetch ’em. 

Cornelio.  Why  that’s  not  fo  impofiible  as  you  believe  5 what  will 
you  take  for  my  lofles  laft  night  ? Be  at  a word  now. 

Edvpardo.  Why , I’ll  take  a good  Revenge  and  a fudden  one, 
if  you  will  but  tell  me  who  has  abus’d  me. 

Cornelio.  I know  the  woman  and  the  man  you  follow’d  out  of 
the  Church  yefterday  ^ and  if  you’ll  walk.  I’ll  fhew  you  their 
Door. 

Ihomafo.  Yes,  and  the  very  window  you  were  thrown  out  at  5 
he  can,  Ned  5 Con  can  do  this  without  conjuring  ^ See  Don  Ihoma- 
fo play  fuch  a trick,  and  then  I’ll  fubferibe  to  Monfieur  Edward.  *i 

Edvpardo.  Captain  , prithee  let  thee  and  I talk  ferioufly  : 
Doft  thou  know  their  Names  ? They  are  damn’d  hard  ones  $ I 

have 
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have  heard  fome  like  them  in  a Comedy. 

Cornelio.  Her  Man  is  called  Sanco , and  her  Name  Lucetta  5 is  it 
not  fo  ? 

3 drear  do.  Yes,  by  thefe  Bones  3 Luc.  Luc.  Luc . 

Ferdi.  How  now,  what  doft  thou  look  for  ? 

Edwardo.  My  black-lead  j but  now  I think  on’t  tis  now  in  my 
Breeches  3 Prithee  lend  me  thine.  Luc.  Luc.  Sanco , Sanco  3 the 
ftreet,  good  Captain,  the  ftreet  again.  He  mites 

Cornelio.  By  the  Jefuits.  their  Names, 

Edreardo.  One  Queftion  more,  and  I have  done  3 Cannot  your 
Taylor  cut  a pair  of  Chriftian  Breeches  as  well  as  a Catholick 
Doublet  ? l’de  fain  venture  one  fute  more  in  this  unchriftian 
Countrey.  Thus  would  they  ufe  the  Defender  of the  Faith  were  he 
here. 

Cornelio.  Yes,  yes,  he’ll  fit  you  in  both  kinds. 

Edreardo.  Farewel , Noble  Gentlemen  3 you  may  hear  News 
from  Dametas.  Exit  Ed- 

Cornelio.  Give  me  the  box.  111  put  the  Perriwigs  in  order  5 Iswardo,  and 
not  the  fute  well  made  ? hr^t 

Ferdi.  Your  bargain  was  better  that  got  his  other.  b'x  Qj-  pfr 

Cornelio.  What  a Devil  have  we  here  ? Thefe  Perriwigs  belong 
to  the  Tyring-houfe  3 they  are  all  as  black  as  the  Devil  is  in  a 
Comedy. 

ihomaf.  Harr,  and  Ferdin.  How  ! Black  ? 

Ferdi.  How  came  this  miftake  ? 

Thomafo . That  dull  Rogue,  Pogio  s man,  a pox  upon  his  welch 
memory. 

Ferdi.  Is’t  poffible  he  could  miftake  thus  ? Why  then  there  is 
three  Crowns  caft  away  3 I alwayes  told  you,  you  might  cut  him 
as  often  as  you  would  of  the  fimples , you  could  never  cure  him  3 
Who  is  that  he  fpeaks  of? 

Thomafo.  Even  your  Brothers  wile  man,  a Munmoth  Witch  3 
William  ap  Merlin  ap  Roger  , a tame  Country-man  of  yours,  that 
lives  as  innocently  as  Ale  and  fool  can  keep  them  3 If  there  were  1 
no  more  Charity  then  Profit  in’t , a man  would  keep  a Cough  of 
the  Lungs , rather  then  be  troubled  with  fuch  a fool. 

Ferdi.  There’s  a couple  of  them,  a Richard  and  a William  3 They 
have  been  at  the  Apes  Academy  thefe  fix  moneths  to  breed  them 
fine  Gentlemen  3 and  yet  there’s  a Coblersdog  in  a Doublet,  that 
lives  in  a cellar  in  the  louvre,  has  out-revel’d  them  both,  and  pafles 
for  a finer  Gentleman. 

Thomafo.  Thefe  are  thole  Perriwigs  my  Boy  befpoke  for  your 
Brother,  who  will  be  as  far  to  leek  with  my  white  ones  as  I 
fhall  be  with  his  black. 

Ferdi.  The  miftake  is  plain,  but  what’s  the  remedy? 

Thomajo.  *Tis  eafie  to  wonder  5 But  I would  fain  fee  all  this 
College  of  wits  now,  to  preferibea  cure  5 Shew  all  your  craft  now, 
to  make  a black  Perriwig  white. 

Harrigo.  In  this  extremity  the  bufinefs  maybe  eafier  reconcil’d, 
and  you  come  forth  a compleat  Don  3 ’tis  but  dying  your  Beard 

and 
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and  Eye-brows  black,  and  a little  mouth  glew-to  your  whilkers, 
and  the  bufinefs  is  done. 

Thom.  Tis  but  a but,  But  where’s  this  means  for  this  But,  other 
then  walk  the  ftreets  like  a Magpy  5 elfe  I am  not  fo  in  love  with 
white  hair  but  1 can  fleep  in  a black  beard. 

Ferd.  By  this  hand  do  , and  wee’ll  fay  ’tis  your  brother  come 
from  Salamanca^  till  you  get  a white  one. 

Cornel.  Keep  but  your  own  Counfel , and  no  man  can  betray 
you  5 let  not  Don  Edvoardo  know  it  till  you  have  faluted  him  in 
Spanifti  5 you  may  be  refolv’d  by  him  whether  your  difguife  be 
perfed,  or  no. 

Harr.  If  you  refolve.  I’ll  fetch  you  the  Water  5 Our  old  Secre- 
tary has  of  it  $ ’tis  that  he  ufeth  daily  to  his  Beard,  and  you  fee  it 
keeps  him  as  Black  as  a Raven. 

Thom.  Never  doubt  my  refolution:,  Prithee  fetch  the  watery  filly 
Rogue,  to  put  up  the  Box  without  looking  into  it j My  firft  vifit 
fhall  be,  to  try  whether  the  Angellica  will  know  me  3 But  we  muft 
be  all  Secret,  and  ferious,  till  the  Jeft  be  over.  [Exeunt, 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Saretta,  Paulina,  and  Cornelio. 

Paul.  T See  them  follow  us. 

Cornel.  Jj  We  have  fuch  a Revenge  upon  Edwardo  ^ he  knew  no- 
thing, neither  the  perfons,  nor  the  place, till  I told  him , But  then  he 
flew  like  lightning  to  his  Revenge. 

Saret.  Why,  who  was  it  ? I am  her  Friend  for  ever  for  it. 

Cornel.  I guefs’d  right , ’twas  Lucetta , and  her  two  Bravo's. 

Paul.  Lucetta  .<?  would  (he  be  guilty  of  fuch  an  Adion  ? {he  had  a 
better  Reputation  in  the  world  3 1 wonder  {he  is  fo  foolifti  as  to  ex- 
pofe  her  lelf  to  the  power  of  a ftranger  that  can  fly  the  country 
when  he  has  done  her  an  affront  ? Befides,  ftiee’s  in  danger  of  the 
Juftice,  and  the  Law- 

Saret.  The  Law  ? She  has  fmall  friends  y’faith , if  he  get  Juftice 
againft  her  5 1 would  it  had  been  his  Friend  Thomafo , fo  I had  an- 
fwer’d  the  throwing  of  him  out  at  Window,  and  he, has • good 
luck  if  he  Efcape , for  hee’ll  deferve  it  richly  $ where  are  they 
now  } 

Cornel.  I left  them  upon  a defign  to  vifit  the  Calatravos , ’tis  Saint 
Cecilias  Eve^  Thomafo  is  full  of  Money. 

Paul.  I am  glad  to  hear  it,  a rich  Lover  makes  his  Miftrefs  finile  3 
Captain,  Farewell,  wee’ll  to  the  Church.  \_ Exeunt  Omnes . 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  IV. 

* * \ 

Enter  Thomafo,  Harrigo,  and  Ferdinando. 

Harrigo.  \ S you  Love  mirth.  Gentlemen,  be  fecret,  till  lome 
J ' 'Btcover  him  5 fay  only,  tis  his  Brother  Don  Ja - 

como. 
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co mo , newly  arrived  from  Salamanca,  that  we  may  be  all  found  in 
one  Tale. 

Ferd.  Content , at  the  Church  we  (hall  meet  acquaintance. 

Thom.  Wee’ll  onely  pals,  and  fo  to  the  Angellica' s,  and  try  if  fhe 
can  know  me^  fee  who  comes  here.  [ Enter  Saretta  and  Paulina. 

Harr.  I know  not,  pray  be  ferious  all,  and  carry  it  gravely:,  See, 
now  they  open  5 fo,  now  we  (hall  know  them. 

Ferd.  ’Tis  the  two  Sifters. 

Harr.  You  have  reafon,  let  them  pafs,  fee  what  they  will  do. 

Paul.  There’s  Don  Harr/go, and  the  other  Englilhman,  your  new 
Amorofo. 

Saret.  ’Tis  fo}  but  who’s  the  third  ? ’tis  a handfome  Man  and  a 
ftranger,  but  none  of  their  Nation,  his  Meen  is  too  grave. 

Paul.  Some  Merchant , I believe , to  whom  they  are  recom- 
mended. 

Har.  That  Eye  has  a Fellow^  Why  hid, Ladies  ? would  you  play 
the  fpy  upon  your  Friends  ?'  What  is  it  you  are  Curious  to  dift 
cover  ? 

Saret.  That  ftranger,  what  is  he  ? 

Harr.  A Servant  of  yours,  if  you  pleafe  5 a brother  of  Don  Tho - 
mafos  that  arrived  laft  night  from  Salamanca. 

Sarr.  A brother  of  his?  The  Hen  had  feveral  Cocks,  fure  5 This 
looks  as  if  he  were  worth  a Womans  kindnels  ’tis  a proper  man, 
would  he  were  lefs  a kin  to  that  wild  humor. 

Harr.  This  is  a man  of  another  Temper  $ but  we  hope  to  abufe 
him  out  of  it  } Thomafo  fwears  hee’s  a Maid  ftill. 

Paul.  A maid  ! fo  is  his  brother, ’tis  a proper  black  fellow  5 and  I 
dare  fay  ’lias  as  much  pride  as  Thomafo  has  good  nature  , This  looks 
as  if  he  would  be  Courted  before  a woman  had  the  honour  of  his 
Converfation  5 where’s  my  Friend  ? fee,  he  Eyes  us. 

Saret.  Your  Friend  has  more  wit  then  to  appear  when  his  bro- 
ther is  in  place,  for  fear  of  being  defpifed}  ’Twas  the  firft  modeft 
a&ion  I e’re  faw  in  him  5 This  letting  him  walk  alone  5 has  this  as 
ready  a tongue  as  t’other  ? 

Harr.  Come  , I’ll  bring  you  acquainted.  Don  Jago , Here  are 
Ladies,  Friends  of  mine,  defire  the  Honour  of  your  acquain- 
tance. 

Thom.  ’Tis  an  honour.  Sir,  to  me,  and  fuch  as  a ftranger  ought 
to  be  proud  of:  efpecially  fuch  private  perfons  as  we  Students, 
that  are  not  onely  barren  of  Defert,  but  fruftrate  of  Occalion  how 
to  merit  the  moft  diminutive  favours  of  fo  fair  a Lady. 

Saret.  Sir,  I have  had  the  happinels  to  know  your  brother  by 
my  lifters  Friendfhip  with  him } and  though  we  Quarrel  lomctimes, 
that  fhall  not  hinder  your  well-come  to  me,  when  your  leifure  will 
beftow  a Vilit  upon  your  Servant. 

Thom.  Truly,  Madam,  he  has  much  more  to  do  in  the  world 
then  I pretend  to  , that  has  any  bufinefs  beyond  receiving  the  ho- 
nour of  fuch  converfation  5 And  therefore  you  are  to  Expeft  a 
fudden  trouble,  by  the  importunity  of  your  Have,  being  confcious 
to  my  felf  my  company  may  be  troublelbme , Elfe  I fhould  be 

more 
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mole  Ambitious  to  have  the  honour  to  be  efteemed  your  Creature^ 
For  yours  are  the  fir  ft  Eyes  that  ever  yet  had  power  to  pierce  my 
heart  5 and  without  vanity  let  me  fay,  your  beauty  is  the  firft  that 
ever  threw  chains  upon  your  Jago. 

Paul.  ’Tis  a fool,  a formal  Afs,  he  talks  like  a Mountebank,  di- 
minutive honour.  Glorious , Happinefs , ambitious  of  Friendflup. 
Chains,  and  Flames , and  Slaves  j Sweet  Lady,  fure  you  cannot  be 
fo  weak  as  to  believe  he  has  wit  and  means  this  for  one  of  our  Trade, 
at  firft  fight  too  ? Pox  on  him,  hee’s  either  an  Afs,  or  thinks  us  fo  5 
this  is  but  a la  Parakito. 

Saret.  Thou  art  fo  vers’d  in  Rallery  and  Rayling,  from  thy  Lo- 
vers tongue , Thou  canft  not  favour  any  handfome  ferious  reply  $ 
thou  wilt  come  to  talk  baudy , drink  and  fwear  too,  in  time.  If 
Huff  Cap  and  Ale  were  but  a little  more  Domeftick  here. 

Harr.  No  more  of  this,  now  5 wee’ll  come  and  fee  you  at  home, 
and  fatisfie  all  your  Doubts. 

Saret.  Your  Servant,  Sir.  [Exeunt  Saretta  and  Paulina. 

Ferd.  Here’s  mirth,  beyond  expectation. 

Harr.  I would  drive  this  Jeft  to  the  bedfide,  e’re  (he  knew  it. 

Thom.  To  the  bedfide,H<*//>  I,  behind  the  bed,and  upon  the  bed, 
in  the  Bed, or  againft  the  wall : if  I do  not  nail  this  Jeft  to  her  Belly, 
let  a Beadle  fcratch  me  with  a Dog-whip. 

Ferd.  Fy,  two  Sifters  ? 

Thom.  I,  Ten,  if  the  Litter  be  kind  and  handfome,  good  Coun- 
trey Confcience  $ What  Advantage  do  I get  by  turnwgCatholick l, 
if  a Saint  cannot  forgive  fuch  a fin  ? You  think  a man  gets  his  own 
Children  in  this  hot  Countrey,  as  they  do  in  Ejjex  5 Thou  art  an 
A(s  , There's  not  Juch  a thing  as  two  Sijlers  by  Fathers  and  Mothers 
l ide , on  this  fide  the  Hills. 

Harr.  I’ll  leave  you  to  purfue  your  Fortune  , for  I am  refolv’d  to 
have  no  hand  in’t  more  then  the  Jeft  5 {hee’s  too  much  my  Friend 
to  betray  her. 

Ferd.  I’ll  go  and  fee  how  hee’ll  look , when  (he  difcovers  him  5 
for  ’tis  not  poflible,when  we  are  near , and  Converfe,  but  (he  muft 
find  him. 

Thom.  Well,  I ’me  refolv’d  to  hunt  the  mifchief  till  (he  finds  her 
Errour^  there’s  Revenge, as  well  as  Love  in  the  pleafure. 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  Angellica,  Don  Pedro,  and  Anna,  with  a 
Bravo,  and  the  Money. 

Ow  I find  Don  Pedro  Loves  me,  when  hee’ll  give  this 
J_\l  Idol  of  the  World  for  my  Friendlhip^  And  you  (hall 
find  me.  Sir,  as  kind  as  you  are  bountiful,  and  your  Arms  out-vie 
her  that  fighs  moft  for  Love. 

Pedro.  ’Tis  many  Moneths  fince  I offer’d  you  my  Service, 
without  limit  5 and  that  which  I took  ill , was , you  doubted 
my  complying  with  fuch  a poor  Summe,  which  now  has  o- 

, pen’d 


Hi 


Part.  1 1. 


or,  The  Wanderer . 


[I  pen’d  your  door , where  Don  Fedro  was  fhut  out. 

Ang.  That’s  a Quarrel  all  your  Sex  has  againft  us, though  mod  un- 

ireafonable}  Thomafo  urg’d  it  yederday}  and  he  upbraided  me  with 
felling  of  ourfelves.  Tis  truth,  and  the  fame  Anfwer  fervesyou 
■ both , when  either  of  you  fet  a price  upon  your  felves  5 If  I have  a 
l|  mind  to  you  I’ll  pay  it,  and  purchafeyou  5 Ours  were  a fine  trade, 
fc  if  we  kept  fhop,and  gave  our  Wares  for  Love } would  it  turn  to  ac- 
\ count,  think  you , to  drefs  and  hire  this  Houfe , and  venture  our 
Bodies,  and  Souls,  to  receive  all  that  would  enter  ? Try  the  Trade 
I lome  one  of  you. 

Fedro.  I urg’d  not  that,  as  a difpleafure,  that  took  any  Root, 
only  an  unkindnefs , which  is  blown  over  5 though  I wonder  to 
hear  you  are  a Lover,  the  Infenfible  being  as  vulgar , as  the  fair 
i Angelhca. 

Angel.  ’Tis  but  the  wonder  of  a Day  } A heart  I have.  Sir,  like 
other  Women  too,  though  no  man  had  wit  to  find  the  way  to  win 
I it  } He  is  dearer  to  me  then  all  the  Earth  befides  } and  if  you  love 
me  you  will  not  hate  him,  you  cannot  embrace  me  fingle , My  bred 
is  full  of  Thomafo  } ’tis  his,and  Loves  Ned. 

Fedro.  Can  I give  you  a greater  Argument  of  my  Love  then  this 
| patience,  while  you  prefer  my  Enemy  and  my  Rival  before  me,and 
avow  it  to  my  face  ? 

Angel.  Can  you  be  an  Enemy  to  my  Friend,  and  Love  me?  No, 

I Sir,  he  that  loves  me  loves  and  hates  as  I do}  My  Friend  will  pro- 
teft  me,  and  revenge  my  wrongs}  ’Tis  not  the  purchafe  of  my  bed 
that  tells  me  you  love  } that’s  your  pleafure  } Mine  is  to  fee  you 
fmile  when  I fmile,  and  embrace  what  I embrace  } and  I know  there 
has  pafs’d  nothing  between  you  and  Thomafo  but  what  may  with 
honour  enough  be  forgotten  } as  if  you  were  the  fird  that  love  and 
anger  had  blinded  5 what  is  there  fo  ordinary  as  to  find  thofe  Paffi- 
ons  throw  friends  upon  the  fwords  of  Friends  ? 

Fedro.  I confefs  as  much  } and  when  the  heat  was  over  my  Rea- 
fon  did  not  condemn  him } ’twas  accidentall,  and  his  back  was  to- 
ward me,  and  we  were  both  angry  e’re  we  knew  with  whom  } He 
has  been  fince  at  my  houfe  } but  I was  not  at  home.  ( One  knocks.') 

Angel.  See,  Anna , who  knocks. 

Anna.  ’Tis  a dranger,  I know  him  not}  he  inquires  for  Don 
Thomafo. 

Angel.  Call  him  in.  Would  you  fpeak  with  Don  Thomafo,  Enter  Tho- 
Sir  ? mafb  in  bit 

Thom.  Yes,  Lady,  from  a Brother  of  his.  Spanijhhabi  1 

Angel.  A Brother  of  his  ? — ’Tis  he,  I know  him  — Well,  and 
what  bufinefshave  you  to  difpatch  ,from  that  Brother  of  his  that 
might  not  have  been  done  in  Gray  as  well  as  Black  ? Good  Don, 
let’s  know  the  reafon  of  this  Difguife  } have  you  any  guilt,  that  you 
mourn  for  ? 

Thom.  None } but  fince  I am  difcover’d  give  me  leave,  fird,  to 
falute  this  Gentleman,  and  then  you  fhall  know  the  Caufe.  Sir , I 
know  Don  Fedro  has  too  much  Honour  to  doubt  it  in  his  Servant, 
who  if  he  were  a Stranger  would  not  make  this  Apology } But 
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brace. 

She  kiffes 
Van  Pedro: 
and  then 
Thomafo. 
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having  had  the  honour  to  be  known  to  you  formerly,  I venture 
upon  the  fcore  of  a Gentleman  and  a Souldier  that  once  was  com- 
manded by  you  5 to  whom  ’tis  known,  I left  neither  thefervice,  nor 
the  Country  with  blufhes  $ which  will  be  enough,  I hope,  to  pre- 
vail with  you  to  forget  the  accident  of  yefterday,  in  which  I am 
only  guilty  of  having  fo  late  call’d  to  mind  a perfon  whom  1 11  fo 
much  honour  as  I (hall  ever  do  Don  Pedro. 

Pedro.  Sir , you  have  prevented  me  by  your  dilguife  3 elfe  I 
had  been  earlier  in  the  confeffion  of  my  fault  3 but  your  difguife, 
today,  muft  plead  for  me,  as  mine  begot  our  miftake  yefterday  3 
and  Don  Thomafo  may  be  fecure  nothing  but  miftakes  can  beget 
an  unkindnefs  from  me  , who  have  the  fame  ready  heart  to 
ferve  him. 

Angel.  Embrace  then — fo  5 now  I am  happy 3 and  this  is  kind- 
er, and  far  more  welcome  to  me  then  all  the  price  you  can  give — - 
That  is  yours,  you  bought  it 3 this  is  mine,  I have  paid  for  it  5 I am 
yours,  and  this  is  my  Miftrefs  j and  now  our  hearts  are  free  from 
fear  or  anger  } for  wonder  fake,  unriddle,  why  this  dilguife  ? fome 
roguery,  upon  my  life. 

Thom.  No,  in  earned:  i a meer  chance  : you  know,  yefterday 
I refolv’d  to  put  my  felf  into  the  habit  of  the  place,  and  this  morn- 
ing when  I was  drefs’d  and  call’d  for  my  Perriwigs,  there  was  none 
but  black  ones  in  the  Box  5 my  man  miftook  when  we  parted  at 
Paris  0 and  put  up  my  Comrades  Box  for  mine;  and  to  make  the 
chance  a jeft,  Harrigo  dy’d  my  Eye-brows  and  Beard,  as  you  fee  5 
and  our  chief  Plot  was  to  try  if  you  could  find  it  out. 

Angel.  And  doth  Don  Harrigo,  or  my  friend,  think,  ’tis  colours 
or  habit  can  hide  a Lover  from  a Lovers  eye;  ? No,  Thomafo , nei- 
ther the  Hawk,  nor  Hound  have  any  fenfe  quicker  or  more  fagaci- 
ous,  then  a Lover  3 there’s  too  much  of  the  heart  pierceth  with 
every  look  to  be  deceiv’d  by  fhadows. 

Thom.  Yeti  have  pafs’d  this  jeft  upon  one  whofe  wit  and  ma- 
lice is  as  great  and  curious  as  your  Love}  her  hate  too  as  full  of 
poyfon  as  your  kindnefs  can  be  of  honey  5 yet  fhe  has  been  de- 
ceiv’d 5 and  fhe  that  defpis’d  me  when  I was  white  dotes  upon 
this  ftiadow ; and  takes  me  for  my  Brother,  whom  I hourly  expert 
from  Salamanca 3 yefterday  I was  a fool,  a better  kind  of  Bravo  on- 
ly, neither  wit  nor  perfon  to  deferve  from  any  ferious  woman  3 
but,  to  day,  all  the  graces  and  excellencies  of  our  fex  fearce  ex- 
prefs  her  character } fhe  invited  me  to  dinner,  but  I fent  my  excufe  3 
elfe  I could,  this  day,  have  had  that  offer’d  gratis  that  would  not 
be  purchas’d  before. 

Angel.  And  why  did  you  refufe  her  ? Fie,  a cruel  Knight  deny 
a Lady  that  fighs  for  you  ! efpecially  when  filch  a jeft  may  be 
follow’d.  • ' v . I 

Thom.  Do  you  ask  why  I refus’d  her  ? is  not  the  Angellica  rea- 
fon  enough  ? thinks  my  Love,  I would  quit  my  place  hereto  deep 
in  any  fecond  bofom  ? no.  I’ll  buy  no  jefts  at  that  rate  as  well  as  I 
love  a piece  of  knavery.  r.  , ..  .> 

P edro . W ho  is  t that  is  fallen  into  this  fnare  ? 
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‘Thom.  The  Saretta , a humourfome  Merchant  as  any  Trades, 
one  that  has  wit  and  beauty  enough  to  anfwer  all  his  bills. 

Pedro.  I know  her,  ’tis  a friend  of  yours  5 fhe’l  grow  lean  when 
{he  hears  your  Picture  is  down  $ (he  hop'd  no  man  would  purchafe 
your  friendihip  at  the  rate  propos’d. 

Angel . I know  (he  hates  me  for  praifing  her  Sifter,  who  has  much 
the  better  nature  and  the  fweeter  voycej  I like  Paulinas  humour, 

’tis  gay  and  ingenuous,  you  may  read  a real  heart  in  her  eyes  } 
there  is  woman  in  her  afpeft,  her  very  locks  are  foft  and  kind,  yet 
a Girle  of  a fprightly  Meen,  and  graceful  in  every  motion  $ ’tis 
pleafure  to  converfe  with  fuch  a humour  } I could  love  her  before  a 
hundred  of. her  Sifter  } and  I am  relolv’d,  this  bufinefs  (hall  not  dye 
thus  if  I have  power. 

Thom.  1, 1 5 hereafter  we’l  think  on’t  when  ’twill  be  a cheaper 
jeft,  that’s  a work  will  be  done  in  an  afternoon  as  well  as  in  a 
night. 

Angel.  I fwear  you  dine  not  here  to  day,  as  well  as  I love  you } 

I’ll  ftarve  the  Boy,  or  watch  him  tame,  or  delay  love  till  he  grow 
defperate,  rather  then  lofe  the  fport  of  this  jeft.  Let  me  alone  to 
have  it  fung  in  the  Cachery  } the  two  Forefters  abus’d  the  two 
wits  of  Madrid  with  a Perriwig  i ’tis  refolv’d , no  reply  > but 
away  to  your  bufinefs,  and  I’ll  teach  you  how  to  ftrike  two  Birds 
with  one  ftone  } follow  your  defign  with  Saretta , and  oblige  Don 
Pedro , in  giving  him  your  day  here,  and  I’ll  give  Saretta  mine}  be 
but  kind  when  you  are  here,  I ask  no  more}  till  night,  we’l  expert 
the  fuccefs. 

Thom.  Well,  ’tis  refolv’d  } and  the  willinglier,  becaufe  one  of 
the  T ribe  has  abus’d  my  Comrade } and  if  I fucceed,  her  ftory  (hall 
accompany  Edwardo  in  the  Prado. 

An  gal.  Edwardo  s ftory  ! what  is’t,  any  new  accident? 

ihom.  Have  you  not  heard  how  he  was  beaten  and  robb’d,  and 
turn’d  out  at  mid-night  by  he  knows  not  whom  ? 

Pedro.  ’T was  laft  night  neer  the  Jefuitcs } I pafs’d  by  when  it  was 
done  > Don  Mathias  was  beaten  too  and  thrown  out  at  a W indow  } 
he’s  out  of  his  Wits  to  now  who  did  it } ’twas  in  the  Lucettas  ■ 

Houfc. 

Thom.  I know  not  Don  Mathias  his  part } but,  Edwardo , no  thief 
taken  and  whipp’d  had  more  {hame,  or  worfe  ufage » but  if  fhe 
pafl’es  clearly  with  it  I am  deceiv’d  in  ray  man  } fhe  might  have  had 
his  heart  for  a kils. 

Angel.  Fye, ’twas  bafe  and  ugly,  but  not  ftrange  amongft  thefe 
Mulotto’ss  and  left  you  believe  allourTribe  fuch,  feehere’smy 
Argument  to  buy  your  faith  of  me,  when  I lay  I love, — If  you  love  She  gives 
me  you  will  not  refufe  it,  and  with  it  buy  thy  pleafure  } follow  thy  ^im  tbe  m0m 
Capricha  with  any  woman  in  Madrid.  nP  fe“ 

Thom.  I {hall  not  blufh  to  receive  any  favour  your  kindnefs  r0&ave 
gives}  ’tis  the  vain  and  the  milerable  that  make  benefits  heavy, 
and  (laves  the  generous  mind  more  then  want } benefits  when  they 
are  done  with  Bon  mine } ’tis  a pleafure  to  become  a debtor  to  fuch 
a nature  when  they  fhower  upon  us.  Fair  and  kind,  farewel  } and 
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if  Love  can  pay  my  debts,  I am  certain  I’ll  owe  no  fcore  amongft 
women  } and  fince  you  will  have  it  fo,  let  this  Spanifh  wit  look 
to  her  felf } if  I do  not  lay  the  jeft  upon  her  belly,  let  her  lay  a cud- 
gel upon  my  back.  Sir,  I am  your  fervant,  and  hope  to  find  fome 
time  more  feafonable  to  tell  you  fo.  Farewel , be  kind  to  the 
kind  5 and  ’tis  but  juft  to  love  where  you  a Lover  finde. 

[ Exit  Thomafo. 

Angel.  You  are  fad,  I hate  a melancholy  Lover  5 one  that  muft 
be  kifs’d  ftill  out  of  his  trance,  elfe  he’l  neither  pipe  nor  dance. 

Fedro.  No , I was  only  admiring  what  I fee  and  hear  5 and 
wonder,  why  I could  not  mafter  my  nature  as  well  as  you  5 this 
jhon/afo  loves  as  much  as  I,  with  his  (word  he  purchas’d  you  and 
for  your  converfation  negle&s  both  the  fortune  and  beauty  of  one 
that  is  not  to  be  defpis’d  5 and  for  your  paffion,  I have  the  fame 
Arguments  to  conclude  it  that  I would  ufe  to  prove  mine  own  ; 
for  I fee  you  pay  the  fame  rate  for  friendlhip  5 yet  you  two  can 
both  tame  your  hearts  fo,  that  they  calmly  confent  to  let  each 
other  give  and  take  the  fruits  of  Love } as  if  his  Tree  on  the  Com- 
mon grew,  enclos’d  by  no  vows. 

Angel.  So  he  doth  not  marry  and  impale  the  Tree,  let  him 
give  the  friut  to  any  (he  5 Me  he  will  not  marry,  nor  (hall  not  if  he 
would  5 becaufe  I love  him  he  (hall  not  for  my  lake  be  guilty  of  any 
adtion  he  may  blulh  for  j nor  will  I ftand  the  curfe  of  a chafte  bed, 
wbofe  robb’d  Iheets,  when  holy  vows  have  ty’d  him,  wound  as 
fure  and  fatal  as  lightning. 

Fedro.  Why  thus  fevere  to  your  felf?  I warrant  he  may  marry 
you,  and  with  honour  and  profit  enough  forget  pafs’d  faults. 

Angel.  No,  Sir  } though  honour  be  that  I think  not  of,  becaufe 
the  cuftom  of  the  world  has  plac’d  it  beyond  our  power  5 yet  I 
can  prize  it  in  others,  and  defpife  that  man  that  wants  it.  Rind- 
nefs  and  faith  to  my  Lover,  good  nature  and  charity  are  the  height 
of  our  ambition  5 and  ’tis  one  comfort,  that  heaven  is  eafier  fatisfi’d 
then  men  } who  think  this  fault  of  ours  a gallantry  in  them,  a fin 
fo  light  they  ling  and  dance  under  it  all  their  days  5 a fin  fo  tam’d 
by  cuftom  that  few  or  none  hide  it,  as  if  honour  had  no  pretence 
below  a mans  Girdle } lb  his  heart  be  right  all  is  gallant  5 chafte  men 
ridiculous,  neither  believ’d , efteem’d  or  trufted  by  either  fex, 
fcarce  held  of  honour  if  once  branded  with  that  ftain  ’5  Nay,  the 
contrary,  bothfexes  admires  him  who  has  the  potent’ft  arms,  and 
gives  the  frequent’d:  and  mortal’ft  wounds  in  Venus  wars  5 while 
women  are  fo  (lav’d  with  cuftom,  that  vertue,  parts,  nor  fortune 
can  heal  the  wound  in  us,  though  Nature,  Love  and  Kindnefs  give 
it  3 for  which,  but  that  I know  we  (hall  have  other  judges  of  that 
well  natur’d  (in  , and  never  a man  of  you  all  be  of  the  jury,  I 
would  eat  bran  ere  any  he  that  breathes  in  breeches  (hould  come 
between  my  iheets. 

Fedro.  This  quarrel  would  foon  be  reconcil'd,  could  you  prevail 
with  your  own  fex  to  a reconciliation , 'tis  the  women, not  the  men 
defpife  } they  cry,  Fye,  and  frown,  el(e  we  could  digeftit , for  i 
obferve  your  fevereft  women  that  crie  whore  moft,  are  the  like- 
lied  Timber  to  cut  a Cuckold  in.  Angel. 
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Angel.  Nay,  on  my  confcience,  the  diftemblers  of  our  fex  are 
more  then  the  publick  Whores,  both  for  weight  and  number  5 but 
I that  will  not  excufe  your  partial  Idolatry  of  yours  felves. 

Pedro.  Our  guilt  is  not  fo  general,  we  like  and  enjoy  fomeone  j 
I you  like  nor  refufe  none  that}  will  buy  j which  truth  I would  not 
L urge  but  for  Arguments  fake. 

Angel.  You  muft  then  confefs,  ’tis  not  vertue  but  nature  makes 
you  lefs  guilty  then  women  } for  could  you  ad  as  often  as  we  can 
I fufter,  few  of  you  would  refrain  for  the  fin  fake  } this  I believe,  be- 
caufe  you  all  boaft  not  only  how  many  women  you  have  known, 
j but  how  often  too  and  left  the  fin  fhould  want  its  weight  to  be 
I currant  amonglt  you  you  will  give  him  grains  of  oaths,  and  belye 
: the  number.  What  partial  folly  then  is  that  governs  the  minds 
of  men  and  what  fools  are  women  to  fubmit  to  their  Lunacy?  I 
prize  my  felf  as  high  for  having  enjoy’d  a gallant  man,as  you  would 
do  for  having  won  his  fword,  or  a gallant  womans  heart  5 defpis’d 
becaufe  enjoy’d  by  others ! tell  me,  to  morrow,  if  you  find  any 
paths  or  fteps  upon  my  body  where  former  Lovers  trod,  or  any 
print  of  pafs’d  kifies  cleaving  to  their  lips  ^ if  you  can  mifs  thole 
Graces,  thofe  Roles  they  gather’d,  and  find  not  as  frefti  and  full 
handfulls  for  you  to  reap,  as  if  he  or  they  had  not  found  their 
harveft.  [Exit. 

Pedro.  Yet  ’tis  the  opinion,  fuch  credit  gives  love  more  reputa- 
tion then  women  and  thofe  bills  the  oftner  drawn,  and  the  oft- 
ner  paid,  make  a woman  a better  Merchant  then  a Lover.  [Exit. 


ACT.  II.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Serulina  and  Calis. 

SerHl.y^jOt  find  him  ? * 

< Cal.  No, Madam  5 yet  I cametwice  juft  as  he  went  out, 

I have  hunted  him  both  by  the  eye  and  queftion  through  the  T own, 
and  cannot  meet  him. 

Serai.  Were  you  at  the  Angellicas  ? I hear  my  Brother  has  fent 
a thoufand  crowns  5 1 hope  he  will  be  fo  bufie  with  his  new  purchafe 
he’l  have  no  leifire  to  think  upon  an  old  quarrel  $ elfe  this  delay- 
may  be  fatal. 

Cal.  I was  there,  and  faw  Don  Pedro  at  the  Window,  and  a Bro- 
ther of  Don  ihatnafos  come  out  while  I was  there  , I knew  him  not 
till  he  was  pad. 

Send.  His  Brother  ? which,  he  that  was  at  Salamanca  ? 

Cal.  The  lame,  he  came  laft  night  to  Town  I faw  him  fince 
with  Don  Harrigo  j ’tis  a proper  black  man  } and  has  as  much  of  the 
Don  as  the  other  has  of  theMonfieurf,  I left  him  here  hard  by,  un- 
der the  Portico. 

Serul.  Tis  ftrange  he  Ihould  be  thus  long  in  Town  and  neither 
come  nor  fend ; an  injury  from  him  would  work  more  upon  me 

j::  . then 
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Har.  kpockj.  then  all  the  Arguments  his  Enemies  can  urge.— — See  who 
knocks. 

Calls.  *Tis  Don  Harrigo. 

Seru.  -What  can  his  bufinefs  be?  Some  Mefiage  from Thontafe  $ 
I’ll  Teem  as  unconcern’d  as  he  has  been  negligent. 

Enter  Harrigo  and  Ferdinando. 

Harrigo.  This  is  the  Houfe,  and  there  is  the  Lady. 

Ferdi.  What  a dog  ’tis  to  follow  fuch  carrion  upon  every 
dung-hill,  and  leave  fuch  Manna  here  ? 

Harrigo.  Farewell } and  tell  him  lince  he  refolves  to  be  lerious. 
I’ll  ferve  him  faithfully,  and  I hope  fuccesfully. 

Sent.  Don  Harrigo , you  are  welcome  as  any  man  can  be  that 
from  a familiar  friend  have  made  your  felf  a ftranger  5 Since 
'DonThotnaJ'o  went  I have  onely  feen  you  as  the  feafons  change  $ 
.How  came  you  to  exceed  in  your  favours?  ’Tis  not  yet  the  fall 
of  the  leaf  5 And  I remember  you  did  me  this  Honour  the  laft 
Spring. 

Hrfr.Faith,Madam,*tis  not  for  want  of  Relpect  or  Affettion  that 
I pay  my  vifits  fo  feldom  here } ’Tis  a time  that  makes  all  our  Nati- 
on fneak  and  hide  themfelves , There  is  a National  guilt  that  beats 
our  Hearts,  we  are  out  of  countenance  as  we  walk  the  ftreets  j 
The  Ages  crime  hangs  upon  us } ’tis  not  enough  that  I know  my 
felf  honeft,  unlefs  I could  make  that  knowledge  general  } All 
can  fay,  there  goes  an  Englifli-man,  though  but  few  know  what 
part  he  plaid. 

Sent.  This  is  a noble  fence  to  you,  but  I meant  not  to  beget 
your  trouble,  ’twas  onely  a kind  quarrel  for  your  long  abfence, 
which  has  not  paid  all  that  truft  your  friend  repos’d  in  you. 

Harrigo.  And  I am  now  to  beg  your  pardon,  not  onely  for  my 
felf,  but  a fervantof  yours  3 who  dares  not  appear  till  he  has  made 
his  way  by  this  excfife. 

Sent.  My  fervant,  and  you  mediate  for  him  ? What  will  your 
' Friend  fay  when  he  hears  it  ? But  pray  who  can  this  fervant  be 
that  fends  before  ? 

Harrigo.  ’Tis  Don  Alphonjo,  Madam. 

Sent.  You  are  merry  5 but  when  I fend  you  Cloves  from 
his  Wedding,  they  will  not  fmell  fo  fweet  as  thofe  you  expe&ed 
from  Don  Thomafo  $ But  I would  gladly  know  where  Don  Alphon- 
fo  gave  you  this  Commiflion. 

Harrigo.  I had  it.  Madam,  from  Don  John  $ who  told  me  your 
Brother  and  he  had  a private  meeting  this  morning  at  the  Capu- 
chins 5 where  they  refolved  your  Weddiug  (hould  be  fuddain, 
and  by  your  confent, having  declar’d  you  had  no  fuch  intentions  for 
my  Friend. 

AficU  Sent.  I will  know  the  depth  of  this  j :Tis  fome  new  defign 

to  difguft  Thon/ajo. Why  truly,  Don  Harrigo,  my  Brother,  and 

my  Friends,  have  given  many  Reafons  fit  to  be  confider’d  ere  I 
make  my  felf  a Have  to  a ftranger  j One,  that  befides  his  ruin’d 

Fortune, 
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Fortune,  Can  (in  the  time  of  his  pretention,  after  five  years  ab- 
fence  ) fall  in  Love  with  every  face  he  fees,  and  fight  for  a whore 
again!!  my  Brother  } One  that  has  had  three  Quarrels,  three  Bal- 
lads, and  twenty  Miftriffes  in  the  Praclo , ere  he  could  find  leifure 
to  pay  one  vifit  to  me  3 If  I were  that  foolife  Lover  he  believes, 

I fee  how  fit  for  pity  and  fcorn  his  Heart  would  leave  me. 

Harrigo.  Madam , I am  afeam’d  to  hear  this  } Nor  can  any 
ingenuous  Nature  deny  what  you  have  urg’d  } and  I (hall  be  loath 
to  deftroy  your  Faith  of  thofe  Truths  I come  to  deliver,  by  going 
about  to  juftifie  him,though  he  be  my  Friend  5 Onely  I will  confi- 
dently fay,  when  you  {hall  know  how  accidentally  he  came  en- 
gag’d in  all  that  hashapned  to  beget  the  difcourfe  of  the  Town, 
you  will  fay, It  has  been  a day  of  Chances}  at  which  you  will  laugh 
your  fhare,  and  not  condemn  his  part  5 Efpecially  your  Ladifhip 
being  fo  well  acquainted  with  his  humour,  which  cannot  be  out 
at  a Jeft}But  I am  confident  his  ferious  thoughts  and  higheft  value, 
are  confin’d  to  the  happinefs  you  have  promis’d  him  in  your 
Friendfhip  } Though  the  Condition  that  Fortune  has  now  thrown 
him  in,fincehis  Princes  troubles,makes  him  not  fo  confident  to  ap- 
pear before  you , till  I had  ventur’d  to  lay  lomething  in  his  de- 
fence } Which,  if  you  pleafe  to  retire,  I fhall  deliver  } and  I hope, 
with  more  fuccefs  then  his  fears  expedt. 

Serulina.  I feould  be  ferry  to  find  my  felf  fo  far  concern’d  in 
your  Friend,  as  to  be  very  angry  with  any  Arrives  of  his  j No,  ' 
Sir,  you  will  find  ’tis  all  Thomafo  can  do  to  find  me,  when  he  fhall 
feek  Serulina  } And  I hope  you  are  too  noble  a Gentleman,  either 
to  wife  or  believe  I fhall  leek  him.11 

Harrigo.  He  fcarce  hopes  to  find  fuch  a Virtue  in  your  Sex ; 
Yet  allow  him  as  ill  as  your  fears,  or  his  Enemies  would  prelent  5 
I will  prove  you  are  as  far  out  of  the  way  of  being  happy  with 
Alphonfo,  as  with  my  Friend  with  all  his  faults}  Nor  is  Alphonfo 
chaffer  or  confidenter  then  he,  onely  duller  and  more  niggard, 
one  that  fears  hisflefe  more,  and  loves  his  money  better  then  Tho- 
mafo } which  are  the  hedges  that  keeps  him  in}’tis  neither  Love  nor 
Honour  that  binds  him  3 only  his  Craft  can  diilemble  better  to  gain 
his  own  ends,the  fair  Serulina  and  her  Dowry  $ Befides,  the  Beauty 
of  herperfon,  and  Honour  of  her  Family,  are  Bleffings  any  man 
would  diilemble  to  purchafe. 

Serulina.  Yet  he  can  pretend  a Portion , for  he  can  make  a 
Joynture  as  honourable  as  my  Dowry,  And  though  he  benotfo 
fine  a Gentleman  as  your  friend, yet  he  may  be  as  good  a Hufband  3 
he  can  keep  a Wife  too,  he  has  a fortune  will  make  her  livefplen- 
didly  like  her  felf  3 and  diferetion  bids  us  confider  thofe  real  goods, 
and  not  dote  upon  flowers  5 and  give  me  a Hufband  that  can  feed 
and  cloath  me  as  well  as  hug  me.  What  Jewels  will  Don  7 homo- 
Ji>prefent  his  Wife  with  ? thofe  of  his  eyes  and  heart  } and  hang 
his  Arms  in  ftead  of  Pearl  about  her  neck  ? or  in  her  ears  fine 
V erfes  in  ftead  of  Pendants  ? fuppofe  this  yet}  ’tis  a flout  man  whole 
fvyord  can  defend  his  Wife  from  cold}  and  although  Don  ihoma- 
y^switbe  better  then  Alphonfo  s , yet  his  bond  is  worth  twenty 
Colonels.  * Bar* 
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Serul.  walks  Har.  Faith,  Madam,  finceyou  are  in  a good  humour.  I’ll  argue 
to  and  again  ^js  £afe  with  you. 

UP0H  tI}e  Serul.  Thefe  Arguments  you  urg’d,  Sir,  are  hazards  which  the 
follows  virtuous  mind  muft  arm  and  refolve  againft. 
for  andfajs.  Har • 1 doubt  not,  Madam,  but  you  have  virtue  enough  to  di- 

geft  the  worft  of  thefe  their  homely  pleafures,  which  reach  only  to 
the  body  } but  *tis  fin  to  confent  to  Have  the  mind  5 for  how  will 
(he  rejoy ce  or  exercife  her  nobler  faculties  when  that  comes  in 
queftion  5 all  that  have  ingenuity  muft  fubfcribe  } wherein  can 
the  foul  bufie  her  felf  in  the  Country  } but  in  ftudying  of  Simples, 
and  preparing  Medecines  for  nafty  Surgery  ? and  perhaps , kill 
more  by  errour  and  miftake,  then  your  charity  can  expiate  } then 
to  fuffer  the  affli&ion  of  fuch  grounded  ignorance,  fuch  refolute 
folly,  fuch  natural  dullnefs  as  moft  Country-families  are  haunted 
with. 

Serul.  Yet  'tis  fweet  being  in  the  Country  with  all  this  5 and 
when  I marry  it  (hall  be  to  become  a Wife,  not  a Slave,  Don 
Harrigo . 

Har.  That’s  refolv’d  as  I could  wifti  $ and  for  the  Country, ’tis 
no  queftion  but  ’tis  as  fweet  as  Lavander  or  Rofe-mary  can  make 
it  5 but  I think  the  Orange  and  Jeflamine  in  a bottle,  and  the 
Trees  all  the  year  in  your  houfe  at  Madrid , as  fweet  as  thofe  in  the  , 
hedges. 

Serul.  I,  but  to  walk  and  gather  thefe  flowers,  is  there  no  plea- 
fure  in  that  ? 

Har.  When?  by  Moon-fhine?  I am  fure  you  dare  not  meet 
Signior  Sol  abroad,  unlefs  you’l  come  home,  like  Rofe-cakes  from 
a Still,  bak’d  and  fweating  } which  though  your  dew  be  fweet  (as 
common  civility  will  make  us  allow  that)  yet  ’tis  troublefome  and 
a new  fight  to  meet  L.idies  abroad,  when  the  dogs  cry  as  they  pals 
the  ftreets,  when  to  walk  in  your  Court  but  two  turns  is  evi- 
dence for  chaftity,  and  out-does  the  old  Law  Ordeal : ’Tis  enough 
for  your  Alphonfo  and  his  Indian  breeding  to  endure  fuch  ftabs  as 
the  Sun  ftrikes  in  the  Dog-days  5 ’tis  true,  they  fay  he  will  beat  the 
hoof  in  his  woollen-hofe,  till  his  feet  (weat  and  ftink  more  then 
a hunted  Bores,  and  are  fain  to  be  fteep’d  at  night  as  long  as  the 
Beef,  ere  they  be  frefti  again , this  commonly  out  of  freedom  is 
done  in  my  Wives  Chamber}  and  if  he  be  kind,  and  dares truft 
you,  perhaps  he  defires  you  to  cut  his  Corns  and  drefs  his  Ifliie, 
iigns  of  favour  I can  aflure  you } and  fuch  as  you  muft  not  hope, 
unlefs  your  woman  be  out  of  the  way , and  that  honour  being 
pafs’d,  the  Gyant  ft  retches  himfelf,  yawns  and  fighs  a belch  or  two, 
ftales  in  your  pot,farts  as  loud  as  a Musket  for  a jeft,and  then  throws 
himfelf  under  the  Rug,  and  expefts  you  in  his  foul  ftieets,  and  afpit- 
ting  cloath,  where  hangs  as  much  of  his  Lungs  as  remains  in  his 
body  } and  ere  you  can  get  into  the  bed  he  calls  you  with  a fnore 
or  two  } and  are  not  thefe  fine  things  in  a Ladies  bed  ? who  would 
not  rejoyce  to  meet  his  woollen-wafte-coat  and  knit-night-cap 
without  alining?  a fhirt  fo  nafty  a cleanly  Ghoft  would  fcarce 
appear  in  at  the  latter  day  } for  his  linen  is  a kin  to  him  ere  he 
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puts  it  off  j thus  prepar’d  for  delight  you  Ladies  meet  your  Coun- 
try-husbands , the  Alphonfo , high  fhooes  $ and  there  lye  and  fuffer 
them  to  abufe  you  as  often  as  they  pleafe  to  ufe  you,  which  you’l 
too  late  repent  5 and  there  you  may  lye  and  figh  whole  nights 
away,  he’l  fnore  and  fnore  till  it  be  day  under  the  fame  covers, 
and  in  the  fame  bed  his  forefathers  liv’d  and  dy’d  in,  and  fome  fo 
lately  you  may  fmell  the  very  earthinefs  of  the  Corps  ftill  > and 
’tis  a better  favour  then  his  arms  or  breath,  a ftink  compos’d  of  vile 
Tobacco  and  dead  Wine,  fluffed  nofe,  rotten  lungs,  and  hollow 
teeth,  half  whofe  number  has  been  drawn  with  dry  Cheefe,  and 
tuff  lean  beef , yet  this  man  you  muft  kifs  5 nay,  you  muff:  kite 
none  but  this,  and  muzzle  through  his  beard  to  find  his  lips,  and 
this  you  can  fubmit  to  for  threefcore  year  for  a joynture  5 which 
you  muft  purchafe  too , for  he  fells  you  that  and  this  Paradife,  his 
bed,  for  the  price  of  your  portion  only  ^ and  in  ftrid  fence  you  give 
himfo  much  to  lye  with  him  as  long  as  he  lives ; forunlefs  he  dies 
you  have  nothing  but  a place  in  his  Family,  and  fo  has  his  dog,  who 
ihall  have  a penfion  as  well  as  you  > for  in  thefe  bargains  of  Wed- 
lock the  Wife  is  to  the  portion  only  the  handful  over  meafure  ^ a 
Chattle  that  he  takes  to  ftock  his  Family,  as  other  Cattle  to  ftock 
his  ground  5 nay,  perhaps  he’s  a blade  too,  and  then  you  may 
fpin  at  home,  while  he  is  abroad  with  Phillis  in  the  field,  by 
which  you  find,  the  Alphonjo's  are  as  fubjeft  to  the  ills  you  dread, 
astheThomaJo’s  5 only,  as  I laid  before  their  differences  is,  the  Al- 
phonfo's  are  more  nafty  lufts,  and  cheaper  Whores,  and  the  fin  more 
dirty  there  then  in  the  City. 

Send.  Sir,  By  this  I gather  a kind  of  necellity  of  being  mifera- 
ble  ^ either  way  affords  precipices  enough  to  make  a Maid  tremble 
ere  file  makes  a choice. 

Har.  Therefore  from  frail  men  chufe  the  leaft  or  beft  ill  5 take 
fuch  a Gentleman  as  my  friend,  that  you  know  has  wit  and  honour, 
and  a paffion  for  you;  one  that  you  fee  has  liv’d  and  maintain’d 
himfclf  in  fpite  oferofs  fate  5 and  though  he  has  loft  his  fortune,  ’tis 
with  honour  enough  5 never  burthening  any  with  his  wants,  with- 
out cheating  or  tricks,  one  ftain’d  with  no  bafe  a&ion,  his  name 
and  honour  ftill  clear  and  fair  both  with  his  Prince  and  Comrades  5 
and  when  your  kindnefs  has  added  a fortune  to  his  experi- 
ence, his  grateful  heart  will  be  eternally  oblig’d  to  you,  and  fo  bu- 
fie  to  ferveyouand  juftifie  your  choice  to  the  world,  fo  induftri- 
ous  todefervenew  favours  as  well  as  pay  the  old,  that ’twill  be  a , 
joy  to  your  foul  to  fee.  What  cares  Don  Alphonfo  for  you  or  your 
opinion  ? fick  or  well,  live  or  dye,  he’s  prepar’d  5 the  funeral  cloke 
is  brufh’d  and  laid  up  for  the  good  day  :>  and  if  you  dye,  ’tis  upon 
your  own  account,  for  he  is  fure  of  your  Portion  5 and  your  Joyn- 
ture ferves  again,  never  the  worfe  for  wearing  5 and  will  bait  the 
hook  for  fome  other  fool  to  bite  at. 

Sernl.  And  none  but  fools  are  taken  with  fuch  baits,  nor  none 
but  mad  folks  fuffer  fuch  chains  5 1 am  yet  free,and  will  be,  from  all 
fuch  flavery. 

Har.  In  ferious  earneft.  Madam  , ’tis  nobler  far  to  buy  a friend 
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whom  you  affett,  though  at  price  of  your  fortune,  then  to  be  chaf- 
fer’d or  fold  to  flavery  by  friends,  who  only  think  upon  joyning 
wealth  to  wealth  5 with  my  friend  you  command  as  much  as  you 
muft  obey  there  3 Don  Thomafo  has  Teen  the  world,  and  gather’d 
from  every  Nation  what  is  excellent,  and  can  comply  with  times 
and  natures,  for  he  has  been  bred  in  Courts  and  Armies,  thole 
fchools  of  the  mind,  where  men  learn  to  tame  their  wills  and  paff 
ons  5 for  Princes  are  to  be  ftudied  and  obey’d,  not  difputed  with  3 
with  him  you'l  know  no  caufe  of  difpute  > with  the  other  you  muft 
expeft  perpetual  civil  war,  a fullen,  rude,  louring,  willful,  fcow- 
ling  clown,  from  whom  if  you  efcape  blows,  ’tis  well  3 an  unhew’d 
rudenefs , whofe  very  kindnefs  bruifes  3 that  when  he  but  ftroaks 
or  flatters  his  dogs,  they  cry.  This  will  feek  and  bring  all  that  is 
plealure  home,  either  in  humour  or  converfation,  to  divert  you  3 
the  one  will  devoure  this  youth  and  beauty  that  flows  with  fuch 
grace  in  every  form  and  feature  in  that  lovely  body  and  diviner 
face,  like  common  food  , for  his  dull  appetite,  without  a thought 
or  value  of  the  feaft  you  fet  before  him  3 while  Don  Thomafo  with 
awe  and  refpeft  and  faithful  kindnefs  from  a ravifh’d  foul  enjoys 
you.  Alphonfo,  Don  Indian  ! By  this  light,  he  thinks  he’s  trading 
at  Gamba  ftill,  and  would  fell  you,  himfelf,  that  Bell  and  Bauble  for 
, your  youth  and  fortune  5 ’tis  his  laft  venture,  and  you’l  make  a 
voyage  if  he  catch  you. 

Serai.  I am  not  defperate  3 nor  find  no  fuch  difeafe  in  a fingle 
life,  as  to  drink  this  poyfon  to  become  fuch  a wife  3 when  I find  my 
felf  defperately  fick,  and  nothing  elfe  can  pleafe.  I’ll  fend  for  a Prieft 
and  change  the  difeafe. 

Har.  Faith,  Madam,  and  Marriage  is  one  difeafe  which  women 
are  neceffitated  to  pafs  3 for  an  old  Maid  is  an  evil  without  a re^ 
medy  5 an  ill  husband  may  be  cur’d  by  a divorce,  but  there’s  no 
flying  the  other  curie  3 a kind  husband  is  the  bell:  cordial  you  can 
provide  againft  infeftion  of  Marriage  3 and  if  you  fhould  be  fick 
or  fad  ( which  heaven  defend  ) Thomafo  would  fo  divide  your 
griefs  with  a kind  fenfe  of  what  you  fuffer,fo  pity  your  pain,fo  feel 
all  your  griefs,  that  you  will  find  fadnefs  vanifh,  andficknefs  it  felf 
decay,  while  health,  perfeft  health,  by  kindnefs  charm’d,  returns  3 
and  you’l  find  fo  much  more  pleafure  to  walk  with  fuch  a friend  in 
one  of  his  defcriptions  of  a Garden,  then  in  twenty  of  Dametas 
Orchards  5 and  read  in  his  relations  the  Hiffories  of  perfons,  times 
and  places  3 And  fuch  fuch  minds,  Madam,  and  fuch  men,  are  fit  for 
fuch  Brides  as  the  Gentle  Serulina  j and  they  only  make  happy 
Hymens  3 the  reft  but  joyn  the  fex  and  beaft  together  3 and  fuch 
fordid  coupling  is  bafe  and  mean , and  the  herds  afford  as  good 
Nuptials  3 this  advantage  Colonels  (Madam)  that  have  wit  and 
breeding  may  pretend  above  thole  who  have  nothing  good  but 
their  Bond  and  Joynture.  Your  fervant.  Lady  3 my  hour  is  out, 
and  fo  much  fhall  ferve  for  this  time.  [ Exit  Harrigo. 

She jlands  fill  with  her  eyes  fix'd  on  the  ground , then  walks  a 
little , looks  after  him, {brags  and  jhakgs  her  head , till  Calis 
pulls  her  by  the flieve. 
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Cal.  Pray,  Madam  , where  was  father  Harrigo's  text  ? I hope 
he  will  not  find  it  in  our  family  5 after  this  counfel,  it  will  be  fool 
the  firftand  thefecond  , and  if  he  do’s,  pray  confider  theDo&rine 
and  ule,  how  he  cited  his  Saint  without  a Kalender,  urging  his  Tho- 
mafo  ftillto  prove  his  text,  and  has  fo  confuted  Father  Alphonfofor 
Schifm. 

Send.  If  I had  been  difpos’d  to  have  liftned  to  that  clod  in  the 
Country,  what  a chara&er  he  had  given  him  to  have  (hook  a re- 
folution  ? but  the  truth  is  there  was  no  fear  of  that  punilhment  5 
and  this  Ihower  of  reafon  hath  but  given  growth  to  a former 
averfion. 

Cal.  Marry  Alphonfo  ?-  fuch  a wedlock  would  have  more  fins  to 
anfwer,  with  him,  then  adultery  with  another  man  } I had  as  live 
follow  to  the  Hojlel  de  dieu , to  wafte  your  youth  in  vows  there,  a 
handmaid  to  Lazars  and  Cripples,  as  fpend  it  in  fuch  a Marriage. 

Serul.  There. is  no  danger,  Calls , of  fuch  a folly  Sand  I cannot 
but  wonder  why  my  Brother  is  fo  bent  upon’t,  as  to  attempt  the 
forcing  of  my  confent } fure  he  knows  whole  Daughter  I am  5 and 
I have  fo  much  of  the  F ather  in  me, as  but  for  modefty  fake  I Ihould 
be  very  fenfible  of  his  unkindnefs,  though  I love  him  with  all  the 
tendernefs  a Brother  can  expeft  from  a Sifter  , but  Fine  refolv’d 
not  tomakemyfelf  miferable  to  pleafe  him,  and  for  my  honour 
I (hall  always  be  as  much  concern’d  in  that  as  he,  and  will  dye  ere 
throw  the  leaft  ftain  upon  our  Family. 

Calls.  And  this  he  knows,  though  Don  John  ftill  follicites  him  to 
a fuddain  refolution  5 Diego  fays, he  prefles  him  to  fee  you  married, 
or  put  into  a Monaftery,  to  avoid  Don  Ehomafo  s pretention,  whole 
fortune  he  could  never  brook. 

Serul.  A Monaftery ! I am  like  to  make  a good  Nun  , this 
pafiion  is  an  excellent  ingredient  for  a Grate  } no.  Calls , I have  a 
Saint  of  mine  own  to  pray  to  ? and  wel  try  whether  our  wo- 
mens wit  can  be  more  ingenious,  then  his  jealous,  or  my  Brothers 
angry  fit  } get  me  your  old  Coat  and  Veil  to  put  over  me}  I have  a 
a delign,  if  it  take,  will  put  all  their  kennel  of  fpies  to  cold 
hunting. 

Cal.  I am  glad  to  lee  you  intend  your  fafety  } for  I do  believe 
women  may  domoftof  their  own  bufinels  upon  earth  themfelves, 
if  they  would  but  leave  their  fpinning,  and  try}  wit  and  handlome, 
in  good  clothe,will  do  our  bufinefs  as  well  as  the  Madona.  [ Exe . 


ACT.  II.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Thomalb,  Cornelio  and  Harrigo.  Thomafo  drejjing 
himfelf  in  his  white  Suite  and  white  Perrlwig. 

| v Id  Ihe  not  fufpedt  at  all  ? 

Thom.  Mahomet  as  foon  as  me  in  her  bed,  I am  confi- 
dent } the  Quean  was  fo  kind,  and  the  fineft  armful  of  fweet  white 
fin  I have  clafp’d  in  Madrid } I could  wifh  I were  black  indeed,  for 
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her  fake, 1 would  have  given  her  handfomely  out  of  the  Angelikas 
prefent,  and,  By  this  light,  (he  refus’d  it. 

Har.  Why  do  you  put  on  thefe  clothes  then  ? 

Thom.  To  meet  Paulina, who  will  be  here  in  a minute  5 but  I muft 
be  gone  firft,  and  leave  word  I am  upon  the  Piazza. 

Corn.  A pox  upon  her,  I thought  to  have  been  fo  fine  in  thefe 
clothes  to  morrow. 

Thom.  ’Tis  but  a little  patience  till  the  jeft  be  over,  and  then 
they  are  yours } this  was  a chance  I could  not  forefee,  nor  negleft 

Ahd't  ' Har  w^en  kind  f°rtune  prefents  5 But  all  this  while,  Harngo,  you 

' 1 l*  give  me  no  account  of  our  ferious  bufinefs  } what  fuccefs  had  your 

vifit  to  the  party  ? 

Har.  Come,  drefs  you  and  walk,  and  you  (hall  know  all  } 1 have 
been  with  her  and  found  her  in  a good  humour,  and  I believe  I left 
her  notin  an  ill  one}  but  upon  my  word  ’twastime,  if  not  of  the 
lateft,  for  all  your  fooling  } ’tis  not  enough  to  value  her  in  your 
heart,  but  to  let  her  lee  it  in  your  attions  too  , unlefs  you  mean  to 
quit  the  thought  of  it } women  are  not  to  divine  a Lovers  mind  } 
’tis  well  they  will  anfwer  when  Love  queftions  their  heart. 

Thom.  I am  of  your  mind  } and  this  day  I’ll  find  fome  occafion 
'to  fee  her}  I forgot  to  tell  you,  Don  Pedro  and  I are  friends } I met 
him  this  morning  at  Angelinas  * and  ihe  made  us  embrace. 

Har.  Truft  not  that  friendfhip  } for  I am  confident  he  brooks 
neither  of  your  interefts,  either  w7ith  his  Sifter,  or  his  Miftrefs}and 
Where  he  has  an  advantage  you’l  find  it  j I know  Don  John  prefles 
him  hourly  to  a revenge  } you  know  the  man  and  his  nature,  a 
mod  implacable  enemy,  I fpeak  upon  fure  grounds } and  therefore 
difpatch  your  bufinefs  with  Serulina  } fuch  a jeff,  and  two  hundred 
thoufand  crowns,  will  make  one  laugh  and  merry  an  age ; thofe  you 
amufe  yourfelf  with  are  only  for  the  Prado , or  to  laugh  an  hour 
within  a Comedy  } where  you’l  fee  them  better  done  too,  and  ex- 
ceeded by  the  Mountebanks  lam  your  friend,  elfe  I fliould  not 
take  the  priviledge  to  fay  this. 

Thom.  Dear  Harrigo , ’tis  kindly  faid,  and  I am  thine  for  it } and 
we’l  find  fbme  hour,  to  day,  that  may  be  feafonable  and  fafe  to  vi- 
fit her  } for  I confefs  to  my  friend,  my  journey  hither  w?as  to  fee 
what  fuccefs  that  amour  could  find } in  whofe  kindnefs  I am  more 
concern’d  then  any  man  but  your  felf  fhall  know  } nor  can  this 
mift  of  rallery  and  mirth  blind  a friends  eyes,  to  whom  I fhall  fay, 
tis  no  more  my  nature  then  my  interelf,  though  I chufe  rather  to 
put  it  on  then  give  any  womans  pride  the  Gujlo , to  think,  becaufe 
I am  poor  ’twas  in  her  power  to  defpife  me  } but  to  my  friend  I 
fhall  ftill  be  free  and  ferious } come,  we  muft  be  gone,  to  avoid 
Paulina  s vifit } I am  too  much  out  of  cafh  to  accept  her  Bills  of 
Love  to  be  paid  upon  fight } her  Sifter  has  had  all  my  ready 
money. 

Har.  When  the  trick  is  known  all  the  load  will  be  laid  on  me 
for  keeping  your  counfel } and  pray  tell  me,  am  I fuch  a dull  fool 
asyou  believ’d  for  continuing  kindnefs  for  thisGirle?  By  my  life, 
I would  not  change  her  friendfhip  with  any  fhe  in  Madrid , 
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if  her  fpirit  were  not  fo  furioufly  raging  fometimes. 

Thom.  I love  a froward  Girle,  a ftorm  for  variety } and  ’tis  Co- 
medy to  kifs  them  when  they  fcratch,  and  fee  how  quickly  a calm 
will  follow  their  tears  and  anger.  \ Exeunt, 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Scarramucha  and  the  Mountebanks  People , preparing  the 
Stage  , as  formerly  , and  divers  Mutes  , Alcn  and  Women , for 
Spectators. 

Scarr.f~^  Ome,make  hatte,you  fee  the  company  begins  to  gather  $ 
is  my  Matter  return'd  yet  ? 

Serv.  No3  Sir  * he  is  gone  to  prepare  a pair  of  Bathes  in  fome 
private  place,  and  has  left  my  Miftrefs  with  the  old  Lady  within, 

(he  askes  for  you. 

Scarr.  ’Tis  well,  I’ll  attend  her  i falute  the  Gentlemen  now  that 
you  may  take  leave  of  them  and  Scarramucha  with  a good  grace. 

Now  I love  you } excufe  him,  Gentlemen,  pray  now } for  his  mind 
doth  fo  run  upon  a Lady,  that  he  forgets  his  refpett  to  me,  his  old 
Matter.  [Exit  Scarramucha. 

Enter  Serulina  and  her  Maid  ^ fie's  drefs’d  in  an  old  Coat  and 
Scarfe  of  her  Maids0  and  mingles  her  felf  with  the  Croud. 

Serul.  There’s  few  or  no  company  come,  let’s  walk  a turn  to- 
wards  the  Church. — 

Enter  Thomafb,  Cornelio,  Harrigo,  and  meet  her  as  fie  goes  off. 

Cal.  See,  there  he  is,  and  his  friend  with  him. 

Serul.  ’Tis  he,  be  lure  to  fpeak  with  him  ere  he  goes  off  the 
place,  and  take  fome  opportunity  to  give  him  that  Letter. 

\_Astheypafi they  gaze  one  upon  another. 

Thom.  There  is  one  of  our  Tribe,  Hall ^ and  a man  were  in 
ttock,  what  commodities  he  might  take  up  of  this  kind,  and  at 
good  rates  too  ! — How  now  ? another?  By  this  light,  I mutt  getCalis  follows 
a fwitch  to  keep  them  off  5 now,  your  bufinefs,  fair  one  ? and.  pulls 

Cal.  I have  fome,  Sir,  and ’tis  feriousi  which  I would  impart  to  ^tm  b*^e 
you  if  you  pleafe  but  to  follow  me  to  yon  Church.  fieve. 

Har.  Youhadbeft  retire  betimes  ere  they  pull  thee  in  pieces  5 
you  fee  what  ’tis  to  have  the  reputation  of  a fufficient  man  among 
thefe  Merchants  5 ’twill  be  long  enough  ere  they  come  to  offer 
their  war  to  me  thus. 

Thom.  Sweet  Saint,  or  finner  j I am  now,  and  have  lately  been 
fo  bulie  I have  no  leifure  to  make  a new  friendfhip^’tis  all  I can  do  to 
keep  credit  With  my  old  friends } if  I had  but  a little  little  corner 
of  a heart  to  fpare  thou  fhould’ft  have  it  for  kindnefs  lake  5 but  ask 
this  noble  Gentlemen,  a friend  of  mine,  if  there  be  not,  at  this 
minute,  ftaying  in  my  Chamber  one  of  Venus  Creditors  dunning 
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my  Iheets,  far  a promife,  and  I am  now  going  to  pay  a debt  I owe 
upon  my  honour  5 elfe  I were  your  man  , Courteous  and  kind  5 
Another  time  command  me. 

Calis.  Sir,  my  bufinefs  is  worth  your  ferious  thoughts  3 I have  a 
letter  for  you. 

"thorn.  Nay,  if  it  be  from  a writing  Lady,  fhee’ll  never  find  me  at 
leifure  to  read  her  two  leav'd  books}  Thofe  humble  Ladies  that 
write  firft,  their  wits  are  beft  when  their  Faces  are  atworft}  ’tis 
fair,  if  the  fair  will  anfwer  us } and  I dread  to  find  a Lady  that  de- 
dicates her  felf,  thus,  by  Epiftles  to  a man  } if  it  be  hafte  give  it  to 
one  of  my  F riends,  I’ll  try  if  I can  perfwade  one  of  them  to  know 
your  jjbufinefs. 

Cornel.  Let’s  fee  your  face  Miftrefs  } come,  (hew  a fample  of  the 
goods  you  fell}  would  you  have  us  buy  aGoofe  in  the  Feathers? 
a woman  in  a dream  is  worth  a hundred  of  thofe  vifions}  till  this 
Ihell,  this  vail  be  off,  who  knows  what  Kernel  your  Nut  holds  ? 

Thom.  Where  (hall  I meet  you,  Harrigo , an  hour  hence  ? 

Harr.  Con  and  I muft  go  about  our  bufinefs,  for  an  hour}  then  I 
am  for  you,  where  you’ll  appoint. 

Thom.  I’ll  call  you  at  home  — \_Exeunt  Harrigo  and  Cornelio. 

Thomafo  enters  into  the  AngellicaV  houfe. 

Serul.  What  houfe  is  that  he  entred  ? follow,  and  give  him  the 
letter,  or  wait  his  coming  out}  I’le  home,  and  Expect  you } dear 
Calis , make  hafte  } tell  him  ’twas  I that  faluted  him } and  if  he  won- 
der why  I was  in  this  habit , fatisfie  him  I am  to  make  a private 
devotion  to  Saint  Cecilia's  Altar  this  Night. 

Calis.  I’le  obey  you  } but  hee’s  fo  full  of  his  wilde  humours  ftill 
tisten  to  one  but  he  makes  fport  with  me  again,  before  I can  de- 
liver it. 

Serul.  Prithee  make  hafte , left  he  pafs  before  you  fpeak  with 
him  } you  know  how  much  it  concerns  me}  if  it  take,  We  (hall  be 
too  hard  for  my  Curious  ill-natur’d  Brother  , and  his  furious 
friend.  [ Exit  Calis. 

As  fhc  goes  out  foe  meets  her  Brother , Don  Pedro,  and  Carlo. 

Pedro.  Who  was  that  ? how  (he  ey’d  us  ? See,  (lie  looks  back 
ftill. 

Serul.  Tf  he  follows  me  I am  undone  for  Ever.  \_Exit  Serqjina. 

Carlo.  Shee’s  right,  I warrant  her , and  fome  one  that  knows 
you. 

Pedro.  sTis  the  Angelica  by  her  Tallea  } She  told  me  to  day  fhe 
would  go  abroad  this  afternoon } that  Coat  and  Scarf  betrays  her, 
for  thofe  ihooes  and  feet  are  not  of  a piece}  fome  knavery  in  defign, 
who  e’re  fhe  be,  I warrant  her. 

Carlo.  Let’s  follow  her,  and  be  certain  who  ’tis } See  where  fhe 
Sails } We  may  fetch  her  up  yet  e’re  fhe  doubles  yon  Cape } fhe 
looks  back  as  if  fhe  were  willing  to  be  chas’d,  and  boorded  too,  I 
warrant  her  Prize } If  you  will  not  chafe  with  the  Admiral,  let 
your  fervant  Carlo  chace  with  his  Frigat  of  Cupids } I’ll  make  her 
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fipread  all  her  Canvas,  but  Pie  fpeak  with  her}  °Tis  no  matter  for 
Commiffion } Pirat  is  as  good  Title  tothefe  Carvels,  as  lawful  men 
of  War. 

Pedro.  See,(he  ftops,  and  looks  back  ftill}  follow  aloof.  Carlo  =>  I’ll 
fee  who  'tis.  [ Exit  Pedro. 

Carlo.  What  a task  it  were  to  make  this  Don  Chafte,  or  Con- 
ftant  ? now  is  he  as  mad  upon  planting  this  new  Ifland  , as  the  An - 
gellicas  continent } another  thoufand  Crowns  I forefee  in  Planta- 
tion } he  is  taken  with  the  profped  already  } a good  Eye , and  a 
white  hand,  a ftraight  Inftep,  and  a clean  paftern,a  pair  of  good  feet, 
the  Rogue  will  follow  them  to  a precipice  5 Now  muft  I follow, 
and  when  he  has  let  the  Partridges,  draw  the  Curtains  about  them  } 
for  I warrant  her  lie  whilft  a man  may  draw  a fheet  over  her  5 and 
’twere  not  ill  lport,in  payring  time, to  hawke  thefe  mann’d  whores, 
but  that  they  are  fubjed  to  be  green-tayl’d  too.  [ Exit  Carlo. 

Enter  Serulina  Johanne,  fever al  doors. 

'•  Scarr.  within , What  ho,  down  with  our  Banks,  Excufe  our  Pa- 
tron to  the  Gentlemen  5 he  is  detain’d  by  urgent  occalion. 

Semi.  I am  loft,  fure  he  knows  me,  he  follows  fo  faft  } ’tis  impof- 
lible  to  get  home  before  him,  other  place  I know  none , nor  where 
to  retire,  but  to  a Church,  and  there  the  liberty  of  being  free  with 
women  will  make  him  certainly  dilcover  me  } Is  there  no  door 
open,  no  houfe  I could  Ihelter  my  felf  in,  till  he  be  pafs’d  > fee,  he 
comes,  lomething  I muft  refolve.  [Exit  Serulina. 

Jufi  as  fe  goes  out  , Johanne  comes  in  at  the  fame  door0  and 
Pedro  at  the  other. 

Pedro.  There  fhe  goes  again } ’tis  the  Angellica , I lee  by  her 
ftep.  I’ll  follow  her,  for  that  look}  fhe  has  fome  Roguery  in 
Chafe.  ( Johanne  looks  after  her. 

Johan.  If  I were  not  bufie  now,  there  were  a Fortune , fhe  looks 
back}  I,  fweet  loul,I  would  follow  thee  with  all  my  heart,  but  that  I 
have  bufinefs } is’t  not  pity  fuch  Love-Beggars  Ihould  want  an 
Alms  ? if  I were  as  able  as  Charitable,  Not  a poor  whore  in  Madrid 
fhould  want  a kindnefs } See,  Don  Pedro  is  leering  after  her } Now 
Sir,  you  are  ftalking,  I fee  the  Game  before  you  } by  this  light,  hee’l 
draw  a whore  dry  foot. 

Pedr.  ’Tis  a pretty  wench,  by  the  lift } if  the  Cloath  be  as  good,  I 
am  her  Man  too}  ’Tis  fome  of  our  Friends  in  dilguile}  fhe  gave  me 
the  (ign  thrice } prithee  let  me  go,  e’re  fhe  be  out  of  fight. 

Johan.  Never  fear  her } Shee’llftop  at  every  Streets  point}  but  to 
our  bufinefs } ’tis  certain  Harrigo  has  been  with  your  fifter,this  mor- 
ning,from  Don  Thomafo. 

Pedro.  Prithee  meet  me  at  the  Calctravoes  , and  wee’ll  talk  at 
large  of  it}  but  I muft  needs  fee  who  this  is.  {Exit  Pedro. 

Johan.  Would  any  man  think  he  had  pay’d  a thoulands  Crowns 
this  Morning  for  a Womans  Friendfhip  that  he  dotes  upon,  that 
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Ihould  fee  him  ftepping  from  his  firft  vifit  } thus  hot  in  purfuit  of  a 
Frefli  defign,  that  fhews  a true-bred.  Stanch,  ftout  lover,  Cupids 
Kennel  love  to  change.  [ 'Exit  Johanne. 

Enter  Serulina. 

Serul.  He  purfues  me  ftill  } If  he  fpeaksto  me,  in  this  dilguife,  I 
am  loft,  nothing  lefs  then  certain  death  to  be  expefted  from  his 
Fury  5 I know  his  jealoufie  has  contracted  a hatred  againft  me}  ’tis 
neither  my  Innocence,  nor  Juftice  can  proteft  me}  There  is  no 
difputing  his  rage  when  it  is  arm'd  with  power , and  priviledge  to 
deftroy  } which  the  bafe  Cuftome  of  this  Nation  aflumes } and  un- 
der,pretence  of  Honour  Aft  all  barbarous  power , even  to  mur- 
der upon  Women  } And  fo  they  can  but  tell  a fpecious  tale  of  ho- 
nour,they  are  excus’d, Sc  we  condemn’d } See,fortune,kinder  then  I 
expefted,  offers  a relief,  here  is  a door  Open}  I’ll  enter , and  fhut  it 
after  me } why  fhould  I difpute  it  ? what  danger  can  I apprehend 
> worfe  then  his  fury  ? this  will  at  leaft  Ihelter  me  from  his  purfuit } 

he  will  not  be  fo  impudent  to  alk  for  one  he  knows  no:,however  my 
neceflity  has  no  choice } Love  be  thou  propitious}  and  let  once  op- 
prefs’d  vertue  find  thee  and  Fortune  kind  } elfe,  who  will  won- 
der if  we  ftray  , or  lofe  the  way , when  both  our  guides  are 
blind.  [Exit  Serulina. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  gating  up  and  down  to  find  Serulina,  whom 
he  has  loft } he  loo/{s  up  at  the  windows  , and  in  all  the  doors 
about  him. 

Pedro.  To  this  place  I followed  her } file  is  entred  fome  of  thefe 
houfes,  or  turn'd  fhort  that  damn’d  Lane } a Pox  of  Johanne , his 
prating  has  loft  her  } perhaps  fhees  gone  up  the  Lane  to  yonder 
Church,  I’ll  fee } if  I retrive  her,  fhee’s  mine.  [ Exit  Pedro. 

ACT.  II.  S C E N.  IV. 

Enter  Edwardo  in  his  Drawers  and  Waif  coat , a Sword  and 
Belt , and  a Boohjn  his  Hand. 

Edw.  Q O,now  I am  a little  at  peace } tis  fome  confolation  to  my 
k ? minde , the  hopes  of  a Revenge } would  my  Cloaths 
were  come  home,  that  I might  quit  iny  Frefco } yet  this  time  I may 
wafte  to  my  advantage, by  contemplating  and  Philofophying  upon 
my  own  misfortunes } a young  handfome  Whore  to  ufe  me  thus ! 
a young  Difiembler  muft  be  an  old  Witch } if  I had  got  my  Night 
for  my  money  it  would  never  have  grieved  me } how  like  a Boat- 
l'wain  I am  cloath’d,  and  I have  a heart  now  as  hard  as  any  the 
Galley  breeds } I grow  malicious  too,  and  am  mad,  to  fee  Thoma- 
Ji/s  fortune  } The  Rogue  is  fo  fuccesful } All  Trumps  turn  of  his 
Suit  ftill}  That  black  Periwig  (a  mifchance  as  we  thought,  and 
laugh’d  at)  has  got  as  good  Fifti  as  any  Hook  he  threw  into  the 


V 


4 °9 


Part.IL 


or,  The  Wanderer. 


Sea,  this  Voyage  5 Well,  all  I beg  of  Fortune  is,  but  to  fend  fome 
one  of  the  Sex  into  my  power  } Any  thing  in  Petticoats,  that  may 
be  at  my  mercy  : By  this  light,  a Cat  at  Tower-wharf ‘ or  a Cavalier 
at  We&ntiu&er^  a Whore  in  Bridewell , or  a Bear  at  Stake  in  IVhit- 
fontide , fhall^finde  more  mercy  than  I’ll  fhew  her:  How  many 
ways  have  I kill’d  that  Sanco  and  Lucetta.  over,  in  my  minde,  fince 
laft  night  ? I’ll  fend  for  a Bottle  of  Confolation  $ what  cordial 
comfort,!  and  counfel  too,  have  I found  in  Sack  ! I (hall  be  mad,  if 
I flay  at  home,  and  think  upon  my  injuries,  without  it  ^ here’s  a 
damn’ d Book  too  tells  me  how  to  avoid  fuch  accidents  now 
when  ’tis  too  late  5 by  which  I finde,  ’tis  not  amifs  fometimes  to 
read  as  well  as  hawk  or  hunt  ^ and  yet  ‘tis  fome  comfort  to  finde 
fome  others  have  been  ill  us’d  before  me  5 and  now  1 have  no- 
thing to  do  I’ll  pafs  my  time  with  other  mens  injuries,  and  learn 
all  the  caufes  I can  to  hate  this  damn’d  Nation,  and  the  falfe  fex. 


Serul.  ’Tisahandfome  houfe,  and  no  body  in  it } yes,  there  is 
one,  what  is  he  doing  ? Arm’d  in  his  Drawers,  fome  Matter  of  De- 
fence, or  elfe  a Tumbler , what  ere  he  be  I mutt  fpeak  to  him — 
Sir,  if  your  ftud*7  ^ nrx+  wnrjmnnrtnno^  "t-nr  W tt«„ 


Edw.  Ha  ! a woman,  and  alone  ! Fortune  thou  art  kinde. 

What  miferable  thing  art  thou  ? [ He  rifes  and  takes  hold  of  her. 

Send.  Your  charity,  Sir,guelles  right : a moft  unfortunate  per- 
form a Virgin, Sir,  in  diftrefs.  that’s  forc’d  tofeek  prote&ion,  though 
aftranger,  from  your  roof  5 and  if  you  favour  not,  fhee’s  loft  for 
ever. 

Edw.  What  ftrange  Curfe  can  threaten  thee  worfe  than  to  be 
thrown  thus  into  the  dangers  of  this  place  ? Doft  thou  know, 
wretched  thing,  where  thou  art  ? Does  not  thy  heart  bode  the  ill, 
that’s  hanging  over  thy  head?  Doft  not  obferve  me,  and  the  po- 
fture  thou  find’ft  me  in  ? 

Serul.  Your  words  and  pofture,  both,  beget  my  wonder  : But 
alas,  Sir,  I had  no  choice  of  fafety  , either  I muft  finde  it  in  this 
houfe,  or  fall  into  the  hand  of  a mortal  Enemy,  from  whofe  rage 
and  power  I was  to  expeft  nothing  lefs  than  a prefent  death.  But 
why  you  fhould  threaten  my  mifery  with  new  fears , my  inno- 
cence is  yet  ignorant  of  the  caufe,  my  heart  being  guilty  ol  no 
one  injury  done  you  by  this  vifit. 

Edw.  From  death  you  are  pretty  fafe,  my  anger  is  not  mortal } 
but  for  the  reft,  if  any  of  your  fex  ever  found  a more  implacable 
Enemy,  let  the  Hangman  fhave  my  throat. 

Serul.  Sir,  as  you  are  a Gentleman,  1 conjure  you,  confider,  ere 
your  palliontranfports  you.— Why  are  you  fo  barbarous  to  abufe  a 
Maid,  fled  to  you  for  protection  ? \_He  puds  her . 

Edw.  Yes,  yes,  talk  : I would  fain  fee  one  of  your  fex  talk  me 


[ He  lies  down  and  reads. 


Enter  Serul ina. 
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into  a faith  again  5 Innocent,  quoth  you  ! fo  was  1 5 come,  no  re- 
fitting } By  this  light  I’ll  bang  your  bones,  if  either  you  make  a 
noife,  or  ftruggle : What  a pox  are  you  grown  fo  impudent  as  to 
follow  me  into  my  houfe  ? Is  the  fool  fo  vifible  in  my  forehead 
that  you  dare  attach  me  here  ? Enrage  the  Boar,  and'purfue  him 
tt  11  j to. his  den  ? Am  I fuch  a Du-pe , as  to  be  robb’d  and  coozen’d  thrice 
tears  it  a?id ln  a * Come,  come,  on  with  this  Hood. 
kjjjesber.  Serul.  You  are  a barbarous  perfon  } and  I doubt  not  but  Hea- 
ven will  protect  me  from  you. 

Edrv.  As  barbarous  as  I can  be  $ I’ll  allure  you.  I’ll  kifs,  and  fee 
thee}  not  that  I care  a rotten  Orange  for’t}  Nay,  I will  ly  with 
thee  too,  and  yet  you  are  never  the  fafer  from  my  anger  } nay5  I’ll 
(hew  one  Whore  how  another  has  us’d  me  } I’ll  even  treat  you 
upfie-dock,  for  I can  kifs,  and  rob,  and  kifs,  and  beat  a Whore  too, 
as  well  as  file  did  me,  and  ftrip  you  too  at  noon-day,  as  I was  at 
mid-night,  and  turn  you  into  the  ftreet  for  Flies  to  fting  and  boys 
to  hoot } Come  along,  or  by  this  light  I ihall  flatter  you  with  fuch, 
claps  as  will  make  your  ears  ring. 

Serul.  Hold  Sir,  why  do  you  ymllme  ? Though  you  be  angry, 
yet  hear  me  fpeak  } you  know  I am  not  guilty  of  the  injuries  you 
have  receiv’d,  and ’twill  be  raoft  inhumane  to  revenge  your  felf 
upon  me  } this  is  fuch  a treachery,  to  fet  your  doors  open  of  pur- 
pofe  to  betray  the  wretched  that  fly  for  fanftuary  to  you  5 why 
this  violence  ? your  eyes  and  Reafon  may  tell  you,  I am  not  ac- 
quainted with  fuch  barbarous  ufage  : As  you  have  honour,  cr  any 
thing  of  gentle  in  you,  confider,  ere  you  let  your  rage  proceed  to 
further  injury  : Do  not  miftake  me  for  one  of  thofe  vile  women } 
For  by  all  thofe  holy  things,  I vow,  there  is  nothing  innocenter 
than  my  felf}  and  this  vifit  onely  a chance,  and  a fad  one  too } Ne- 
ceflity,  dire  neceffity,  tofave  a life  and  honour,  which  were  both 
at  ftake,  made  me  enter  your  doors. 

EcIvp.  Perfwade  me ’tis  night.  Tell  mel  dream,  or  my  beard  is 
gray}  any  thing  fhall  finde  faith  asfoon  as  the  tears,  prayers,  or  flat- 
tery of  a Spanifh  woman  } a race  of  young  diflemblers,  falfe  and 
bloudy,  in  their  youth,  to  weep  my  Purfe  out  of  my  Pocket,  and 
flatter  me  into  a beating!  young  Devils,  to  abufe  a ftrangerfor 
being  kinde  onely  } And  I be  not  reveng’d  upon  all  your  fex,  let 

She  {hives  Jne  Pa^  f°r  a tame  f°°l Come,  or  by  this  Hilt  I fhall  bang  you 

and  he  pulls  with  this  Scabbard,  good  Devil.  { Enter  Ferdinando. 

her.  Ferd.  How  now,  what  Scene’s  this  ? 

Edrv.  Fred , thou  art  come  in  the  nick.  A prize  y faith. 

Ferd.  What,  (lie’s  in  love  too?  One  of  a great  Family,  that's 
fain  to  fteal  a vifit } fome  one  whofe  paffion  has  tranfported  her  be- 
yond the  bounds  of  modefty  and  cuftome  ? Is’t  not  fo,  fair  one  ? 
or  fome  mighty  concupifcence  which  Petticoats  cannot  tame. 

Edrv.  No,  fhe’s  one  that’s  purlu’d  by  fome  near  a kin,  a Huf- 
band  or  a Brother,  and  was  fain  to  take  fan&uary  here  at  Fools 
Haven}  and  this  poor  innocent  fimple  young  virgin  had  been’mur- 
der’J,  but  that  by  miracle  (he  found  the  way  to  pick  the  Lock  of 
our  Door,  where  (he  will  finde  fuch  a Sanctuary.  Death,  to  me  for 

pro- 
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protection?  As  if  fine  words  and  talcs  could  delude  the  Fool 
again  ! No,  young  one,  curfe  thy  felf,  for  the  world  (hall  not  lave 
thee,  nor  any  thing  in  Spanifh  Petticoats  finde  mercy  here,  not  a 
cloven  Saint,  no,  not  the  Madona,  unlefs  (he  were  difguis’d. 

Ferd.  Now  Lady  fair,  is  this  the  ftory  ? 

Serul.  Yes  Sir,  and  a moft  fad  and  ferious  truth. 

Fred.  She  fighs  } Take  heed,  Ned  $ this  is  in  love  with  thy  (kin, 
fhe  will  flay  thee  5 if  thou  truft  her,  there  are  of  her  Tribe  about 
the  Town  fuch  excellent  Thieves  they  11  geld  a man  ere  he  feels 
them  : I have  heard  of  one  that  robb’d  a mans  mouth,  while  he 
flept,  of  a row  of  teeth } another  ftole  Jack^S  with* s Eye  out  of 
his  Head  at  noon-day,  and  he  never  mifs’d  it  till  he  felt  the  cold  j 
Nay,  (he  made  him  buy  it  again'}  This  is  true.  Dame,  as  nice  as 
you  make  it. 

Sernl.  Sir,  fome  fuch  ill  women,  void  of  honour  and  fhame, 
there  may  be  5 but  why  you  (hould  be  fo  hafty  to  condemn  me 
for  one  of  them  is  moft  uncharitable,  till  you  have  caufe  for  your 
fears  > have  I ask’d  ought  of  you,  or  injur’d  the  place  more  than 
by  putting  my  unfortunate  foot  in  your  houfe  } nor  that,  but  to 
have  fav’d  a life  that  was  purfu’d. 

Ferd.  Come,  come,  be  real  and  confefs,  for  this  Trick  will  not 
pafs  upon  us : why  here  ? why  in  this  houfe?  inhabited  by  ftrangers 
onely,  that  neither  knew  nor  practis'd  with  any  of  you  till  yefter- 
day,  and  fee  how  we  are  us’d  ! Behold  that  wrack,  a tall  (hip  well 
rigg’d,  and  a good  fraught  when  he  put  out  of  Port,  and  fee  how 
a (he-Pyrat  of  this  Ifle  of  Rogues  has  usd  him,  but  for  foiling  one 
Tide  in  your  Streights}  all  to  be  beaten  and  plunder'd,  and  fet  a 
fhore  for  Dutchmen  } but  if  he  will  be  rul’d  by  me,  you  (hall  curfe 
the  ftory  : By  this  hand  we’ll  both  ly  with  her,  one  will  be  enough 
to  beat  her. 

Edvp.  That  I promis’d  her  before  you  came } Little  one  tis  re- 
viv’d you  muft  pay  this  fcore : Honour,  Revenge,  and  Pleafure, 
all  three  condemn  you  to  the  Couch  within. 

Ferd.  El fe  we  (hall  be  alone  the  fport  of  the  Prado  5 and  the 
blinde  Fidler,  who  would  elle  have  roafted  none  but  the  Englifh- 
mens  names  upon  his  Lanteer,  now  the  fpit  (hall  turn  with  a new 
tune  } I would  Thomafo  were  here  to  fee  us  towfe  this  Quarry,  in 

revenge  of  our  affront Come  Sweeting,  cry,  I,  I,  poor  virgin  in  They  both 

diftrefs^rude  fellows  to  pull  thee  thus,  andpleafe  thee  againft  thy  fxttbcr. 
will.  Cog,  cog. 

S erul.  Do  you  know  Don  Thomafo  the  Englifh  Colonel  ? 

Edn>.  Know  him?  yes : I would  he  were  here,  he  would  have  a 
leg  or  a wing  of  thee.  Chicken  but  ’tis  as  well,  we’ll  leave  him 
fome  of  the  Carcals  till  he  come  home , he’s  not  fo  nice-fto- 
mack’d,  but  he  may  make  a Collation  upon  a cold  Whore  and  a 
Sallad. 

Serul.  Foi  his  fake,  I conjure  you,  if  you  be  Friends,  ule  me 
civilly  ^ and  I am  confident  he’ll  take  it  kindlier  than  if  y«u 
(hould  purfue  this  barbarous  humour,}  what  is^pafs’d  I can  forget, 
becaufe  I have  heard  (omething  of  your  ftory  5 and  if  you  be  that 
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Englifhman  that  was  abus’d,  I confefs  I do  not  wonder  tofinde 
you  thus  enrag’d  ? ’twould  make  a better  nature  than  you  pro- 
fefs  think  of  their  revenge  5 and  when  he  comes,  if  you  repent 
your  delay  of  ] uftice  upon  me,  I am  ffcill  in  your  power  to  be  us’d 
as  barbaroufly  as  he  or  you  (hall  decree. 

Edi r.  She  fpeaks  fence,  but  ’tis  out  of  time,  and  I am  deaf  to 
all  but  revenge  5 I care  not  to  be  juft  or  gallant  5 I’ll  be  reveng’d 
on  all  the  fex , Angels  in  face  and  voice , but  Devils  in  their 
hearts j I thought  I had  made  a ffiendftiip  with  a Saint,  fo  young, 
fo  innocent  j when  the  diffembling  Whore  would  have  coozen’d  a 
Jefuit,  falfeand  bloudy  as  the  common  Stews. 

Serul.  Be  you  my  Judges,  my  innocence  dares  appeal  to  your 
rage,  for  the  worft  that  that  and  malice  can  fay  5 when  you  have 
liltn’d  to  all  that  anger  can  prompt  you  to,  fuppofe  me  the  worft 
of  women , fent  upon  the  blackeft  Errands,  you  muft  confefs 
my  journey  was  either  to  proftitute  my  felf  for  mone  yor  luft  5 
one  of  thefe  bafe  caufes  is  the  worft  your  heart  can  think  me 
guilty  of } Now  to  clear  my  felf  from  thofe  crimes,  and  to  af- 
fureyou  I am  fallen  by  chance  into  this  mifery  , take  this  Dia- 
mond, ’tis  of  no  common  price,  I freely  give  it  as  a Pledge  of  my 
Innocency,  and  a price  to  purchale  onely  your  delay  of  revenge 
till  'lhomafo  comes } and  if  he  doth  not  allow  of  my  prote&ion, 
let  me  luiier  all  your  difpleafure  threatens  5 you  fee  I am  fo 
confident  of  my  innocency,  I refer  my  felf  to  be  judg’d  by  your 
Friend. 

Edw.  Tis  a Diamond.  Hum,  Fred , This  mollifies  a little  3 ’tis 
ftrange  how  much  more  fence  this  Diamond  fpeaks  than  her 
tears  or  prayers. 

Ferd.  This  King  makes  her  fence  plain,  which  was  hard  before  5 
and  do  you  hear,  Ned , ’twould  vex  us  to  be  hang’d  for  ravilhing 
an  honeft  woman,  when  we  think  we  onely  towfe  a Drab  5 and 
but  a fcurvy  Why-not,  to  overfee  a Gallows  fo. 

Edvp.  A pox  upon  her,  I cannot  believe  fhe  is  real  5 what  if  this 
Ring  be  falfe  ? They  are  all  diflemblers}  the  other  talked  aspar- 
loufly  as  this,  and  gave  me  a chain  too , as  falfe  metall  as  her  felf, 
Gipfey 

Ferd . However  , there  is  nothing  loft  but  time  in  this  ven- 
ture. 

Edw.  Well,  I’ll  once  break  a refolution,  and  delay  my  revenge, 
for  an  hour  > come,  i’ll  fee  you  fafe  in  my  Chamber  till  your  Friend 
comes^  but  I’ll  make  bold  to  keep  you  Company,  left  you  play  an- 
other Gats  Trick,  and  leap  the  window. 

Serul.  And  if  I fcape  this  ftorm  I’ll  no  more  to  Sea,  blind  Love 
in  thy  Idol  Name,  T o hazard  Honour } Life  and  Fame. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
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ACT.  III.  SCEN.  I. 


Enter  Thomafo  and  Harrigo,  and  meet  Johanne  with  Don.  Pedro. 


'Thom. T~^On  Pedro,  What  occafion  flops  you  here.  Sir  } will  you 
| J do  us  the  favour  to  fee  our  houfe  ? us  the  poor  habita- 
tion of  ftrangers  ^ We  boaft  nothing  Extraordinary  5 and  for  Furni- 
ture, fo  the  Kitchin  and  the  Cellar  be  well , if  the  Bottles  be  good, 
the  Bed  cannot  be  ill. 

Pedr.  Tis  more  then  you  know, Don  Thomajb^what  furniture  you 
have  in  your  houfe  , for  if  I miftake  not  there  is  a moveable  more 
then  you  imagine,  and  now  I am  confident  fhe  is  entred  here  5 We 
followed  a pretty  woman,  and  (as  neer  as  I can  guefs)  to  your  door, 
before  I loft  fight  of  her  ^ fhe  gave  the  fign  at  every  T urning. 

Thom.  Upon  my  )£  ’tis  the  fame  I faw  in  the  Piazza  5 If  you  pleafe 
to  go  in,  wee’ll  inform  our  l'elves  better.  [ Exeunt  0 nines. 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Edwardo,  Serulina,  and  Ferdinando. 


Edvo.  Uick  Fred,  look  out,  I heard  fome  body  open  the  Street- 

V^/  door. 

Ferd.  ’Tis  Thomafo , and  ftrangers  with  him  , fome  of  the  fame 
Crew  we  had  the  Quarrel  with  Don  Pedro  what  do  you  call  his 
Name  ? he  is  one  of  them. 

Semi.  Don  Pedro}  As  you  have  Honour  , By  all  that  is  deareft 
unto  you,  let  him  not  fee  me  5 I conjure  you,  be  not  Calmly  barba- 
rous ^ though  your  Rage  has  wrong’d  me  yet  now  you  are  colleft- 
ed,  be  not  fo  inhumane  as  to  Expofe  me  to  mifery  , for  your  fport 
onely. 

Ferd.  By  this  light , fhe  is  really  Concern’d , I fee  now,  by  her 
Palenefs  i poor  Girl,  Come  be  not  afffufted  5 by  my  life  , he  fhall 
neither  fee  thee  nor  Injure  thee  here  5 come  be  confident : poor 
Rogue  how  the  fhakes ! 

Serul.  Sir,  I’ll  take  your  word,  and  if  I live  I’ll  defer  ve  this  Fa- 
vour from  you  } And  now  I confider  your  F riend  better,  it  calls  to 
mind  a former  injury,  fo  frefhly  a&ed  that  I cannot  but  wonder 
what  Star  makes  me  thus  fubjefr  to  him  ? and  though  I take  no 
delight  in  Revenge , yet  I would  not  have  him  urge  me  too 
farre.  [_Exit  Serulina* 

Ferd.  What  was  it  fhe  faid  ? 

Edw.  I neither  know  nor  care. 

. 

Enter  Thomafo,  Don  Pedro,  Don  Johanne. 


Thom.  Ned , fee  here  are  friends  of  yours  come  to  give  you  a vifit  5 
They  heard  you  kept  your  Chamber. 

Pedro.  Sir,  I am  both  forry  and  afham’d  for  your  injury  3 But 
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fince  you  know  who  did  it  I (hall  gladly  have  the  Honour  to  joyn  in 
your  Revenge. 

Edrc.  Why  faith, ’tis  Lovers  luck  ; but  I fliould  not  have  feen 
you  fo  confidently  as  I do,  in  this  Garb , But  that  I am  upon  better 
terms  with  the  Sex  then  I hoped  this  morning  5 for  here  is  one  of  the 
foolifheft,  or  elfe  unlucky’fi:  wenches  fallen  into  my  mercy, that  ever 
was  hid  under  the  Curfe  of  a Petty-coat  5 By  this  light  fhe  found 
meandfet  upon  me  alone,  and  brav’d  me  here  in  my  Chamber  } an 
Impudent  tear-(heet } and  if  I had  not  been  arm’d  die  would  have 
ravilh’d  me  5 (he  knows  you  both,  and  pretends  fome  intereft  in  Don 
: Thomafo  } but,  for  your  part,  fhe  will  not  fee  you  } her  cover  is  none 
of  the  bed:,  but  (he  is  fine  and  clean  underneath. 

Thom.  ’Tis  the  fame. 

Edrv.  I have  taken  out  Letters  of  Mart  for  reprilal  againft  her  } 
and  vow’d  to  make  a voyage  upon  her,  e’re  (he  go  out  again } yet 
(lie  eats  nothing  but  Bread  and  Water  till  (he  it,  nor  (hall  fhe  lie 

alone  neither. 

Ferd.  He  had  boarded  her  e’re  I came  up}  fo  (he  ranfom’d  her 
felf  with  this  Diamond,  but  (he  is  onely  Repriv’d  till  you  come,  (he 
fays  you’ll  be  her  Bail. 

Pedro.  Hang  her  poor  whore,(ome  common  Carryon } (he  would 
never  haunt  your  houfe  elfe } ’tis  fome  hungry  Kite  you  fee,  (he  flies 
at  all } your  ring  is  likely  to  be  a good  one,  when  (he  had  rather  give 
it  then  lie  with  you. 

Thom.  Ned}  take  my  counfel } hide  your  Ring  and  deny  this  (lo- 
ry as  you  love  your  Credit } Two  fuch  affronts  in  one  day  ! for  the 
Nations  fake  hide  rhem  before  the  Boys  come  to  know  it}  rob’d  and 
beaten  by  one  Whore,and  another  rather  pay  then  have  you  do  her 
work}  where  is  fhe,Fm/.<? 

Ferd.  In  Neds  Chamber,  will  you  go  and  fee  her  ? I have  engag’d 
my  felf  you  muff  not } But  you  may  peep,  or  fo. 

Thom.  Give  me  the  key. 

Pedro.  If  I but  fee  a Glimpfe  of  her  Face , I can  tell  whether  (he 
be  a Wench  of  any  Garb  or  no. 

Thom.  Follow  me , Sir } and  when  I go  in  1 11  plant  my  felf 
fo , that  when  fhe  difeovers  her  face  to  me  you  may  fee 
her.  Exit  Thomafo,  and  Pedro  peeps  after  him. 

Pedro.  A pox  on  her  for  a crafty  Quean } fhe  has  turn’d  her  back 
to  the  door } there  is  no  knowing  her. 

Ferd.  Tis  no  great  lofs  if  you  lofe  the  fight } (lie  has  been  here 
this  hour,  yet  I was  not  fo  curious  to  lift  up  her  veil } Come,  Don 
Harrigo , We  have  a Bottle  or  two  in  Frefco,  let’s  wade  the  time 
with  that}  and  when  Thomafo  comes  we  (hall  hear  all  theftory}iffhe 
prove  prize,  Harrigo  ihall  receive  his  Majefties  tenths  and  fifteens. 

Harr.  No,  Sir,  I am  not  for  that  Game}I  hate  fuch  hawking  at  the 
Bu(h  with  thofe  Bob-tails } Give  me  a long-wing’d  Hawke,  a high 
flying  whore,  ’tis  fport  to  fee  her  (loop.  [ Exeunt  omnes. 
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ACT.  III.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Serulina  and  Thomalb. 

! more  excufes,  Sir  j I am  latisfi’d,  ’twas  all  full  of 

chance  5 no  intention  of  any  injury  to  me,  this  habit 
and  the  licenfe  of  the  place  was  only  guilty  } and  ’tis  all  forgot, 
though  my  part  had  like  to  have  been  lad  5 and  thofe  clouds  and 
fears  that  darkned  my  mind  this  morning,  this  joy,  to  find  you  the 
lame  we  parted,  has  quite  difpers’d  5 nor  will  I fear  the  frowns  or 
ftorms  that  any  man  can  threaten,  lince  you  are  fatisfi’d  > whofe 
proteftion  and  opinion  is  all  I would  feek  or  find  amongft  men^yet, 
in  kindnefs  and  civility  to  my  Brother,!  would  not  have  him  fee  me 
1 here  > ’tis  not  handfome  lo  to  declare  againft  a Brother  5 and 
though  his  anger  be  an  ulurp’d  power,  it  will  be  more  modefty  to 
fuffer  fuch  a tyranny  then  to  war  againft  it. 

Thom.  I am  yet  lo  confounded  and  furpriz’d  with  my  joys,  lo 
amaz’d  to  meet  you  here,  I can  fcarce  fettle  my  heart  into  a faith 
of  what  I fee.  The  Sea  works  ftill,  though  the  ftorm  be  paft  5 
and  my  heart  trembles  to  think  what  a danger  you  have  efcapd, 
knowing  the  nature  and  the  rage  that  now  poftefles  both  my 
friends  5 to  which  is  added  the  accident  of  your  Brothers  being 
within,  my  foul  feels  the  honour  ftill  3 what  ftrange  misfortune 
direfted  your  feet,  in  that  hour  of  mifchief,  into  this  danger  5 yet 
if  felf  intereft  could  govern  me,  I have  caufe  to  rejoyce  5 this 
ftorm  having  wrought  through  a thoufand  impofiibilities , and 
procur’d  a bleffing  for  which  I,  in  vain,  have  labour’d  many  years, 
and  now  poflels  with  fears  and  doubts  5 for  I was  never  fo  vain  as 
to  believe  I deferv’d  this  honour  from  you, nor  never  had  a thought 
fo  infolent  as  durft  allure  me  Ifhouldbe  happy  5 yet,  ’tis  truth, 

I always  ador’d  you  above  your  fex , and  ftill  gaz’d  upon  the 
vertuous  Serulina , as  that  divine  perfon  from  whom  I was  to 
believe  and  expert  all  that  kindnefs  honour  and  juftice  could 
prompt  her'heart  to  ^ and  fee  how  thofe  vows  and  that  faith,  have 
not  only  paid  but  exceeded  all  my  hopes,  and,  heaven  knows,  fur- 
priz’d  my  very  wilhes  5 for  which  goodnefs,  at  your  feet  thus  I 
throw  your  fervant , bound  by  gratitude  with  eternal  vows  of  jhomafo 
faith,  to  adore  the  vertuous  and  fair  Serulina  5 but  we  muft  be  kneels, 
fhort,  and  lilent,  Madam  5 left  the  dangers  from  within  by  fome 
new  mifchief  interrupt  our  joys : for  I’me  of  your  opinion,  your 
Brother  fhould  not  know  you  are  here  , nor  dare  I any  longer  de- 
lay the  incens’d  mind  of  Edwardo , whofe  late  injury  has  made  him 
a beaft,  and  ready  to  aft  all  inhumane  things,  upon  your  fex ; 
which  danger  I muft  prevent. 

Serul.  I confels,  when  Edwardo  was  alone,  I had  fome  appre- 
henfion,  becaule  I had  formerly  known  him  by  that  accident  that 
befell  in  my  garden,  where  he  Ihew’d  a moft  untam’d  nature,whom 
neither  danger,  realbn,  nor  tears  could  foften  , but  when  Ferdinan- 
doc ame  in  I then  took  courage  ^ forvou  feldom  read  of  two  men 
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fo  wicked  by  chance,  as  to  ad  or  confent  to  fuch  crimes  as  Murder, 
or  Rape,  where  the  looker  on  grows  as  guilty  as  the  ador. 

Thom.  I befeech  you.  Madam,  let  me  interrupt  your  difcourfe  5 
left  while  we  talk  of  pafs’d  dangers,  thofe  that  are  upon  the  way 
and  drawing  neer  furprize  us,  your  Brother  is  without,  and  expeds 
me  5 pray  be  pleas’d  to  hide  your  felf  in  your  veil,  and  (hut  the 
door  till  I return,  who  will  with  all  poffible  diligence  difperfe  the 
company  within  and  wait  upon  you.  \_Exeunt. 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  IV. 

. , :'j  Aj  '*  ' c.  1 : ' r\  •‘jXj  • Jr 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Edwardo,  Johann cand  Ferdinando. 

Pedro. T "K  7E11,  Gentlemen,  1 11  take  my  leave  of  you  5 1 fee  Don 
V V Thomafo  is  pleas'd  with  his  vifit and  'twill  be  but  an 
ill  complement  to  fpeakin  his  draughty  upon  the  Piazza  this  even- 
ing.  I’ll  meet  you  and  hear  his  adventure. 

Ferd.  Nay,  faith,  never  part  till  he  comes  5 we’l  have  only  one 
bottle  more,  and  then  I’ll  call  him  ^ Pox  on  her,  'tis  fome  crafty 
Whore,  and  hopes  to  flatter  and  mollifie  him  5 for  he's  fuch  a good 
natur'd  fool  fhe’l  per fwade  him  to  any  thing. 

Edw.  Let  them  both  ufo  their  beft  Oratory,  try  if  they  can  pre- 
vent her  walking  in  Frejco  this  evening,  with  a moft  large  Paper  on 
her  back  full  of  caufes  why. 

Pedro.  We’l  exped  your  prize  in  Spajfo , I'll  feek  out  one  of  your 
Ballads  againft  you  come , you’l  have  leifure  to  write  the  fecond 
part  your  felf 5 I'll  warrant  you  'twill  fell. 

Edw.  Would  there  were  no  worfe  in  the  bufineft  5 but  I believe 
Ilhall  icarce  get  a thoufand  crowns  by  my  Ballad  , though  I’me 
fare  I paid  little  left  for  the  fubjed.  [_Exe.  Pedro  and  Johan. 

Ferd.  What  a pox  can  he  be  doing  all  this  while  with  that  poor 
Devil  ? 

Edw.  Come,  let's  beat  up’s  Quarters  5 what  if  fhe  have  cut  his 
throat,  and  leap'd  out  at  the  window  ? I imagine  all  mifehiefs  from 
all  women  5 yet  this  is  a fine  ftraight  tree,  I long  to  be  gathering 
fome  of  her  fruit,  I could  clafp  her  Bool,  and  clime  her  with  a good 
Enter  Tho  will  yet  for  all  my  anger. — See,  here  he  comes.  Well,  Sir,  how 
mafo.  goes  matters  ? what,  you  are  charm'd,  Ifoe^  wounded  as  a man 
may  fay,  orftroak’d  into  a calm  5 not  one  wrathful  billow  appears. 

Ferd.  He  looks  fo  ferious  as  if  we  were  to  befoechhimto  let  us 
take  our  turns  5 come,  theftory^  be  quick,  for  we  muft  have  our 
hour  too. 

Thom.  Where  are  the  reft  of  the  company  ? 

Ferd.  Harrigo  left  us  as  foon  as  you.  Don  Pedro  ftaid  the  (hare 
of  two  bottles  3 we  laugh’d  a fpell  with  old  Ned0  and  parted  5 he’I 
meet  us  on  the  Piazza  5 I believe  'tis  a good  fellow  enough,  if  his 
mind  were  quiet , but  I perceive  by  his  difoourfo  he  is  jealous 
you  have  too  much  intereft  with  Angellica , which  he  can  fcarce 
digeft. 

Edw.  He  drank  her  health,  and  pledg’d  for  you,  he  took  it 

kindly. 
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kindly,  your  leaving  him  there  today  5 but  this  is  from  my  bufi- 
nefs  ? what  a pox  have  you  done  with  our  (mail  (inner  all  this 
while  } her  time  of  execution  draws  neer  ^ if  you  did  but  fee  the 
paper  within  which  Fardinando  has  writ,  and  I mean  to  nail  upon 
her  fhoulders  with  fome  Lath-nails  when  I turn  her  out,  ’twould 
make  you  laugh  to  read  the  caufes  $ prethee  fay,  has  Ihe  clean  li- 
nen } doft  thou  think  (he  is  found  ? if  I fhould  go  now  to  re- 
venge one  mifehief,  and  get  another,  I fhould  curfe  my  felf. 

Thom.  Stay  here,  and  I’ll  fatisfie  your  Queftion.  Exit  Thom. 

Edw.  What  do’s  he  mean  to  be  thus  ferious  ? By  this  light,  I’ll 
have  my  revenge  in  fpite  of  his  heart  , let  him  frown  to  the 
Devil. 

Enter  Thomafo  with  Serulina ^Jhe  hath  put  off  her  old 
Coat  and  Veil. 

Thom.  Do  you  know  this  Lady  ?— nor  you,  Edwardo  ? They  lookup- 

Ferd.  I have  feen  that  face,  but  where  I cannot  call  to  mind.  on  her , and 

Edro.  Nor  1 5 yet  there  are  dark  lines  in  my  memory  that  lead  dwt  upon 
me  to  her  face  } ’tis  not  Lucetta  I am  certain.  eac,}  oi^er' 

Thom.  I (hall  remove  this  wonder  with  another } have  you  ne- 
ver heard  me  mention  the  name  of  Serulina.  Horrid  beafts!  are 
you  not  both  (truck  with  the  judgement  of  this  vifion  ?— Do’s  not  ^oth  cr  tj}em 

your  black  breafts  accufe  you  of  all  the  villany  molt  barbarous Senjlina--* 

men  can  be  guilty  of  ? what  mifery  can  this  opprefs’d  innocence  afidr. 
inflift,  that  your  own  fouls  will  not  fay  you  ought  to  fuffer  ? what 
mercy  can  you  hope  from  this  provok’d  vertue  , whole  bar- 
barous breafts,  even  forgetting  her  fex,  could  proceed  to  threaten 
blows,  which  (he  could  have  fuffer’d  too  with  lei's  affliction  then 
thole  wounds  your  rage  and  luft  impos’d  ? Fred,  you  (aw  her 
this  morning  in  Don  Harrigo* s company  could  you  lo  foon  for- 
get her  and  your  felf  ? I (hould  be  loath  to  find  you  guilty  of  any 
malice } ’tis  as  much  as  your  ignorance  can  do  to  plead  that  we  are 
friends  5 for  him,  he  was  a beaft  in  his  wine,  before,  as  much  as  in 
his  rage,  now  5 and  both  his  injuries  crimes  to  the  law,  not  to  our 
friendfhip  ? elfe  I (hould  have  found  fome  other  way  to  have  ex- 
prefs’d  my  fence  of  them. 

Ferd.  Sir,  we  are  your  friends,  and  reafon  may  do  much  5 but 
you  muft  net  think  to  threaten  us  into  a repentance  5 you  know  us 
both  too  well , yet  I confels  this  is  a caufe  you  may  beat  us  in  fafe 
enough,  though  my  part  of  the  injury  may  find  excule  from  her 
Veil,  and  the  place  I found  her  in  5 for,  to  be  ingenuous  who  would 
have  look’d  for  a perfon  of  honour  in  thofe  clothes  and  your , 

Chamber  ? nor  was  her  veil  off  5 but  when  her  fears  and  tears  were 
on,  which  was  fuch  a diiguife  I am  afham’d  to  plead. 

Edw.  Madam,  I am  not  yet  fo  ill  as  to  defend  my  faults  $ and 
though  I cannot  be  innocent  I can  repent  my  crimes  } and  I have 
now  as  much  (hameand  forrow  as  there  was  wine  or  anger  in  myi 
injury  j and  when  I can  ferve  you,  you  (hall  fee  that  forrow  exprels* 
it  (elf  as  highly  your  fervant,  as  thofe  crimes  declar’d  me  beaft  and 
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mad-man.  And  if  the  fair  Seruhna  will  ftill  be  like  the  great 
character  Don  Thomafo  gave  as  of  her,here  we  ftand  an  objeft  fit  for 
fuch  a goodnefs  5 whofe  crimes  are  fit  for  fuch  a mercy  to  exercife 
itfelfupon  > and  for  my  part.  I’ll  never  rife  from  your  feet  till 
you  forgive  me,  and  command  me  fomething  to  expiate  my 
faults.  > 

Sernl.  Pray,  Sir,  rife  3 for  I am  not  now  to  be  reconcil’d  $ your 
friend  knows  my  anger  fell  with  my  fears  5 nor  can  any  man  wrong 
me  by  chance  3 and  I am  certain  Don  Thomafo  could  not  make  fo 
ill  a choice  of  friends,  or  converfe  with  men  fo  wicked  as  would 
injure  me  when  they  knew  me  3 and  my  faith  is  as  confident  in  my 
innocency  as  you  can  be  in  your  carriage : and  you  fee  That  inno- 
cency  has  been,  this  day,  fuccefsful,  and  overcome  all  the  dangers 
blind  fortune  threatned  in  this  accident. 

Ferd.  Now  am  I fuch  an  Afs  I cannot  fpeak  a word  for  my  felf; 
By  this  light,  Madam  , I was  never  heartily  afbam’d  before  3 the 
guilt  of  this  aftion  makes  me  dumb  3 I lTiall  never  look  upwards 
again  till  I have  redeem’d  this  fault. 

Sernl.  If  you  will  have  me  believe  this  furrow  real,  I conjure 
you  be  ft  ill  kind  to  your  friend  3 and  to  confirm  you  that  I am  re- 
concil’d , he  fhall  tell  you  what  we  have  refolv’d  on,  in  which 
you  muft  both  bear  your  parts  3 and  when  ’tis  pail,  if  you  will  give 
me  a vifit  at  my  houfe , I’ll  ufe  you  better  then  you  have  done  me 
for  intruding  into  yours,  though  I will  not  promife  to  kifs  you  lb 
often. 

Ferd.  Nay  faith , Lady,  have  mercy  3 we  onely  pretend  to 
that. 

SeruL  Why,  and  I hope  a kifs  will  hurt  neither  of  you. 

Thom.  Faith,  they  know  not,  for  I believe  they  never  kifs’d  an 
honeft  woman  before  3 and  for  Fred , he  is  fo  little  concern’d  in  the 
fex,  if  he  had  been  in  Paradife  we  had  ftaid  there. 

Ferd.  Becaufe  I do  not  talk  fo  much  as  you  do. 

Thom.  No,  but  becaufe  thou  doft  nothing  but  talk -3  and  I dare 
fay,  if  thou  wert  as  free  from  the  fin  of  the  Vine,  as  thou  art  from 
the  Apple , thou  might’ft  fafely  return  and  claim  the  old  Gardners 
place  yet. 

Edw.  Prithee,  let  this  fubjed  pafs 3 and  give  her  this  King  again. 
By  this  light,  I dare  not  come  fo  neer  as  to  do  it  my  felf. 

Thom.  No,  no  3 give  it  her  your  felf  3 you  could  towfe  her  even 
now,  and  ufe  her  like  a poor  Whore  3 tear  her  veil,  kifs  and  threa- 
ten to  beat  her  without  any  awe  or  reverence  to  the  majefty  or  di- 
vinity in  that  face  or  form  3 alas,  ’tis  the  fame  woman  ftill,  there  is 
not  a Ponyardmore  in  thofe  eyes  then  when  you  faw  them  weep, 
without  remorfe. 

Edward.  Though  (lie  be  the  fame  Excellency  ftill,  yeti  am  not 
the  fame  Beaft  I was  3 Prithee  take  it,  and  leave  fooling  3 Tis  not 
friendly  to  urge  a folly  thus,  nor  purfue  a friend  too  far. 

Thomafo.  Nay,  never  hang  a tail,  but  follow  like  your  felves  3 
See,  Madam,  the  later  part  of  Rogues  Reftitution  : This  Ring, 
do  you  know  it  > 
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Serul.  Yes,  but  I have  no  pretence  to  it  now , Nor  can  I claim 
it,  unlefs  I could  pay  back  the  price  I received  for  it  5 Tis  fold.  Sir, 
and  at  a rate  I repent  not. 

Thomafo.  Nay,  Madam,  now  I am  of  their  fide  5 and  hope  you 
will  not  believe  them  fo  little  Gentlemen  , as  to  keep  any  fuch 
mark  of  their  crime  to  upbraid  them  5 This  Ring  will  brand  them 
worfe  then  the  Law  in  fuch  a cafe  } And  I’ll  fay  that  for  Ned , (and 
a pox  take  him)  I know  the  Rogue  will  as  foon  wear  the  T and 
the  F in  his  hand,  as  this  Ring  on  his  finger  } And  I am  fo  much 
his  Friend,  as  to  defire  you  will  receive  it. 

Serul.  In  earned:,  I dare  not,  ’twill  be  an  ill  Omen  tome;, 
Should  I take  back  in  fafety  what  I gave  with  joy  in  Fears  and 
Dangers, 'twere  to  repent  my  vows  when  I have  reap’d  the  bleding$ 

I am  too  fuperditious  to  touch' it,  when  I eall  to  mind  ’twasthe 
price  ofmy  deliverance  when  both  our  Honours  were  at  flake. 

Tkomafo.  Do  you  hear  this  ? Well,  Madam, what  fhall  be  done 
with  it  ? Gentlemen,  you  hear  what  the  Lady  fayes,  which  of  you 
claims  it  ? I’ll  onely  write  his  name  in  Hebrew  and  reftore  it. 

Edrvardo.  Madam,  if  you  have  any  Charity  left,  pray  take  it 
for  him,  we  mud  die  the  Countrey  elfe,  to  avoid  his  bloody 
Jefts. 

Thomafo.  Nay,  faith  $ If  neither  of  you  will  have  it,  what 
think  you,  Madam,  of  giving  me  leave  to  offer  it  to  St.  Cecilias 
fhrine  to  morrow , in  remembrance  of  this  deliverance  upon  her 
Eve,  from  two  Englifh  Gentlemen,  which  fhall  be  hanged  up  in 
wax  in  her  Chappel,  with  an  Ex  voto  , A Spanifh  Miracle  wrought 
by  the  Saint  upon  an  EJfex  Calf  with  two  legs,  pofiefs’d  with  a 
Colliar  of  Croyden . 

Ferd.  This  is  the  Mercy  we  exped  from  fuch  a Nature  ^ Yet  if 
I were^ better  acquainted  with  this  Lady,  I would  afk  her  how 
fhe  comes  to  forgive  you  fo  eafily,  that  are  indeed  the  caufe  of  the 
tnifchief '?  And  in  a Lover  your  crime  is  greater  then  ours  } and  the 
negled  you  have  lhewn  her  a higher  offence  then  what  we  kneel 
for } our  Infolence  was  a chance, and  proceeded  from  Ignorance  and 
pafliomfor  had  we  known  her, we  would  have  facrific  d our  lives  for 
her,  rather  then  have  acted  or  differ’d  the  lead  of  thofe  Crimes. 
But  you  that  have  the  Honour  not  onely  to  be  known, but  efteem’d 
by  her,  to  be  thus  long  in  Town,  and  never  pay  your  own  duty, 
nor  inform  us  how  we  might  pay  ours,  it  makes  it  our  faults  your 
guilt  5 You  fhew’d  us  all  the  Whores  in  Town,  and  were  mad 
till  you  had  feen  them  your  felf $ But,  for  this  noble  Lady,  I never 
heard  her  mention’d  in  Madrid  Had  you  paid  thatrefpeft  your 
Heart  knows  due  to  her,  we  might  have  had,  by  fuch  a vifit,  the 
Honour  of  being  known  to  this  Lady  5 which  would  have  given 
her  Protedlion,  and  fecur’d  our  Innocence.  Do  youblufh  ? ’Tis 
time  5 and  if  you  had  any  grace  , this  Truth  would  be  a Ring  in 
your  Nofe,  as  well  as  the  other  in  ours.  Good  fevere,  fmall  Friend, 
am  I with  you  ? 

Edrvardo.  All  bleflings  upon  thee,  for  dinging  him  on  that  fide  } 
By  this  light,  my  guilt  has  pick’d  all  the  Guts  out  ofmy  brains, 
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Thontafo.  Shew  you  this  Lady  ? Prithee  look  upon  her  again,  do 
you  think  your  felves  fit  convention  for  her  ? No,  Gentlemen, 
though  I afford  you  my  Company,  yet  this  is  of  another  formal 
(hewed  you  all  my  Whores,  they  were  fit  converfation  and  ac- 
quaintance for  you  Meat  according  to  your  palat, Souls  and  Minds 
of  the  fame  fize}  This  Virtuous  Lady,  what  would  you  do  with 
her  ? She’ll  neither  drink,  nor  fwear  5 1 dare  fay,  Ned  is  the  firft  that 
ever  belch’d  before  her,  though  (he  might  have  heard  many  men 
figh  3 They  are  no  fuch  Dutch  iowre  ones,  as  your  Beer  breaks. 

Edrvardo.  ’Tis  well,Sir  } you  have  the  (faff  in  your  hand, and  you 
ufe  it. 

Serul.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  fevere,  and  I muft  take  their 
parts  5 But  ’tis  no  matter.  Gentlemen,  what  he  fayes  now  5 His  firft 
Character  (hall  hand  with  me  5,  and  for  what  is  paft,I  afi'ure  you,  it 
flies  and  dyes  with  the  hour  it  was  afred  in. 

Ferd.  Your  goodnefs , Madam  , makes  us  blufh,  and  ought  to 
(hame  him  too  $ But  he  is  fo  hardned,  nothing  can  diforder  him. 

ihomafo.  No  more  mutiny,  left  I produce  the  Rung  } This  Dia- 
mond, Madam,  will  work  upon  them  like  Medufa’s  Afs  5 And  the 
Rogues  are  eafily  turn’d  to  ftone  5 For  their  Hearts  are  Marble 
already,  though  your  goodnefs  hath  forgiven  it.  [ Exeunt  otnnes . 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  V. 

( M ' , i ' i v • r 

Enter  Calis. 

Calis.y^ I Ot  come  home  yet  ? Where  can  (he  be  ? I dare  not  fee  her 
X >1  neither,  till  I have  deliver’d  this  Letter  5 All  things  run 
crofs  to  day,  I would  they  were  honeftly  loft  in  the  great  bed  at 
home}  We  (hall  never  have  quiet  hour  till  the  Prieft  have  knit  a 
knot  upon  them,and  thrown  them  into  a pair  of  (heets.There  he  is } 
I’ll  hold  him  with  my  teeth  ere  he  fcapes  me. 

Enter  Ferdinando  and  Thomafo. 

Thomafo.  Why  I,  Font  > I would  not  fup  now,  were  I Fred. 
Nor  fpeak  thefe  two  dayes  j I would  cry  too,  and  not  be  (fil’d  with 
plumms } What  a pox  would  you  have  done  to  come  off?  Been 
grave  and  ferious  ? There  is  nothing  you  could  have  laid  would 
have  made  her  fofoon  calm  as  feeing  me  (form  5 And  when  you 
have  read  Women  better, you’ll  find  it  eafier  to  make  them  forgive 
ten  faults  committed  againft  ’em,  then  forget  one  fault  which  they 
commit. — —How  now  Child,  at  whofe  fuit  ? what  have  we  here, 
a cloven  Algnazile  ? 

Calis.  Leave  fooling,  and  read  that,  you  know  the  hand  5 A 
mifchief  take  me  but  I’ll  burn  it  el(e  } I have  hunted  Moon-fhine 
in  the  water  for  you  all  this  day,  till  my  feet  are  fo  in  Love,  they 
are  fcarce  fweet  or  found. 

Thomafo.  Dear  Calis , what  news? 

Calis.  You  are  a kind  man,  you  a Lover ! A Woman  has  a fine 
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time  that  affe&s  any  Souldier  of  you  all,  with  your  Iron  Minds, 
and  tough  Buff  Hearts  } You  have  all  got  the  Boyes  wings,feather’d 
Lovers  all  } The  Devil  clip  them  for  Calis. 

Thomafo.  Come,  no  more  Anger}  Dear  Calis , your  Letter  is 
anfwer’d  5 at  home  you  will  find  your  Lady,  to  whom  you  muft 
make  hafte,  (he  has  bufineffe  for  you. 

Calif.  Have  you  feen  her  then  ? 

Thomafo.  Yes,  and  by  a chance,  which  (he’ll  tell  you  } Here, 

Calis , wear  this  Ring,  you  know  whofe  ’twas } Your  Lady  will 
not  be  difpleas’d  to  fee  it  thus  difpos’d } there  is  a Story  belongs  to 
it,  which  you  (hall  know  hereafter  > Farewel,Dear  Calis } be  faith- 
full  ftill,  and  reap  the  Harveft  of  all  thofe  Affli&ions  thou  haft 
fowed. 

Calif.  This  was  my  Ladies  Ring,  I’ll  home  and  take  my  (hare  of 
the  Jubilee  } Farewel  to  you  and  your  friend  5 methinks,  you  might 
have  kiffed  me  after  five  years } you  had  wont  to  do  it  when  you 
ihouldnot,  and  tell  me ’twas  the  Englilh  fafhion  } but  I find  we 
both  grow  old  } Nay,  now  you  (hall  not } there’s  neither  Grace 
nor  favour  in  a kifs  when  a woman  begs  it.  [ Exit  Calis. 

Enter  Carlo  and  peeps  after  her. 

Carlo.  ’Twas  Calis , and  file  gave  him  a Letter  but  from  whom  } 

I can  guefs,  though  I do  not  know } What  woman  was  that  he 
parted  with  at  our  door?  ’Twas  the  fame  fhooes  and  fcarf  we 
dog’d  from  the  Piazza--,  I’ll  find  Don  Pedro , there  is  fomething  in 
this  worth  his  fears  and  cares,  if  I guefs  aright. 

Thomafo.  Come,  let  us  hafte  to  Harrigos , and  refolve  with  him 
what  is  beft  to  be  done  in  our  bufinefs : This  Letter  (hould  have 
been  given  in  the  Morning  } ’tis  Don  Pedro’s  Rcfolution  fuddenly 
to  put  her  into  a Monaftery  , till  {he  confents  to  marry  Don  Al- 
fhonfo. 

Ferd.  You  are  both  fairly  warn’d}  and  if  you  have  notwit  to 
prevent  threatned  mifchiefs,  you  will  fall  unpitied } Come,  pray 
lofenotime,  but  makeufeof  herkindnefs,  before  he  doth  of  his. 

Power,  to  both  your  prejudices. 

Thomafo . ’Tis  refolved  already, and  with  Harrigo  you  (hall  know 
all}  We  muft  onely  get  things  ready  for  her  defign,  ’tislhemuft 
A£t } We  muft  onely  be  diligent  to  attend  her  fummons. 

[ Exeunt  omnes , 

A C T.  1 1 1.  S C E N.  V I. 

Enter  Angellica,  Carlo,  and  Ann*. 

Angel.'^fi  O more,  Dear  Carlo , ’tis  but  too  true  } Don  Pedros, 
difcourfe confirms  it , and  I am  miferable  } ’Twas  he 
that  faved  her  in  the  fack  of  Pampelune , and  'tis  my  puniftiment 
to  love  one  that  cannot  be  obliged } Yet  I can  bear  his  fcorn,  any 
thing  but  marry } though  I know  he  will  never  be  mine,  yet  I can- 
not mffer  the  thought  he  {hould  be  anothers. 

Carlo* 
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Carlo.  Ifyou  expeft  Don  Vedro , I’ll  ftay  $ elfe,I  muft  be  gone  and 
feek  him  ^ for  this  is  not  a bufinefle  to  be  delay’d  or  ileighted  3 
Tis  moft  certain,  fhe  has  a Paflion  for  him  ^ and  the  intel- 
ligence they  hold,  if  not  prevented,  will  produce  lome  fuddain 
mifchief. 

Angel.  Pray  ft  ay,  I know  he  will  not  be  long  abfent,  unlefs  this 
news  meet  and  divert  him  $ As  you  love  me  be  urgent  in  it } I’ll 
tell  him  how  much  his  Honour  is  concern’d,  and  how  he  is  bound, 
in  care  and  kindnefs  to  his  Sifter,  to  provide  againft  this  danger 
as  the  greateft  curfe  can  threaten  her  life  You  fee  his  Nature  is 
unconftant,  wild  and  rafh,as  common  Bravoes. 

Carlo.  I (hall  be  faithful  and  diligent  in  my  part  5 but  who  can 
prejudice  him  when  you  contribute  fuchfumms  againft  your  own 
Intereft  ? But  for  thefe  chances  he  had  fneak’d  long  fince  * Leave 
him  to  his  Fortune, and  Poverty  will  quickly  deject  him  below  the 
fawcy  thought  offuch  a Woman. 

Angel.  I cannot  repent  any  kindnefs  I have  done  him  My  fear 
is  rather,  that  Fortune  will  not  have  it  in  my  power  to  oblige 
him. See  here  comes  the  man  you  alk  for. 

Enter  Don  Pedro. 

Tedro.  Carlo0  how  now  ? the  news. 

Angel.  That  which  you  have  not  a little  apprehended  : within 
you  lhall  know  all.  [ Exeunt  omnes . 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  VII. 

Enter  Saretta,  Paulina,  and  Lucetta,  with  her  face  bound 
up,  cut  by  Edwardo’s  2?nm>’s. 

Saretta / | 'Hornafo  in  a Perriwig?  'tis  not  pofiible,  Hatred  and 
X Averfion  have  Eyes  as  curions  as  Love  , and  the  An- 
tipathy betwixt  us  muft  have  difcover’d  him. 

Vaulina.  I am  ^maz’d  too , it  cannot  be  fo  Height  a difguife 
Ihould  hide  him  from  the  Love  of  one,  and  hatred  of  the  other , 
’tis  but  lome  difcourfe  to  vex  us. 

Lucetta.  ’Tis  a Truth  great  as  his  Villany,  as  publick,  and  as 
bafe,  as  injurious  and  as  wicked  a Villain,  to  hunt  the  Bed  of 
two  Sifters  $ and  if  you  fuffer  it,  may  you  be  us’d  as  I am,  and  de- 
fpis’d  by  all  Men  of  Honour. 

Saretta.  If  it  be  a Truth,  I’ll  find  lome  way  to  be  reveng’d  as 
he  has  been  curious  in  his  Injury. 

Lucetta.  If  it  be  a Truth  } Areyou  Saretta , lo  true  he  isa  Vil- 
lain } There  is  no  Brother  arrived  from  SalantancaJDon  John  knowTs 
him,(he’s  a little  black  fellow)who  told  me  the  whole  defign^onely 
two  Perriwiggs,  and  two  futes  of  clothes , which  when  he  comes 
next,  you  may  eafily  difcover  : And  if  you  find  not  that  damn3d 
ihomaj'o  under  that  black  Perriwig  cut  my  throat,  as  the  dog  has 
done  my  face,  juft  as  I had  pack’d  up  his  friends  things  to  fend 
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them  back  } for  his  injury.  By  heaven  was  a chance,  in  which  I was 
as  innocent  as  he}here  comes  one  can  refolve  you  all.  [Ent. Philip. 

Philip . To  cure  your  doubts,  veil  your  felves  and  walk  to  the 
piazza'  and  hear  whofe  names , and  what  ftories  fill  the  crouds 
with  laughter  5 while  they  glory  in  their  mifchiefin  vindication  of 
the  affront  was  done  to  one  of  their  Comrades  } nay,  they  threaten 
new  revenge  } the  Angellica  is  of  their  counfel,  and  I hear  the  de- 
fign  was  laid  at  her  houfe. 

Saret.  I will  not  brag, nor  threaten  5 but  if  I have  any  friends,  or 
credit  in  Madrid , I’ll  make  it  a black  day  with  fome  of  them. 

Lucet.  And  a black  mifchief  light  on  me,  if  I joyn  not  in  any  re- 
venge at  the  rate  of  life  and  fortune  > and  if  ever  Philippo  will  de- 
ferve  from  me,  let  him  now  fhew  himfelf  a friend}  be  bold  and  kind 
in  our  revenge,  and  command  me  ever. 

Saret.  Kill  him,  and  name  the  price}  here’s  myearneff,  be  quick 
and  fecret.  [she  gives  him  a purfe. 

Lucet.  Here,  take  this  key,  and  make  thy  own  price  } for  ’twas  he 
that  fet  Edwardo  on,  and  hir’d  the  Bravo’s  to  my  ruine. 

Philip.  And  the  fame  men  fhall  cut  his  throat  if  you  will  forgive 
them. 

Lucet.  Let  them  but  revenge  me  upon  him  , and  I’ll  not  only 
forgive,  but  reward  them  too. 

Philip.  Well,  I’ll  undertake  this  bufinefs  fo  you  will  be  fecret, 
and  diflemble  your  hatred  for  a day  or  two  } perhaps  to  morrow 
being  a feaft  may  prefent  the  occafion } your  beft  way  is  not  to 
feem  to  know  you  are  injur’d,  or  known  j feem  to  Height  it,  and 
laugh  too. 

Saret.  Death,  I could  tear  my  very  flefh  to  think  that  Rafcal  has 
touch’d  my  } me  blood  rifes  to  think  how  kind  I was  to  the  thing 
I hate  } I fcarce  remember  I ere  enjoy’d  a man  with  more  Gujlo } 
fure  Harrigo  was  in  the  plot,  and  that  hungry  Captain  too  } 1*11  be 
reveng’d  upon  the  whole  tribe. 

Philip.  Pray  retire,  1*11  abroad  to  inform  my  felf  of  them  all} 
and,  perhaps,  this  night  find  thole  that  fhall  difpatch  ’em. 

Saret.  I never  hated  any  man  before  } and  fee  the  Devil  fhould 
give  me  a paffion  for  him  only  to  plague  me } how  I hate  thefe  eyes 
that  betray’d  me  ! thefe  arms  that  embrac’d  him  } thefe  lips  that 
prais’d  and  kifs’d  the  dog ! methinks,  all  mankind  like  my  felf 
fhoulddefpife  this  body  Ifain’d  with  that  wretch  } lure  my  flefh  is 
turn’d  carrion  fince  he  touch’d  it.  [ Exeunt  omnes^manet  Paulina. 

Paul.  Thefe  are  pure  womens  palfions  that  neither  know  what 
nor  why  they  love,  or  hate  5 the  accident  vexes  me  too,  but  not 
to  that  height  as  to  engage  my  felf  in  the  murther  of  a friend } for 
the  two  Sifters,  that  part  of  the  ftory'lhe  knows  I can  unriddle  j 
though  for  my  intereft.  I’ll  let  it  pafs , in  the  opinion  of  the  world  } 
nor  fhall  her  mifehief  prevail  if  I can  prevent  it } ’tis  the  folly  of  an- 
ger to  threaten  ftill,  which  but  alarms  an  enemy,  and  gives  time  to 
arm } their  anger  makes  their  hearts  cold  and  cruefeand  love  makes 
mine  kind  and  warm,and  refolv’d  to  fave  him  from’the  ftorm.  [ Ex . 
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ACT.  III.  SCEN.  VIII. 

Enter  Thomafo,  Harrigo,  and  Rogero. 

TA^.^'TOt  feen  fince  I went  out  > 

L Nl  Rog.  The  Mountebank  and  the  Captain  have  bee,,' 
with  ’em  all  day. 

Har . Let  them  alone,  they  have  fome  new  defign  to  redeem 
themfelves  j we  (hall  have  the  ftory  time  enough,  Til  warrant  you  5 
but  when  you  lee  Edrvardo  tell  him  he  has  play’d  the  fool  to  cut 
Lucettas  face  3 for,  believe  it,  fhe’l  be  reveng’d  3 I know  the  hu- 
mour of  thefe  people  5 and  I could  have  wilh’d  you  had  not  made 
your  felf  fo  merry,  to  day,  with  the  Saretta  s chara&er  3 there  were 
thole  by,  who  though  they  laugh’d  at  what  you  faid  , yet  I know 
they  love  not  your  humour,  and  will  be  the  firft  that  whet  you  on 
to  fuch  an  errour,  and  afterwards  both  do  you  a mifehief  and  de- 
fpife  you  for’t  3 and,  believe  it,  Ihe  is  a wench  that  wants  neither 
friends  nor  malice,  and  as  like  to  do  you  a mifchief  as  any  (he  in 
Madrid. 

Thom.  I laugh  at  her  and  them  3 their  opinion  and  their  anger 
to  a 3 alas,  we  are  none  of  them  that  fear,  we  are  of  the  number 
that  fright  others 3 I know  the  trick  of  a Ponyard  as  well  as  they, 
a dead  wall,  a dark  night  and  a falfe  light,  I know  the  advantages 
too  of  ftriking  firft  5 and  wear  a fword  that  will  bite  as  deep  up- 
on fuch  occalion  as  any  he’s  in  Cajiilei  and  if  they  will  play  at 
tricks,  let  them  expeft  them.  But  I wonder  more  what  ’tis  thefe 
fine  Gentlemen,  our  Comrades,  have  in  chafe,  juft  now  when  our 
bufinefs  requires  their  prefence,  which  you  know  admits  no  delay  3 
we  are  both  undone  if  we  difappoint  her  to  morrow  i the  Angeli- 
ca is  jealous  too,  I find  it 3 and  how  I Ihall  bear  my  felf  with  her  to 
night,  there  is  another  trouble  3 one  bufinefs  more  will  make  me 
take  my  Bow  and  Arrows,  and  then  lye  down  to  fleep,  with  the 
Proverb.  Do  you  hear,  Roger  0,  when  they  come,  tell  them  lam 
gone  with  Harrigo  to  his  Chamber.  [ Exeunt . 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  IX. 

Enter  Cornelino,  Edwardo,  Ferdinando,dW  the  Mountebank. 

“TO  words,  there  is  the  money  > itmuft  be  a fecret  for 
a day  or  two  : what  muft  we  do  when  they  wake  } 

Alount.  Rub  their  Temples  with  that  oyl,  and  give  them  feme 
of  the  Vial  to  drink , and  they  will  come  to  themfelves  again. 

Edrp.  I hope  the  loving  fit  will  be  over : By  this  hand,  I would 
not  for  all  her  Eftate  mine  ihould  embrace  me  two  hours  more  : 
I crack’d  like  Wickar  in  her  Arms  when  {he  laugh’d  and  grew 
gay;  did  you  never  fee  a Cow  pretend  to  be  merry  i even  with  fuch 
ungraceful  motions  {he  exprefssd  her  felf. 

Ferd.  When  will  the  Baths  be  ready  ? I long  for  the  good  hour, 

if 
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if  that  fucceed  as  well  as  the  powder  , we  are  made  for' Ever'; 
and  wee’ll  fet  up  thy  Statue  in  EJJex. 

Mount.  Never  doubt  it.  Sir  ; my  life  for  your$  it  takes  ef- 
fect. [Exit  Mountebank. 

Edw.  Let’s  lofe  no  time  then,  but  In,  and  vow  a Pottle  or  twTo 
to  good  Luck ; and  the  Joy  of  the  Jeft  is , all  will  be  done  e’re 
Thomafo  knows  of  it. 

Ferd.  Their  Guardian  is  a Jew;  how  the  Rogue  fwell’d  at  the  Ce- 
remonies ! yet  he  was  as  glad  to  be  difcharg’d  of  them,  as  we  were 

to  have  them. 

Cornel.  You  will  not  wonder  at  that  when  you  confider  what  a 
fum  he  reaps  by  the  bargain  ; But  there  was  no  remedy,  you  muft 
not  have  hop’d  his  confent  but  upon  fuch  advantages ; The  belt 
is,  you  are  lure  to  have  no  noife,  nor  fute ; All  parties  are  con- 
tented. (They give  him  a.  purfe.') 

Ferd.  Hold  Captain,  there  is  your  fhare ; come, no  Nicety ; All 
men  muft  live  ; and  when  profit  runs  round  the  Mill  grinds 
merrily. 

Cornel.  Well  Gentlemen,  fince  you  think  I delerve  this  favour, 
I am  not  in  a Condition  to  refufe  it ; But  I muft  defire  you  will  get 
Thomafo  to  let  our  Bargain  ftand  for  the  Clothes ; to  morrow  is 
Holy-day,  and  he  wears  them  ftill. 

Edrv.  Today  onely,  for  Evidence  in  our  Plot;  you  fhall  have 
them  at  Night,  now  the  Jeft  is  over. 

Cornel.  Then  I fhall  be  fitted  for  this  Campania  ; Clothes  and 
money  too  ! Well,  I will  purfue  my  bufinefs , to  get  you  the  Baths 
ready  ; I’ll  provide  a good  Dinner,  choice  wine,  and  the  beft  Mu- 
lick  in  the  Town. 

Edrvardo.  Prithee  be-lpeak  Ten  Wheel-barrows  of  Tripes,  for 
Jugg  the  Gyant ; I cannot  but  laugh  at  our  Fortunes;  How  ma- 
ny will  envy  us,  and  how  many  abule  us  for  thele  wives ! a Pox 
on  the  Captain  he  wink’d  upon  you ; elfe  I had  got  the  longeft 
Straw  ; would  thou  had’ft  had  the  Gyant ; thine  is  the  fineft  fmall 
Divel  I ever  faw. 

Ferd.  See  how  hard  ’tis  to  pleafe  you ; Come  , what  boot  yet 
between  ’em?  Yeti  know  as  well  as  you  the  Advantage  of  my 
fmall  (inner,  and  what  charges  yours  will  bring , both  in  Food  and 
Cloathing  ; befides  fome  new  Engine,  with  twelve  yoke  of  Oxen, 
to  draw  her  into  the  Countrey,  or  take  the  Air  after  Dinner.  Do 
you  mark  ? after  Dinner ; which  Meal  would  vi&ual  a Kings  Ship ; 
Think  of  this,  and  propole. 

Edw.  The  Rogue  is  confident ; elfe  I know  he  would  not  treat 
this  bargain,  his  is  one  of  the  convenient5!!  Wives;  Of  fuch  a fine 
Diamond  cut;  her  Back  and  Breaft  are  crooked,  in  Table  and 

Faucet. 

Ferd.  Where  will  you  lodge  her  ? there  is  no  going  above 
Hairs ; nothing  but  a ground-room  will  bear  her  ; Some  old- 
Englifh  Hall , for  a Bed-chamber  ; And  now  I think  out , pur- 
chafe  Pauls , old,  Idle , and  unufefull  Pauls ; Separate  the  Ifles, 
and  there  is  a Partment  for  her;  and  there  fhe  may  walk  up- 
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right, the  Gates  too  are  big  enough  for  her  to  come  in  at 5 Then 
there  are  fome  of  the  Marble  Tombs  left  ftill,  which  will  ferve  in- 
ftead  ofBenches,tofit  upon}  There  are  (tone  Citterns  too,  at  the 
Porch,  will  ferve  her  to  pifs  in } Do  you  remember,  when  fhe  went 
out  of  the  way  to  Stale?  I thought  the  Spouts  had  run  when  (he 
open’d  her  SluCe. 

Edrv.  I forgot  to  bid  the  Captain  bring  a Ladder  } that  the  Tay- 
lor might  take  her  meafure. 

Ferd.  The  Taylor  ! fye,  fool,  ’tis  no  Taylors  work  , let  thofe 
that  ufe  to  furnifh  Churches  do  it  } they  are  us’d  to  fuch 
heights}  By  this  hand,  ’twill  turn  a Womans  Taylors  head,  to 
look  down  from  her  fhoulder  } Befides , the  others , when  they 
have  but  pac’d  her  about,  will  guefs  how  many  pieces  of  Tapeftry 
will  ferve  to  furnifliher}  Think  not  upon  Velvet,  or  Satten, 
thofe  paper  wares , lhee’11  take  up  more  then  furnifheth  Saint 
Jago’s  Chappel  } They  can  furnifh  her  with  Frutages , and 
Feftunes , for  head  drefs } Neck-lace  and  Chains  , Bobs  and 
Bracelets,  they  have  always  in  readinefs , as  much  as  will  fur- 
nifh a Church  } Thou  muft  get  a Grate  in  the  Bed,  fhee’ll  over- 
lay thee  elfe } what  a time  her  husband  has,  if  he  be  bound  to  ad 
that  part ! he  may  afloon  feed  Whales  with  Worms. 

Edvp.  If  the  Baths  fail,  all  my  refuge  is,  I can  run  away  from  her } 
Her  portion  is  big  enough  to  pay  the  Poft. 

Ferd.  Since  you  will  not  refolve  upon  this  change , let’s  finde 
He  foakgs  his  Thomafo } But  not  a word  of  what’s  paft } wee’ll  onely  ring  thefe 
Focfyt.  Bells  in  his  Ears } We  can  Dance  to  our  own  Mufick  now.  {Exeunt. 

ACT.  III.  S C E N.  X. 

Enter  Johanne  and  Don  Pedro. 

Johan.  T TPon  my  life,  ’twas  fhe, my  Author  faw  her,  and  the 
vJ.  confufion  fhe  was  in  for  fear  you  fhould  Know  it  5 
Twill  be  a fine  difhonour,  when  the  T own  fhall  take  notice  of  filch  a 
vifit } Sir,  fhe  is  your  fitter,  and  all  her  Adions  will  retted  upon  you  j 
But  which  is  moft  Impudent,  Carlo  faw  him  bring  her  to  your  door, 
and  was  prefent  when  Calk  gave  him  a Letter  in  the  walks } Be  not 
- abus’d.  Sir,  Two  hundred  thoufand  Crowns,  and  a fitter  of  her  me- 

rit, are  not  toys  to  be  loft } they’ll  exped  a better  Joynture  then  a 
Scarf  and  a Buff-coat,  and  will  be  much  better  Ornaments  in  your 
Family, then  a Colonel  and  his  Commiffion } Take  my  Counfel } fee 
her  in  a Nunnery,  and  I’ll  make  him  either  fly  the  Country, or  make 
him  a Nett  in  the  Church-yard. 

Pedro.  ’Tis clear,  and  lam  fatisfied}  But  we  muft  be  wary  in 
what  we  do } They  have  both  too  much  wit  and  refolution  to  be 
furpriz’d}  We  muft  diffemble  our  Intention  , left  this  Paffion  be- 
tray us } and, for  ought  we  know,  the  work  may  be  done  to  our 
hands:  For  I am  told,  th eLucetta  and  the  two  Sifters  are  highly 
incenfed,  and  have  fome  defign  to  be  reveng’d  upon  him}  I 
left  the  Angelica,  too  full  of  jealoufie  and  rage : There  we  may 
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Inform  Our  (elves  5 and  if  We  can  blow  that  Coal  with  her, 
wee’ll  refolve  what’s  to  be  done  : Women  , when  Rage  and 
Jealoufie  pofl«*fs  them , are  as  good  Counfel  as  Mifchief  can 
inquire  of  5 and  what  (he  Refolves  wee’ll  Execute , who  is  your 
Author  } 

Johan.  The  Lucetta , and  (he  had  it  from  Cornelio , who  is  himfelf 
unfatisfied  with  Thomafo.  [Exeunt 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  II. 


Enter  Edwardo,  aw^/Ferdinando. 


Ferd.  T^TOt  a word  , Ned , till  to  morrow  , of  what  is  part  $ 
wee’ll  confummate  to  night,  and  then  defie  the  foul 
Fiend. 

E drv.  I am  chain’d.  See  where  they  come.  — See  the  loft  fheep  $ Enter  Tho- 
We  thought  you  had  been  funk  or  ftollen  : Fred  has  (pent  three  maf°,  Harri- 
Groats  in  Cryersto  day.  gcy-w/Ro- 

Thomajo . ’Tis  well,  I me  glad  to  fee  you  are  not  flayed  again } Be-^er0* 
ware  of  the  She-foambles , Ned:  There  are  now  fnares  (et , lean 
aflure  you  , and  the  whole  Piazza  curfe  you  for  debauching 
the  Mountebank  , who  was  abfent  all  day , and  Excus’d  him- 
felf  that  he  was  employed  by  two  ftrangers  : Great  wonders 
are  expected  to  morrow  from  his  (kill  , ’tis  thought  he  will  make 
you  two  wife. 

Edwardo.  Well,  Sir,  Fool  on ^ We  may  live  to  (hew  the 
world  (bme  Ejjex  men  have  (ome  Wit,  though  the  Calf  lie  at  the 
Door. 

Ferd.  No  more,  let  time  (peak  for  us  5 Prithee  what  is’t  a Clock  ? 

This  noife  in  my  Pocket  chuwns  mine  ear  fo  I cannot  hear  him 


ftrike. 

Thom.  A cheerful  found,  if  no  hue  and  cry  purfue  it. 

Harr.  What  ? there  is  fome  fecret,  I perceive, which  we  muft  not 
partake. 

. Thom.  As  thou  loveft  me,  do  not  a(k  them  $ They  will  never  tell, 
if  they  but  imagine  We  defire  it  , to  get  a fecret  out  of  thefe  men, 
you  muft  neither  liften  nor  confider  what  they  fay  : But  Height 
their  difeourfe,  and  them,  till  they  hunt  and  hold  thee  to  tell  all 
they  know. 

Ferdinando.  Yes,  yes,  ’Truft  to  that  5 To  morrow  if  you  be- 
have your  (elves  well , tis  Refolved  you  (hall  (hare  the  Blef* 
ling. 

Thom.  Did  not  I tell  you  fo  ? now  is  he  as  fick,  till  he  has  told  it, 
as  one  that  holds  a Glyfter  too  long,  ’twill  out,  Fred.  Room,  Hall. 
let  the  fecret  come. 

Edw.  Not  a word,  onely  this  (bund  to  afflid  you. 

Harr.  Yet,inmidftof  your  mirth  ’twill  be  fit  for  you  to  know, 
you  have  rais’d  a WafpsNeft  that  may  fting  you  ■,  the  Lucetta  has 
vow’d  a Revenge. 

Edw.  Her  Revenge  ? By  this  day  I’ll  have  her  throat  Cut  now  i 
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I can  fparc  as  much  as  will  do  it  by  the  Law,  whether  it  be  right  or 
wrong. 

Ferd.  Well,  the  Bufinefs  we  were  fent  for  ? pray  difpatch  } For 
we  have  affairs  of  Our  own  that  attend  us. 

Thom.  Well,  content}  and  let  the  Secret  lie  till  Nature  works} 
you  muff  be  in  difguife  to  morrow,  and  ready  to  ferve  the  Lady 
you  wot  of}  you  muff  get  you  fighting  fwords  too,  left  you  be 
beaten } (he  expe&s  you  ftiould  pay  her  the  debt } I have  pro- 
mifed  her  you  will  be  as  bold  in  her  caufe  as  you  were  in  her 
injury. 

Edw.  If  you  be  ferious,  we  will  not  deceive  your  Expe&ation } 
but  why  difguis’d  ? you  do  not  mean  drunk  ? 

Harr.  Be  well  arm’d,  and  ’tis  no  matter  for  difguifes  } I’ll  have 
the  Embaffadors  Coach  and  Footmen  ready  to  receive  us,  and  then 
wee’ll  defie  their  Anger. 

Thom.  This  is  the  bufinefs } and  within  Harrigo  will  inform  you 
both  of  the  time  and  place } pray  be  early  to  morrow.  [Exeunt. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Angellica,  and  Anna. 

Angel.  T Have  no  Patience  till  (he  be  in  a Monaftery } my  heart 
l can  find  no  peace } Fool  that  I was  not  to  try  my  For- 
tune before  } Why  fhould  I believe  my  felf  the  onely  Woman  not 
fit  for  a man  of  Honour  to  marry  , when  thoufands  have  married 
Women  of  as  ill  life  and  Fame  as  mine , and  yet  find  Swords  and 
Friends  to  defend  them?  His  Poverty  too  would  have  pleaded  for 
me,  which  his  pride  now  will  oppofe,  his  heart  being  fwel’d  with 
the  hopes  of  this  Fortune}  and  ’twill  be  in  vain  to  attempt  him 
till  (he  be  removed  from  a pofiibility  of  his  hopes } He  will  not  fee 
me  neither,  though  thrice  invited } That  bafe  ingratitude  in  the 
Sex  makes  me  hate  him,  to  find,  he  that  three  days  fince  fought 
for  my  door,  and  would  have  fold  himfelf  to  the  Galleys  but  to 
p'urchafe  my  Bed , will  not  now  be  bought  or  courted  to  a 
vifit. 

Anna . Don  Harrigo  and  he  are  at  the  door. 

Enter  Thomafo,  and  Harrigo } Angellica  walks 
up  and  down  the  Roomi  out  of  humor. 

Thom.  How  now  ? turn’d  fhadow  ? fly  whenlpurfue,  and  fol- 
low when  I fly  ? Anna , do’s  your  Lady  ufo  to  walk  in  her  deep? 
There  is  no  danger  in  queftioning  this  Noftambule } I have  heard 
of  them  would  walk  upon  Ridges  of  houfes,  guided  by  the  Fiend, 
without  danger,  unlefs  you  awake  them } Therefore  we  mu  ft  fpeak 
foftly } Stay,  gentle  fhadow  of  my  Love,  and  fee  how  I will  prove 
thy  fears  vain,  and  anger  light,  and  thus  catch  thee  in  thy  flight , 
by  falling  on  thee  in  the  Night } is’t  not  fo?  Oh ! there’s  a finile 
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ftill  thought  we  had  been  arrived  at  the  Court  of  forrow,  where 
Jealoufie  and  defpair,  with  fnaky-hair,  will  not  let  us  kifs  away 
our  Care.  (Hekiffes  her.) 

Angel.  9 Tis  well,  Sir  $ your  joys  are  full, and  fortune  fmiles,  pur- 
fad  by  choice  of  Beauties,  opprefs’d  with  thofe  bleffings  which 
others  facrifice  for  in  vain  } All  the  Cupids  that  break  loofe , and 
fly  from  the  Cages  in  others  breafts,  pearch,  and  build  in  yours  3 
which  is  become  their  Nefts  ^ while  we  poor  famifh’d  Lovers  are 
glad  to  feed  upon  fuch  broken  bread  as  your  heart  will  yield  5 fuch 
wretches  as  your  defpis’d  Angellica.  Yet  know3fond  man,Love  poy- 
fon’d  with  a Juft  Anger  } for  perjur’d  vows  make  the  mortall’ft 
hatred  man  can  fall  under  5 Nor  doth  thy  heart  know  what  dan- 
gers the  fury  of  a Woman,  rob'd  of  her  hopes,  and  couzend  of  her 
Joys,  threatens  even  againft  her  Love. 

Thom.  Her  blood  was  as  black  as  any  Inke , for  Ihe  did  nought 
but  think  and  think  5 If  I were  apt  to  fear  what  I love , how  this 
would  fright  a man  ? There  are  thole  would  fcarce  recover  their 
humor  again  to  night  $ and  there  are  fome  that  fuch  a fhort  fpeech, 
next  their  hearts,  would  make  as  Ghaft  as  Camphire  5 Prithee  what 
Melancholly  Planet  hath  rais’d  this  dufty  ft orm  ? Harrigo  and  I 
came  to  be  merry,  and  laugh  at  other  Lovers , whofe  nefts  are  on 
fire  5 and  for  ought  I fee,  we  fhall  have  enough  to  do  to  quench  our 
own  5 This  is  fuch  a Hymne  you  may  fing  it  to  a Drum } I did  not 
think  you  could  have  fpoke  fuch  a Raw-head  and  bloody-bones- 
fpeech  5 What,  is  your  anger  fo  high,  a man  cannot  have  credit  for  a 
kifs,  or  two  ? 

Angel.  A kifs  5 who  denies  you  a kils  ? (He  kjjfes  her.') 

Thom.  Now  prithee,  Sot,  tell  me,  what  difference  can  you  find 
betwixt  thefe  and  thofe  of  yefterday  > What  fond  idle  thoughts 
jealoufie  would  put  into  our  heads  ! Why  this  fury  on  a fudden  ? 
What,  Don  Pedro  is  jealous  you  will  ufe  me  too  well,  and  would 
have  you  believe  I love  the  Saretta. 

Angel.  No,  Sir,  the  Saretta  cannot  be  my  Fear  $ I know  you  fcorn 
to  marry  her. 

Thom.  Scorn  ? why  fcorn  ? fhee’s  a handfome  woman. 

Angel.  I deny  not  her  beauty  ? yet  I am  vain  enough  to  believe 
neither  Beauty  nor  Fortune  fhall  have  power  to  buy  you  from 
me  5 No,  Sir,  not  the  Serulinas  5 Do  you  ftart?  If  her  honour  did 
not  weigh  the  Scale  more  then  they,  Angellica  could  be  proud, 
and  confident  as  fhe^  ’tis  honour,  that  Bubble,  fo  priz’d  by  men, 
which  all  Covet,  though  none  catch  the  fhadow. 

Harr.  Come,  you  are  melancholly^and  when  your  paffion  is  over, 
you  will  find  this  is  but  fome  plot  of  a jealous  Rival.  Serulina  ? 
That’s  an  old  ftory,reviv’d  only  to  Alarm  your  heart , and  leflen 
your  kindnefs. 

Angel.  Yes,  by  thofe  that  invented  the  bringing  her  to  his  houfe 
in  difguifetooday  3 1 do  not  know ’t was  fhe  Don  Pedro  followed 
from  the  Piazza  $ nor  how  Edwardo  tows’d  her  j and  how  fhe  re- 
fus’d to  fee  her  brother  } Yes,  Sir,  I do  know  it , and  he  knows  it 
too,  and  I believe  will  prevent  your  defign, 
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Harr . Upon  my  life  you  tell  me  wonders,  and  I think  Jtis  news 
to  him  5 What  fay  you  ? Is  this  true,  or  no  } 

Thom.  Prithee  leave  fooling.  Art  thou  mad  too  ? Serulina  come 
to  my  Chamber  ! I was  not  at  hers  thefe  five  years  Yes, (he  and  the 
Infanta  came  together.  Was  it  not  fo  ? and  we  play'd  a Match  at 
Foot-ball  and  a Set  at  Balloon  there,  and  then  went  and  rubb’d  all 
three  in  a bed } the  Infanta  and  I drank  half  a fcore  Beer-glafles 
and  parted  : What  a devil  will  not  malicious  men  fay,  and  jea- 
lous women  believe  ? Pray  feel,  Have  not  I Horns,  and  you  a 
Beard  ? next  time  Don  Pedro  comes  I expert  he  fhould  perfwade 
you  Vis  fo  ^ I thought  you  had  had  more  wit  and  pride  than  to 
credit  a Rival,  or  doubt  your  own  power. 

Ang.  Again  I tell  you  Sir,  I want  neither  Pride  nor  Reafonj  but 
being  guilty  I have  loft  that  flower  which  begets  efteem  as  well  as 
kindnefs,  whofe  airy  wealth  you  have  kifs’d  and  blown  away  from 
thefe  lips. 

Tho.  Honour ! what  is  it  ? who  ever  got  it  from  a woman  ? 
who  knows  his  wife  wants  it  ? or  who  can  fay  he  got  it  let  him 
produce  it  ^ For  though  we  are  bound,  by  faith,  as  Chriftians,  to 
believe  in  things  above  Reafbn,  yet  I know  no  Law  can  make  a 
Cuckold  but  by  ocular  proof,  though  your  Chriftian  Cuckolds 
will  receive  the  opinion  they  have  Horns  like  any  Infidel  5 and 
what  Saints  have  I heard  thofe  imaginary  Beafts  call  Whores  in 
my  time : And  what  Whores  have  I feen  the  world  adore  for 
Saints ! I thought  you  had  known  my  humour  better.  Prithee 
what  fhould  I do  in  a chafte  womans  company,  unlefs  fhe  were 
mine  own  ? A chafte  woman  what  is  fhe  good  for  ? A fullen  Fool, 
that  makes  it  her  bufinefs  and  her  pride  to  vex  Nature,  and  war 
with  her  Tail  5 A chaft  woman  is  Fifh,  and  may  be  eaten  in  Lent , 
and  never  break  a Faft:  Cold  bloud  diftinguifhes  the  Creature  $ 
and  if  it  be  natural  in  her  ’tis  a Difeafe  and  not  a Virtue  j if  other- 
wife,  Vis  onely  humour,and  fhe  but  thinks  fhe’s  chafte  :I  have  had 
a woman  my  felf  that  has  lain  with  me,  and  all  the  while  rail’d 
againft  Whores : Alas , Vis  but  a kinde  of  Hypocondriack  in  the 
brainy  And  as  foine  have  thought  they  were  Iron,  fo  other  men 
have  thought  themfelves  Glafs : And  fome  women,perhaps,think 
themfelves  chafte.  Bedlam , O dear  Bedlam  ! how  full  wouldft 
thou  be  if  all  mad  folks  were  put  in,  though  jealous  Lovers  were 
chain’d  in  their  own  houfes.  Come  Sot,  clear  thy  brow,  and  calm 
thy  breaft,  and  let  thefe  idle  fears  vanifh$  for  I am  of  the  old 
Race  of  men,  and  believe  wdth  the  wifer  part  of  the  world  5 And 
where  men  had  the  higheft  fame,  you  know  FauPlina  had  a Tem- 
ple, and  Bona  dea  her  Priefts  : Th zSybills  had  their  Altars  too,  and 
we  their  Oracles , but  where  are  thofe  that  fmoak  in  honour  of 
that  pale  Difeafe,  which  fbme  fools  would  difpute  into  fafhion  ? 
a womans  virtue  child  with  a hard  name. 

Ang.  All  this  blows  the  fire,  which  no  Reafon  can  quench,  till 
you  give  me  your  faith  not  to  marry  : I ask  no  other  ty  upon 
you  : Be  as  free  as  fifh  that  glide  through  the  deep  , Be  as  wanton 
and  unconftant  as  the  fowl  of  the  air  5 Fly,pearch,  bill,  nay,  100ft 
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any  where 3 to  this  Bed  when  you  will  you  (hall  be  free  and  wel- 
come as  your  home,  and  to  you  albne  3 Nor  Will  I bid  you  marry 
me,  becaufe  I know  your  heart  will  (hill  upbraid  me  with  want  of 
honour. 

T horn.  Again  that  Herb  John  in  the  Porrage  > I tell  thee,  Ho- 
nour is  as  troublcfom  to  me  as  a (inoaky  houfe  3 and  thofefew  wo- 
men that  have  it  are  as  impertinent  as  Bees  at  their  Hives  mouth, 
and  will  break  nine  Commandments  to  patch  one 3 and  to  remove 
your  doubts,  know,  if  ever  I marry,  I pray  for  a kinde,  fvveet,  rich, 
young  Whore  that  has  wit : How  civil  I have  feen  fuch  a Wife  to 
her  Husband,  fo  kinde,  fo  tender  of  him  when  he  comes  home,  fo 
careful  to  pleafe  him,  always  in  a good  humour,  and  (fill  fomething 
to  give,  or  tell  him,  that  agrees  with  his  nature  ! but  do  not  miftake 
me,  I would  not  have  a tearing,  ranting  Whore,  no  Doll  Common , 
hoTear-fheet,  a little  whorilh  onely,  one  that  good  nature  and 
opportunity  might  perfwade  to  liften  to  a man  that  could  beg  a 
curtefie  handfomly,  or  could  buy  a kindnefs  difcreetly,  though  he 
does  not  tell  his  Tale  fo  feelingly  as  the  other  3 fuch  a nature  gets  a 
man  friends  in  Court  and  Countrey,  and  does  more  than  all  the 
pretence  of  virtue,  old  fervice,  or  pafs’d  actions.  Give  me  a Petti- 
coat can  fpeak  againft  the  power  of  Peace  or  War  3 Merit  and 
Virtue  may  have  their  fits  of  Power  with  the  powerful  3 but  Beau- 
ty, kinde  Beauty,  if  we  guide  her  well,(fill  reigns  in  the  hearts  and 
mindes  of  men  '3  fuch  an  Advocate  aws  the  Judge,  and  pleads  be- 
fore (he  lpeaks,  and  commands  even  them  (lie  denies  3 What  then 
will  Beauty  do  when  (he  grants  what  we  beg,  or  will  her  felf  the 
Beggar  prove  ? Befides,  (uch  a kinde  nature  onely  feafon’d  with 
this  guilt,  (o  civillizeth  a Woman,  it  awes  her,  and  keeps  her  in 
bounds^a  little  guilt  in  that  kinde  13  fuch  a Ring  in  a kinde  natur’d 
heart,  it  leads  them  through  (ire  to  make  fatisfa&ion  3 efpecially 
when  they  fee  a man.has  fo  much  love  as  to  make  a Why-not,  and 
ovcrlee  thofe  faults. 

Harr.  Yet  we  (ee  what  faults  and  humours  men  conform  to,  be- 
caulethey  are  honeft. 

Thom.  Come,  no  mufing  3 if  women  could  be  wife  with  think- 
ing, I had  as  live  be  a horfe  as  a man  3 but  thanks  to  kinde  Nature, 
their  mindes  are  not  deep  enough  for  Reafon  to  (ink  in,  onely  pre- 
fent  accidents  that  fwim  above  bufie  their  thoughts  3 they  think, 
and  think  onely  how  often  they  have  been  coozen'd,  never  how  to 
prevent  it 3 Is  it  not  fo.  Sweet-heart  ? Elfe  Don  Pedro  would  nevet 
have  found  your  faith,  that  I am  to  marry  Serulina  to  morrow,  and 
came  to  whet  my  Knife  upon  Angelica  to  night  5 What  fay  you, 
will  you  fet  an  edge  upon1 1 ? It  will  cut  the  Bride  the  better  3 
Come  Harrigo 3 (he*s  even  as  ferious  as  we  are  hungry. 

Ang.  Not  (o  ferious  as  I was  3 yet  I confefs  I would  be  glad  to 
have  as  much  reafon  for  my  hopes  as  I had  for  my  fears. 

Thom.  Come,  come,  let’s  fup  and  to  bed,  and  take  both  thy 
arms-full  of  Reafon,  Sot. 

Barr.  Difie mbling Rogue.  [Exeunt. 

ACT . 
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Enter  Lucetta,  Saretta,  Paulina,  veild0  and  three  Bravo’s 
following  them. 


Bravo 
Sarr 


>°.\  X 7"Hich  was  he? 

. VV  ' 


She  meets 
Harrigo  as 
be  came  cut. 


That  which  went  firft,in  the  gray  clothes  with  fil vet- 
lace. 

Bravo.  ’Tis  enough,leave  the  reft  to  us.  [£xeunt  all  but  Paulina. 

Taul.  Their  mifchief  is  bent  againft  his  life,which  is  too  precious, 
in  my  efteem,to  fell  for  a black  revenge3cand  though  (he  abufes  the 
world  with  the  opinion  of  our  being  Sifters,  I that  know  the  fecret 
and  my  intereft  in  that  opinion  will  not  fo  far  wed  her  folly  as  to 
countenance  a Ly  with  the  price  of  his  bloud  whom  I love  3 That 
Villain  CorneUo , to  eat.his  bread  and  betray  him ! — Here’twas  he 
entred.  I’ll  knock  and  fpeak  with  him.  [ she  knock f. 

Anna.  Who  knocks  ? [ From  above. 

Paul.  A Friend,  that  muft  needs  fpeak  one  word  with  Don  Tho- 
mafoj  ’tis  bufinefs  that  concerns  him. 

Anna.  Be  gone  in  an  evil  hour  3 What  do  you  haunt  him  in 
other  womens  houfes  ? This  is  fine  Impudence  3 Be  gone , or  I 
fhall  empty  an  Oleo  or  two  that  was  eaten  three  days  fince  upon 
your  reverend  Baudfhips  head.  My  Miftris  muft  not  onely  pray 
and  pay  for  his  company,  but  fhe  muft  have  Knights  to  defend  her 
from  Ladies  Lovers  Errands.  Where  is  your  Squire  with  his 
fhield  to  defend  this  Chamber-pot,  or  his  Wifp  to  cleanfe  you 
when  I have  done  ? See,  here  it  comes  3 by  S.  j fago3  if  you  ftay  but 
a pifling- while  111  throw  it. 

Paul.  I muft  finde  fome  way  to  tell  him,  he  is  loft  elfe,  there  is 
is  no  difputing  noW3  this  Bawd  will  do  me  fome  affront  if  I ftay — 
Don  Harrigo  you  are  met  in  a happy  hour. 1 

Harr.  Hah  ! Paulina , what,  fpying!  jealous,  upon  my  life  3 Why 
you  fee  what  frail  things  men  are,  efpecially  young  healthy  men  3 
Not  a true  Lover,  Chitde,  in  a hundred,  that  is  to  fay,  a conftant 
Lover,  but  true  to  love  Ninety  nine.  What,  you  hunt  now  ? Why 
faith  he’s  within,  all  to  be-hugg’d  andkifs’d  as  if  thou  hadfthimin 
thine  own  arms. 

Paul.  You  are  merry  Sir,  and  I am  pleas’d  to  fee  it  3 but  when 
you  {hall  know  'tis  no  curious  jealoufie,  but  ferious  bufinefs,  that 
brings  me  hither,  fuch  as  concerns  the  life  of  your  Friend,  I doubt 
not  but  you’ll  aflift  in  his  prefervation  3 but  you  muft  conceal  me, 
becaufe  my  Sifter  is  engag’d  3 if  you  will  walk  you  fhall  know  the 
Defign. 

Harr.  Since  you'are  ferious,  let  us  retire3  this  comes  of  foolingj 
this  Climate  is  too  hot  to  fuffer  thefe  fevere  Jefts,  which  will  pafs  in 
our  thick  Air.  [_Exeunt. 
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ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  III. 
Enter  Angellica,  and  Anna. 
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Anna, T Know  not  what  {he  was , fbme  impudent  thing  that  playes 

X the  fpy  upon  him,and  would  fain  have  {poke  with  him  3 but 
I fent  her  away  without  a reply. 

Angel.  I would  I had  feen  her,  for  my  jealous  Heart  ftarts  at 
every  ihadow  now  5 1 am  afraid  ’twas  fome  one  from  Serulina  fome 
Letter,  or  fome  Meflage.  See  who  knocks. 

Enter  Rogero,  with  Thomafo’/  black.  C loathes. 

Anna.  ’Tis  Rogero  with  a bundle. 

Angel.  Bid  him  pafs  into  the  next  Roorft,  and  if  {he  returns  call 
me,  and  be  Lure  to  let  her  in  > lam  afraid  {he  has  fome  notice  of 
DomTedro’s  dehgn,  my  Heart  will  have  perpetual  Alarms  till  {he 
be  in  a Nunnery}  I fear  nothing  but  his  Marriage } I would  he 
were  as  fit  for  my  Hate,  as  he  is  for  my  Love  } Or  would  I were  as 
fit  for  his  value,  as  I am  for  his  defire } Then  I might  hope  to  impale 
his  wandring  IViind  as  he  has  mine  : My  Heart  was  once  as  unlimi- 
ted, my  Breaft  as  untam’d,  and  as  much  common  as  his  } Yet  his 
Eyes  have  inclos’d  it,  which  makes  me  blafpheme  Love  that  has 

deftin’d  me  a flaveto  him  that  will  not  be  my  Lord. See,  heE”^rLho- 

comes,  I muft  retire,  he’ll  be  angry  to  fee  me  fad  ftill } And  I con-  m3f0, 
fefs  he  has  Reafon  5 for  ’tis  moft  unpleafing  to  meet  ftorms  where 
we feek  our  Pleafure.  [Exit  Angelica. 

Enter  Thomafo  in  a Night  -gown , and  Rogero  with  him. 

Thomafo.  Prithee  give  thy  Matter  that  note,  and  difpofe  of  the 
Cloaths  as  we  refolv’d  } You  mutt  be  certain  to  deliver  them  to 
night,  though  it  be  late. 

Rogero.  I {hall,  Sir.  | 'Exit  Rogero. 

Thomafo.  Villain,  to  betray  us ! Now  I am  certain , ’twas  he 
difcover’d  Serulina's  being  at  my  Houfe  } The  difficulty  will  be  to 
follow  our  bufinels  to  morrow,  and  yet  avoid  their  Malice,  unlefs 
this  defign  take  } The  {lave  took  my  money  , to  hire  the  men  to 
cut  Lucetta  s face,  and  for  fo  much  more,  told  who  let  him  on , 

But  if  I cry  not  quit  to  morrow,  and  ttick  a feather  for'his  Goofe, 
let  him  laugh  at  the  change  as  well  as  at  the  Robbery.  [ Exit  Thom. 

Rogero  as  he  goes  out  with  the  cloathes  drops  a Letter  out 
of  Thomafo’/  pockets  , unfeen  of  either.  Enter  An- 
na and  takes  it  up. 

Anna.  He’s  a Bed,and  I mutt  call  my  Child,heil  be  froward  elfe. 

What  have  we  here  ? A Letter,  ’tis  a womans  hand,  and  directed 
to  Don  Thomafo  } ’Tis  none  of  my  Mittriffes,  ’tis  fome  of  his  other 
fools  that  complains ; Some  one  whofc  Beauty  he  has  reap’d  5 the 
Rogue  payes  not  a figh  of  Rent  for  all  his  Love , I could  afford  to 

I i i poyfon 
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poyfon  the  stallion  3 would  he  were  lapp" d in  both  our  fheets,  fo  he 
were  laid  in  his  Grave  3 What  a life  have  I had  fince  I faw  him  ! 
There  has  been  a perpetual  dorm  in  our  Mindes 3 Reafon,Love,and 
Intered,  fo  dilorder’d,  fo  fhuffled  together  5 twill  wade  a year  of 
happy  hours  to  place  our  thoughts  aright  again.  [Enter  Angellica. 
Angel.  Where  is  he,  in  bed  > 

Anna.  Yes,  but  here's  a Letter  cannot  fleep  $ I found  it  alone 
walking  about  the  Chamber  5 the  paper  is  guilty,  and  full  of  a foul 
Confcience  fure  3 Pray  will  you  thrive  her. 

Angel.  A Letter,  give  it  me. 3 1 is  from  her,  that  curfed  name 

She  opens  it  Qf serulinais  fubfcrib’d,  and  continues  all  my  fears  $ That  name 

To  tl’fdf  has  ripen’d  all  my  miferies. 

then  ft  amps  A nna . What  ayles  you  ? For  loves  take  be  quiet 3 Wretch  that 

and  tears  I was  to  give  her  the  Letter. 

her  hair.  Angel.  ’Tis  refolv’d  3 Get  me  a pen  and  ink  and  put  on  your 
Anna  runs  vej]5  w)dle  I write  twodines  to  Don  Pedro  to  enclofe  this  Letter  5 
to  hold  her.  ,p[iere5s  Malice  for  Malice  3 and  I {hall  be  Reveng’d  at  lad,  though 
my  fears  could  not  obtain  his  Love.  [ Exeunt . 

ACT.  I y.  S C E N.  I V. 

Enter  Harrigo,  and  Rogero. 

Harrigo.,/'  |"'Is  late  5 but  you  mud  be  fure  to  find  Edwardo  and 
J[  Ferdinando , and  give  them  this  paper  ere  they 
deep  5 and  conjure  them  as  they  love  their  lives  to  obferve  my 
Exit  Rogero  dire&ions  early  to  morrow.  Treacherous  Villain,who  could  have 
fear’d  fuch  a mifchief  from  one  that  breathes  by  our  Charity  ? And 
had  not  this  foolifh  girl  exceeded  in  kindnefsas  much  as  he  has  done 
in  Villainy,  he  had  inevitably  fallen  3 But  fince  we  are  advis’d,  we 
{hall  find  fome  way  to  prevent  their  Malice  3 I onely  dread  it  may 
hinder  our  defign,  and  difappoint  the  fair  Serulipa 3 I mud  find 
fome  way  to  give  her  notice.  [Exit. 

A C T.  I V.  S C E N.  V. 

Serulina  and  Calis  appear  above  in  her  window. 

Serul.  A /CY  Heart  dreads  fome  mifchief}  Their  day  thus  late 
IV  ! makes  me  apprehend  they  will  this  night  attempt  us  3 
Where  are  the  keyes  of  the  Garden  ? 

Calis.  Here,  Madam. 

Serul.  Is  my  Cabinet  and  Jewels  put  up,  and  fuch  money  as 
you  found  in  the  great  box  ? 

Calis.  All  is  done  as  you  ordered. 

Serul.  Then  let  us  fit  quiet  and  hide  the  light  3 if  they  intend 
any  force,  thus  difguis’d  and  thus  provided  we  may  by  the  back 
door  make  our  efcape  through  the  Garden  to  the  Embafifadours 
houfe  3 1 have  confulted  both  Nature  and  Reafon,and  from  neither 

find 
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find  that  right  of  Empire  Brothers  claim  over  Sifters  3 and  fince 
he  refolves  to  arm  himlelf  with  thole  advantages  ftrength  and  cu- 
ftome  gives  him  over  our  Sex,  ’tis  both  Jufticeand  Wifedomto 
provide  for  our  fafety  3 My  delires  have  neither  lhame  nor  dis- 
honour belonging  to  them  3 Juftice  and  Gratitude  both  guide  my 
Heart  to  ferve  him,  that  faved  both  Life  and  Honour. 

Calis.  I have  a Dagger,  and  by  my  Life,  the  proudeft  He  that 
dares  lay  hand  upon  you,a  black  mifchief  find  me  if  I leave  it  not  in 
his  Breaft  5 They  have  all  fuch  a care  and  kindnefs  for  your  Por- 
tion 5 But  were  I you,  I would  build  an  Hofpital  with  it  ere  they 
(hould  have  it. 

Serul.  See  who  knocks.- — 

Calis.  ’Tis  too  dark. 

Serul.  Liften  then. 

Porter  within.  Who  knocks  there  ? 

Anna.  A F riend, Mafter  Porter^ one  that  hath  earneft  bufinels  with 
Don  Pedro^ and  a Letter  for  him  that  concerns  him  to  fee  it  to  night. 

Porter.  He  is  not  at  home  3 but  if  you  leave  it  he  lhall  be  fure  of 
it  when  he  comes  in. 

Anna.  Are  none  of  his  Gentlemen  up  ? 

Porter.  All  the  Houfe,  except  my  felf,  are  a bed. 

Anna.  Pray  do  you  take  it,  and  give  it  when  he  comes. 
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Anna  hpockj 
at  the  door. 


Enter  the  Porter  with  a Light. 

Calis.  ’Tis  Anna , the  Angellica's  Nurfe.  Some mifchief upon 
my  Life. 

Porter.  Signora  Anna , Caro  Vecho , come  in  and  pals  an  hour  3 
I have  Efquiuris  and  a Bilket  3 Come,  we’ll  fqueeze  a Botto  till  he 
comes  : Ha  ! you  old  Conjurer,  how  long  is’t  fince  the  Devil 
danc’d  laft  in  thy  bawdy  circle  ? Come  into  the  Lodge,  and  let  me 
brulh  the  Cobwebs  from  thy  corner. 

Anna.  You  have  Bell  Jiemjio  , Mafter  Porter  3 but  I am  now 
in  hafte,  my  Miftrifs  ftayes  for  me,  and  ’tis  late  3 What  a dumb 
Houle  is  here?  Is  this  the  Eve  to  fuch  a Feaft  as  a young  Ladies 
Wedding  ? No  fpits  going,  no  Cooks  chopping,  no  pots  ieething, 
nor  ovens  heating  ? What,  ’twill  be  a ftolne  Wedding. — Farewel, 
Mafter  Porter.  [ Exit  Anna. 

Porter.  What  a pox  ayles  her  to  talk  thus  ? I hope  they  will 
not  offer  to  marry  my  young  Lady  without  telling  me  of  it. 

Serul.  ’Tis  clear  3 we  are  betray’d,  I find  by  her  dilcourfe,  and 
they  are  now  upon  home  defign  to  prevent  us. 

Calk.  Let’s  be  gone  before  they  come  3 ’tis  better  to  prevent 
fuch  a mifchief,  and  eafier  then  to  refill:  it. 

Serul.  I would  fain  fee  that  Letter  firft  j There  may  be  Ibme 
light  in  our  bufinefs,  lomething  may  guide  our  Relblutions  5 Dear 
Calis , no  trick  to  catch  it  ? 

Calis.  I’ll  warrant  you  the  Letter,  Madam.  [Exit  Calis. 

Ptfr.Thefeflelh  flies  how  they  haunt  the  lhamblesipox  take  her,lhe 
would  not  fee  him  two  days  Iince3and  now  aMid-wife  will  not  be  lb 

l ii  2 , haunted 
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fiickj  the  haunted  as  he. — So,  ftickthou  there,  that  I may  find  thee  when  he 
Letter  in  the  comes  in  $ fome  great  concern,  no  queftion. 
window. 

Enter  Calis,  and  peeps  af ter  hint. 


Calis . So,  he’s  earth’d  in  his  lodge  5 now  for  my  defign,  if  I can 
find  the  window,  'tis  done  , See,  here  ’tis  5 now  for  a piece  of 
the  Chamber-maids  virtue,  tread  lightly  5 the  hundred  Arts  that 
we  muft  learn,  fpeak  foftly  , fee  quickly,  hear  half  founds,  read 
looks,  keep  her  fecrets , and  betray  all  others 5 fmile  when  (he 
fmilesj  frown,  hate,  and  love,  as  (he  doth 5 lie  with  her,  for  her, 
either  under,  or  upon  her  5 and  (unlefs  a Nunns)  on  my  Con- 
fcience  ours  is  the  wickedft  kind  of  Innocent  Life  women  can 
praftife.  Exit  Calis. 

Send.  She  ftays  long. 

She  opens  it , Calk.  The  Rogue  (food  entertaining  himfelf  with  his  own  (ha- 
and  finds  her  dow  till  now  : But  here  ’tis. 

own  Letter  ssrul.  Give  it  me. What  a chance  is  this?  We  had  been 


inclos'd  in  aq  undone  if  this  accident  had  not  hapned.  By  this  you’ll  find 
mine  were  n0  *ears  ’ ’us  well  we  are  in  a readinefle , for 
and\arts  ^ at  wehave  no  time  to  fpare  5 Early  in  the  Morning  we  muft  purfue 
our  defign. 

Calis.  What  a falfe  Quean  is  this , to  take  advantage  and  abufe 
hisTruft!  Malicious  and  jealous  Devil!  wTat  mifchief  muft  this 
have  bred  had  it  come  to  Don  Pedro's  hands  ? 

Serulina.  Yet  I find  by  this,  they  are  not  in  a readineffe  to  exe- 
cute any  plot  againft  us  5 And  they  (hall  find,  though  I ftoop  to 
the  God  that  bears  the  bow,  yet  I will  not  hold  the  plough  5 My 
Heart  and  Mind  (hall  become  his  Prieft  5 no  (looping  Hind. 


and  jiarts 
it. 

She.  gives 
Calis  the 
Letter  to 
read. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  VI. 


Enter  Ferdinando,  Edwardo,  Cornelio  : 

Edwardo  h undrejjing  himfelf. 

Cornelio.  r^Ome  now,  this  is  but  finging  a long  Pfalm,  better  re- 

V j folve  and  leap  into  her  Bed  5 W’henyou  are  there,  I 

muft  leave  you  5 Don  Thomajo  has  fent  me  the  Clothes,  and  I’ll  be 
as  fine  as  any  of  you  to  morrow. 

Edwardo.  Now  do  I tremble  to  gotohed,  left  (he  (hould  roll 
me  betwixt  her  fingers,1 * or  crack  me  like  vermin  againft  her  bed- 
poft  .•  But  fince  it  muft  be,  come  Captain,  let’s  part  like  Friends  5 
and  if  we  do  live  to  meet  again  , this  danger  will  be  mirth  $ Pray 
Captain  get  witnelle  ready  againft  the  Morning, for  I’ll  not  lie  with 
her  another  night  without  a grate  betwixt  us : This  night  will 
make  my  plea  good  in  Law,  elfe  nothing  but  Honour  (hould  en- 
gage me  to  charge  her  breach  again. 

Ferd.  And  mine  is  fuch  a fmall  kitt,  I fear  I fhall  make  no  mu- 
fick  upon  her } The  little  fool  fits  fo  quiet,  and  pcarches  upon  my 
Bread:  like  a bird^I  onely  chirrip  to  her  when  I call  her,and  (he  peeps 
me  an  anfwer  like  a Chicken.  \_Exemt  omnes. 

ACT. 


or,  7 be  Wanderer. 


437 


Part.II. 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  VII. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Johanne,  and  Carlo. 

Pedro. T TOw  merry  he  was  when  he  heard  the  defign  was  not 
rl  made  to  abufe  him  ! only  a trap  to  catch  the  Englilh- 

man. 

Johan,  Yes,  but  I obferv’d  him  5 and  he  is  angry  (till  for  all  his 
mirth,  and  not  difpleas’d  when  he  heard  her  face  was  cut. 

Carlo.  His  fall  from  the  window  was  a worfe  bruife  to  his  body 
then  Edwardo’ s to  his  purfe,  and  will  be  longer  in  recovering  , to 
morrow  we  (hall  hear  what  her  friends  will  do  to  revenge  her  $ I 
am  told  the  two  Sifters  and  (he  are  upon  a defign  j Cornelio  has 
confeft  ihomafo  fet  them  on. 

Johan.  I would  ’twere  done,  it  might  be  fome  advantage  to  my 
bufinefs. 

Port.  Sir,  there’s  a Letter  for  you  in  the  Window. 

Pedro.  From  whom? 

Port.  That  I know  not.  Sir  3 ’twasa  woman  brought  it,  fome 
Caterpillar. 

Pedro.  Send  it  in  5 is  my  Sifter  a bed  ? 

Port.  A bed  ! us  almoft  day,  Sir. 

Pedro.  Was  any  body  here  to  fpeak  with  her  to  night  ? 

Port.  Not  any  body. 

Pedro.  If  there  be  any  body  inquires  for  her,  give  me  notice:, 
we  muft  be  early  up,  ho,  to  morrow  5 and,  pray,  fend  to  invite 
Don  Alphonjo  to  dine  with  us,  and  refolve  upon  our  bufinefs. 

Johan.  You  muft  be  fudden,  you  know  (he  has  a high  fpirit,  and 
wants  neither  wit  nor  refolution  to  deliver  her  felf  from  your  pow- 
er, if  once  (he  imagine  your  intention. 

Pedro.  ’Tis  refolv’d,  and  I have  already  mov’d  it  to  the  Abbefs, 
in  cafe  (he  (hould  refufe  } but  I hope  better,  for  (he  knows  Thoma- 
fo\yes  this  night  with  Angellica  5 which  humour  will  take  off  the 
edge  of  a womans  kindnefs,  what  ere  they  pretend,  when  (he  fees  a 
man  in  the  height  of  his  wooing  haunt  the  beds  and  conventions 
of  common  Whores  5 what  can  a difcreet  woman  hope  from  him 
when  he  is  furfeited  upon  her  youth  and  beauty,  that  can  now  when 
a fancy  and  imagination  labours  in  his  longing  mind,  throw  himfelf 
into  the  arms  ot  every  proftitute  ? but  of  this  to  morrow,  Tis  late, 
Farewel.  [ Exeunt . 

A C T.  I V.  S C E N.  V 1 1 1. 

Enter  Calis  ahd  Harrigo,  (he  delivers  him  a Cabinet 
and  a Letter . 

‘ rJt  ;■  ui  ' 

t-ff^A/'Ouare  early?  is  your  Ladyftirring? 

i Cal.  Y es,  Sir  5 (he  is  early  up,  for  (he  went  not  to  bed  5 
her  Brothers  ftay,  having  notice  of  his  intention,  made  usexpeft 

to 
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to  fee  the  fuccefs,  (fill  refolv’d  by  the  Garden  gate  to  make  our 
efcape  hither  3 nor  will  you  wonder.  Sir,  at  our  trouble  when  you 
confider  that  Letter. 

Calis  gives  Harrigo  the  Letters  Angellica  fent  to  Don  Pedro. 

Har.  Tis  enough, I’ll  take  care  for  all  5 and  defire  your  Lady  to  be 
confident  in  her  refolution,  and  (he  fhall  find  all  fafety  here, and  in  us 
a readinefs  fuch  as  our  enemies  dare  not  difpute. — Give  this  key  to 
He  gives  her  yQur  Lady5and  obferve  the  door  5 when  the  Porter  fees  this, (he  may 

ExS  Calis  Pa^s  without  unveiling  ,her  ^ 5 1 have  given  him  his  inftruttions.— 
The  Devils  fure  are  in  the  breafts  of  thefe  women  5 what  will 
their  malice  do,  if  they  exprefs  their  love  thus  dangeroufly  ? 
had  this  Letter  come  to  Don  Pedro's  hand  fhe  had  certainly  dy’d 
fort  : and  'Thomafo  is  a beaft  not  to  burn  Papers  of  fuch  confe- 
quence:  this  is  Wine,  and  thofe  Women  are  accurs’d  that  have 
a friendftiip  where  *tis  lov’d  : for  though  it  has  a thoufand 
friendfiiips  made,  all  women  know  how  many  fecrets  it  hath  be- 
tray'd. [Exit, 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  IX. 

Enter  Thomafo  and  Rogero  : Thomafo  is  in  his  Spanif  habit 
and  white  Perriwig. 


Thom,'r |“'Is  well,  thank  your  Matter  5 tell  him  I will  not  fail 
to  obferve  his  directions,  and  find  him  at  his  Cham- 
Exit  Ro-  ber. 1 found  her  chang’d  in  my  arms,  (lie  had  not  craft  enough 


gero.  to  Ride  her  anger  3 what  a Dog  was  I not  to  burn  the  Letter? 

but  fee  the  difference  betwixt  a vertuous  palfion  and  a luftfnl 
flame  3 Scrnlina0  bufie  to  prevent  my  mifchief,  her  noble  mind 
forgot  all  my  crimes  to  her  j while  the  others,  malicious  and 
bloody,  defign’d  nothing  le(s  then  the  ruine  of  us  all.  But  Love 
and  Fortune,  kinder  then  either  my  merit  or  hopes  could  pro- 
mife,  has  blown  over  the  (form  > and  now  I know  their  malice, 
if  I prevent  it  not,  I ought  to  fall  unpitied  3 it  vexes  me  fhe  (hould 
be  guilty  of  fo  mean  an  action,  becaufe  I thought  her  of  a gal- 
lant temper,  but  (he’s  a common  Whore  3 and  this  life  of  mine, 
that  which  lome  men  may  pafs  fome  moneths  in  for  humour , but 
no  trade  for  men  of  honour;  Wifdom  and  Confidence  bids  us 
feek  a Neftere  Age  and  Dileafes  find  us  3 and  where  wefpend 
our  youth  with  Faith  and  Love  , there  man  ought  to  expeCfc 
patience  for  the  impertinency  of  Age  : tis  (ad  to  be  out  of  doors 
in  the  Winter  ofour  Age.  A gray  Wanderer  is  but  a bad  Tragedy 
to  himfelf,  though  an  old  Beggar  may  be  a Comedy  to  others : 
Thefe  thoughts,  and  the  noble  nature  of  this  vertuous  Maid,  have 
made  merefolveto  abjure  this  humour  3 and  having  bid  farewel 
to  all  the  follies  of  my  youth  vow  my  whole  thoughts  to  the 
friendfhip  of  the  fair  Serulina  3 a maid,  whofe  Dower  and  Beauty 
may  fatisfie  an  avaritious  heart  and  a wandring  eye  3 yet  thofe 
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are  bleflings  may  be  found  in  other  women  ; but  her  mind  is  a (ingle 
virtue,  and  to  me  conftant  kind,  her  love  a chafte  full  ftream, 
which  no  out-lets  of  friendftiip,  or  likings, has  exhaufted  or  leffen’d. 
The  ftream  always  bent  on  one  objed  5 and  my  heart  (hall  faith- 
fully meet  her,  and  the  Wanderer  (hall  in  this  friendfhip  prove  he 
has  in  all  his  paft  flames  but  practis’d  how  to  love.  Yet  Paulina's 
kindnefs  is  as  remarkable  as  the  malice  and  treachery  of  the  reft* 
poor  Vaulina,  for  whom  I have  (fill  regret } whofe  kind  heart  has 
endur’d  the  teft  , and  is  of  all  ill  women  that  I have  known  the 
beft.  - [Exit. 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  X. 

j Enter  Philippo,  and  three  Bravoes,  Lucetta  her  face  bound  up. 

Saretta  and  Paulina. 

Saret.  Ik  J Arried  ! 

jVJ  Lucet . Yes,  married. 

Philip.  Two  daysfince,  to  the  Monfters?  and  (6  privately,  ’tis 
yet  a fecret  to  Don  Thomafo  only  Cornelio  and  the  Mountebank 
were  of  the  plot,  by  vertue  of  whofe  Powder  they  were  won  > their 
Guardian  too  confented,  and  has  his  (hare  in  the  Portions  ; and  the 
Brides  are  now  at  Thomafo' s houfe,  where  they  have  prepar’d  a 
publick  dinner. 

Saret.  Hell  upon  their  luck,  they  are  as  rich  as  Per/*  $ andthofe 
Vagabonds  will  only  remit  their  money  home,  and  leave  them. 

Paul.  ’Tis  but  juftice:,  the  Jews  their  Parents  couzen’d  the  poor 
of  a Nation  to  give  it  to  the(e  Monfters  ? and  ’tis  but  equal  the 
Jew  their  Guardian  fhould  revenge  their  truft. 

Lucet.  Come,  we  have  no  time  left  to  lofe  in  talking?  our  de- 
fign  expedsus  j and  if  all  hit  right  we  may  light  other  Torches 
then  Hymens  yet  ere  night. 

Philip.  Their  feaft  will  advance  our  bufinefs,  and  make  them  left 
curious  to  obferveor  fiafped  our  motions;  Sanco  the  Rogue  has 
fail’d  us,  I met  him  this  morning  as  gay  and  fine  as  the  Sun,  and 
flowers  in  June,  going  in  all  hafte  to  Court?  and  promifes  himfelf 
fome  fortune  by  my  Powder : but  he  (hall  find  I have  malice  too, 
fuch  as  fhall  to  the  Guard  betray  the  impoftor , and  make  him  in 
the  Galley  find  my  Quondam  Father  Boat-fwain  , fit  for  fuch  a 
Rogue  a Foifter. 

Saret.  At  the  comer  of  the  Piazza  we’l  exped  you,  wherefrom 
the  Carmelites  we  may  (land  and  fee  which  way  he  takes?  and 
when ’tis  done ’tis  but  fteppingin  and  we  are  lafe,  or  pafs  through 
the  Venetian  Embaflfadours  which  is  but  three  doors  off. 

Philip.  T ake  no  care  for  us , be  but  fecret  and  filent,  and  leave  us 
to  our  fortune.  [Exeunt  lomnes. 
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ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  XI. 

Enter  Thom  a fa,  Harrigo,  and  Rogero. 

HarJTT^  He  news,  where  are  they?  will  they  come  ? 

X Rog.  Yes,  Sir  } they  will  follow  immediately  5 but  I 
found  them  and  the  houfe  in  fuch  a confufion,  ’tis  a Jubilee  at 
home  i there  is  a whole  Kuchin  full  of  Cooks  at  work  all  over  the 
yard,  and  fuch  loads  of  Meat  and  Wine. 

Thom.  What  caufe,  prithee,  for  all  this  joy,  or  rather  madnefs  ? 
this  is  Freds  fooling,  a piece  of  country  wit,  always  out  of  feafon  3 
you  fhall  find  him  play  M.  Juftice  Over-do  to  day  in  fpite  of  coun- 
fel,  I perceive  the  Plot  5 now  do  they  intend  to  furprize  us  with  a 
Wedding  dinner,  which  may,  perhaps,  give  fuch  an  alarm  to  her 
Brothers  jealoufie  as  will  beget  fbme  more  mifchief,  or  haften  the 
old  5 A pox  upon  them  and  their  Grand  Jury  jefts  j they  are  asun- 
feafonable  here  as  long  Graces  at  their  feaft. 

Rog.  Your  worfhip  is  miftaken,  Sir,  in  the  caufe  5 they  are 
both  married,  and  have  been  thefe  two  days- 

Thom.  Married! 

Rog.  Yes,  Sir,  to  the  two  monfters  the  Captain  us’d  to  fpeak  of  5 
I faw  then}  bpth,  one  fits  in  the  yard,  for  the  houfe  will  not  hold 
her  j fhe’s  as  big  as  the  Saint  Chrijiopher  in  Nojire  Dame , and  the 
other  looks  like  the  Chrijio  upon  his  fhoulders. 

Thom.  Did’ft  thou  fee  them  ? 

Rog.  I fa,w  them.  Sir , and  the  Mountebank  with  ’em,  whofe 
Powder  got  them  5 they’l  be  here  immediately,  and  refolve  you 
themfelves. 

Thom . This  js  what  I have  always  prophefi’d  , marry  two  Mon- 
fters! what  chicken-hearted  Rogues  are  thefe  tor  be  cow'd  with 
one  misfortune  ! 

Hair.  What  work  this  ftory  will  make  in  Town  ! By  this  light, 
there  will  be  no  living  in  Madrid  for  and  Englifh-man}  the  very 
name  will  entitle  us  to  Green  Hats  5 fee  where  they  come. 

Enter  Edwardo  and  F erdinando Jhakjng  their  pocket  s0  and  pending 
Rings  upon  their  fingers. 

Ferd.  Save  thee,  fweet  foul,  and  thy  friend  5 what,  how  goes 
bufinefs  ? is  this  the  day  thou  vow’ft  to  Hymen  ? ’twill  be  a nati- 
onal Wedding  I fee. 

Thom&ut  is  it  for  certain  you  two  have  done  this  horrible  thing? 

Edvp.  Yes,  By  this  light,  we  have  done  it.  By  this  fire,  By  this 
found.  By  thefe  clothes, ’tis  done  and  done,  a bargain  y’faith,  wed- 
ded and  bedded,  which  we  believe  no  fmall  aftion$  and  ’twas  T 
that  encounter’d  with  the  Gyant. 

Thom.  This  is  the  common  trick  of  Rogues } when  they  have 
done  an  ill  aft  to  ftand  in  its  and  thefe  are  grown  as  impudent  as 
carted  Bauds. 
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Edvpardo.  As  Friends  we  ask  your  mercy  in  this  cafe } and 
if  you  be  good  men  you  will  have  mercy  upon  our  beafts 
too. 

Thom.  But  ’tis  a Monfter,  an  ugly  Monfter. 

Edrvardo.  Not  fo,  (he  has  Beauties,  divers  and  fundry  Beau- 
ties, which  I can  really  enjoy,  and  (hall  laft  Ages 5 a Houfe 
and  Family,  fed  and  furniftied , me  thinks  a pleafing  Beauty : 
her  Hand  has  another  grace,  for  the  Beauty  of  her  mark  one- 
ly  findes  credit,  and  her  Bills  are  honour’d  through  the 
World  } Come  Thomafo , he  that  has  Money  has  all  } Money 
lpeaks  fence,  Tis  Beauty,  ’tis  Honour  5 and  he  that  has  it  not 
fhall  finde  the  reft  but  idle  nothings  : What  care  I to  keep 
any  Mans  Opinion,  or  any  Womans  friendftiip  : when  the  old 
will  not  I’ll  buy  new  5 Money  will  make  a Lyar  fpeak  true  5 
you  fee  the  virtue  of  a Wager,  the  new  Philofophical  Argument 
lately  found  out  to  decide  all  hard  Queftions. 

Ferdinando.  Thefo  Trappings  are  the  Beauties  of  our  Brides, 
they  give  no  Ribbands  nor  Braids  of  Hair  5 when  I would 
wear  her  Favours  {he  can  fell  a thoufand  Acres  of  Wood , 
Excremental  Beauties  which  their  Eftate  can  better  fpare,  and 
’twill  grow  fooner  again  than  a Lock  of  Hair  5 from  thofe  Lil- 
lies with  the  white  Faces  which  you  believ’d  had  fo  ty’d  up 
our  hearts } No  , Childe  , we  have . learn’d  to  choofe  better  } 
for  befides  thefe  Beauties  of  the  Houfe  and  Field,  you  (hall 
fee  ftanding  at  the  Door  four  Foot-men  and  a Velvet  Coach, 
with  fix  Flanders  Graces  more,  which  wait  ready  to  hurry 
us  to  thofe  Pleafures  that  expeft  us,  for  thefe  Keys  open  all 
Doors. 

Thomafo.  And  what  becomes  of  all  our  Vows  in  Croydcn  d 
the  bowed  Two-pence  and  the  Garter  which  was  given  with 
tears  becaufo  the  Prefent  fpoil’d  the  Pair  5 that  Garter  fo  be- 
kifs’d  and  worn  till  'twas  a loufie  Relique?  All  is  forgot  I 
fee$  the  Cream  and  Sugar  is  digefted  too,  and  all  the  memo- 
ry of  Sack-Poflets,  though  eaten  with  the  fame  Spoon,  that 
dainty  way  of  exprefling  a Countrey  paflion,  fo  to  eat  each 
others  Slaver,  quite  abolifh’d,  all } neither  that  nor  the  CharmS 
of  Valentine , pluck’d  Dafies,  nor  Yarrow,  St.  Anns  Vifion,  nor 
her  Faft,  nor  Ground- Willow  under  her  Lovers  Head,  charms 
now  : All  thefe  Magick  Rites,  believ’d  as  oft  as  try’d,  and  con- 
firm’d by  a Pea  with  nine,  when  in  ftepp’d  Ned  and  Fred , whole 
Names  had  been  the  Night  before  nine  times  chofenoutof  the 
Aftiesj  and  what  crowns  all,  the  {acred  Tomes  of  Ttolomy , who 
with  In  and  In  font  us  to  Haly  the  firft  and  fecond  'for  that  For- 
tune which  fhe  and  you  then  believ’d  next  (if  not  before)  the 
Holy  Writ}  but  all  thefo  fteps  of  Love  a Monfter  has  trod  out 
with  her  FJercnlean  foot. 

Edvp.  Yes,  that  monfter  is  my  Wife , and  at  worft  but  my 
Trade  } and  goodfevere  Sir,  will  you  not  allow  a man  an  honeft 
Calling  to  get  a Living  by  ? You’ll  fail  a ftorm  at  Sea  in  a ftink- 
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ing  (hip  and  beloufie,  ftarv’d  and  roafted  under  leveral  Climes 
for  the  gain  of  fo  much  percent,  or  flatter  a faithlefs  Tradefman 
or  a lefs  faithfull  Court,  and  wait  upon  Preferment  till  a Dropfie 
fwell  your  Legs  5 Why,  this  Monfter  is  my  Place  at  Court,  my 
Ship  at  Sea,  my  Vocation  5 and  when  Honour  calls  me  here  I 
charge,  and  Cuftome  will  reconcile  all  5 and  the  danger  grows  fo 
common  I (hall  not  fear  it}  and  for  a little  patience  here  I purchale 
all  my  pleafure. 

Ferd.  Yo  u or  he  will  let  the  Dog  that  loves  you  kifs  you, 
and  cherilh  every  beaft  that’s  kinde  to  you  } Is  our  cafe  worfe 
what,  for  their  money  live  with  thefe  tame  beafts?  and  is  it  not 
better  to  fuffer  for  a time  the  Worlds  nine  days  Wonder,  than 
an  Agesfcorn,  for  being  a perpetual  Cuckold,  as  thoufands  are, 
who  vow  to  that  faithlefs  thing  call'd  Beauty?  Ourhoufesmay 
be  haunted  with  Wonderers  5 but  we  are  fure  to  finde  no  Lovers 
there  } for  my  fmall  Bird  is  fo  lean  fhe’s  neither  good  in  the  Field 
nor  Bed,  which  makes  me  fecurenone  of  Cupids  Falkoners  will 
fly  at  her  } And  for  Ned s,  I would  fain  fee  him  that  dares  attempt 
her  Honour  either  by  force  or  flattery. 

Thom.  And  when  young  Afcupat  (hall  be  born  wilt  thou  make 
him  a Chriftian  Giant,  or  no  ? Sir  Bevis  of  Croyden , by  this  hand 
Nedy  if  it  were  mine  it  Ihould  never  be  chriftned  > a baptiz’d 
Giant  founds  fneakingly  } the  laft  holy  one  you  fee  Ihrunk  from 
ChriUophoro  to  S .Kit.  Prithee  let  thine  be  an  Ethnic 4 Knight 
and  run  wilde  in  the  Wilde  of  Kent , a Pagan  of  the  Pagans  in 
Surry , and  breed  Ibme  new  Romances } onely  breed  him  a Ca- 
valier, that  he  may  fight  with  the  Palmerines , Olivers , and  the 
Rolands  of  the  Age,  for  the  Legiflative  Lady , and  I promife 
thee  a Patent  to  fhew  him  thy  felf  5 a favour,  but  that  you  are 
a Friend  to  the  Mafter  of  the  Revels,  you  Ihould  not  eafily  ob- 
tain, the  Ihewing  your  own  Monfter  $ and  ’twill  be  worth 
your  care,  betimes,  left  fome  Committee  be  appointed  to  do  it  } 
Thou  art  undone  if  thou  doft  not  prevent  it,  they  will  fo  imbezel 
thy  Monfter. 

Rogero.  Sir,  Calis  is  at  door. 

Harrigo.  Tell  her  we  are  all  ready,  and  will  follow  her 

immediately Come,  we  are  expe&ed } Calis  has  given  the 

fign. 

' Ferdinando.  And  what  is  it  we  are  to  do , befides  being 

laugh’d  at  ? if  that  be  all  we’  11  return  5 for  there  are  two  Pots 
boyling,  in  whole  Porrage  we  are  concern'd  two  hundred  thou- 
fand  deep. 

Thom.  We  muft  be  all  in  a readinefs  to  attend  the  Defign  where- 
in Serulina  is  concern’d}  if  it  thrive  we  fhall  ha^  a home  too } but 
that’s  not  all,  for  Harrigo  tells  me  that  Cornelio  has  betray’d  us  to 
Lucetta } and  (he  knows  *twas  we  that  let  the  Bravo  s to  cut  her 
face } that  and  the  Serulina’ s being  at  my  houfe,  Harrigo* $ melfage 
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to  her,  All,  all  is  betray’d 3 and  we  have  onely'this  inorning  to  pre- 
vent their  mifchief  3 which  now  we  are  warn’d  of  if  we  fall  into 
we  deferve  no  pity. 

Edto.  Come,  let’s  away  3 be  you  fure  to  ftrike  firft,  let  that 
be  the  fign  3 and , if  we  do  not  make  fome  of  them  ftand  off 
we’ll  fall  by  them  3 What  a pox,  abufe  me,  and  think  I dare  not  be 
angry  ? 

Thom.  The  Embaffadour’s  Coach  and  Servants  attend  us,  but  we 
muft  not  let  them  appear  in  the  Piazza,  forgiving  jealoufie*  the 
onely  thing  I conjure  you  as  friends  is,  not  to  let  your  paffion 
tranfport  you  if  any  accident  happen,  fo  as  to  purfue  your  re- 
venge rather  than  our  Defign^  but  keep  together,  and  that  woman 
you  fee  me  take  by  the  hand,  do  what  lies  in  friends  to  protect  her 
from  thofethat  (hall  attempt  us. 

Har.  The  Porter  will  be  ready  at  the  Gate  to  receive  all  thofe 
that  retire  thither. 

Ferd.  ’Tis  enough,  we  are  inftrutted. 

\_Exeunt  omnes. 


A C T.  IV.  S C E N.  XII. 

Enter  Angellica  and  Anna. 

Ang.  ’npls  late,  I wonder  Don  Pedro  comes  not  3 Thomafo  I fear 
X fufpe&ed  my  being  difpleas’d,  he  was  fo  ferious  and  fb 
filent  when  we  parted  3 Are  you  fure  my  Letter  was  delivered  Co 
Don  Pedro  laft  night  ? 

Anna.  Either  laft  night,  or  early  this  morning. 

Ang.  Then  I hope,  he  is  now  about  the  Defign  > Come  get  our 
old  veils,  and  hide  clofe  3 if  you  fee  Don  Pedro  as  we  pafs,  fpeak  to 
him  that  he  meet  me  at  the  Carmelites  3 my  heart  will  finde  no 
peace  till  fhe  be  difpos’d  of. 

\_ExeHnt4 
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Ent  er  Don  Pedro,  Carlo,  and  Jonanne,  and  meet  Lucetta, 
Saretta,  Paulina. 

Pedro/  I 'Here  they  are3  Come  Ladies,  this  Difguife  is  fo  thin  we 
X fee  through  it. 

Sar.  Pray  Sir,  let  us  go?  we  wonder  you  are  not  in  difguife  too, 
tis  a ftrange  confidence3  confidering  your  injuries,  that  you  dare  be 
feen3 ’tis  fo  poor  and  fo  mean  an  impudence  as  makes  usfcorn  to 
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converfe  with  fuch  white  Spaniards : you  CaUilians\  and  fuffer 
your  fwords,  Sifter,  and  Miffris,  to  be  taken  from  you  by  a flock 
of  Dutch-men^  a Band  of  Gipfies,  a Troop  of  vagabond  wandrino- 
ftrangers,*an  old  cafhier’d  Corporal  and  his  Squadron. 

reclro.  Switzers  with  two-colour’d  Coats,  Knaves  of  divers  co- 
lours, black  and  white  Knaves,  fuch  Proteans  a Lady  knows  not 
when  to  love  or  hate  them  5 diffembling  Knaves  that  make  women 
kifs  them  when  they  fhould  beat  them  $ froward  Rogues  that 
lcratch  Ladies  faces  5 Fie  upon  them,  go,  go,  naughty  men’s  come 
give  me  a ftroke,  I’ll  beat  them. 

Luc.  ’Tis  well  Sir, and  an  eafie  thing  to  wound  a naked  woman  5 
but  though  I bear  his  mark,  if  we  ftrike  not  as  deep  in  our  re- 
venge let  them  defpife  us,  as  we  do  you  for  being  fuch  tame  Dos/s 
fuch  muzled  Knights  that  dare  onely  be  furious  when  women  dif- 
pleafe  you,  and  yet  let  thefe  wandring  Grangers  put  Bits  in  your 
mouths, command  and  ride  you,lpur  your  fides  till  your  hearts  are 
galled,  and  yet  you  neither  kick  nor  ftumble  before  them  ^ See  if 
we  prove  fuch  Jadey  ilaves  as  to  fuffer  this — [ Ex . the  women. 

Joh.  Pray  let’s  follow  them  s ’twill  be  good  (port  to  fee  them 
tear  his  hair  and  fcratch  his  eyes. 

Carlo.  I have  no  great  expectation  nor  apprehenfion  from  their 
angers  I know  their  humour  too  well  s but  believe  it,  the  Angcli- 
caes  is  a refolv’d  hatred,  and  likely  to  make  a mifchief  s for  he  has 
us’d  her  fo  courfely  that  (he  rages  without  all  bounds. 

Peclro.  I am  glad  to  fee  him  pay  my  fcores  there,  for  fhe  ufeth 
me  as  ill  as  he  ufeth  her,  but  I fhall  fpoil  his  great  defign,  and  put 
him  in  worfe  company,  and  fill  his  minde  with  lower  thoughts. 

Joh.  Were  that  once  paft,  and  fhe  in  the  Monaftery,  you  would 
quickly  fee  his  fire  of  ftraw  burnt  out.  [Exeunt. 

r ^ 

A C T.  V.  SC  EN.  II. 

Enter  the  Bravo’s,  then  enter  Thomafo  and  his  Company 
looking  after  them. 

<S^re/frf.T^011owclofe,  I fawhim  crofs  the  Piazza , we’ll  fiepinto 
Jy  this  Church , at  the  corner  you’ll  be  fure  to  meet 
him. 

Bravo.  Walk  not  fo  faff,  people  obferve  it. 

[ Exeunt  Bravo's  and  Wenches  at  two  fever al  Doors. 

Thom.  There  they  go  s and  thofe  Souldiers  are  they  Bravo's  5 
mark  them  and  be  ready,  left  they  attempt  us. 

Ferd.  Attempt  us ! why  they  are  fewer  than  we  5 Prithee  let’s 
beat  them  firfts  FA  pick  his  meflage  out  of  his  mouth  with  my 
Daggers  What  a pox,  it  fhall  never  befaid,  Three  Rogues  made 
four  of  us  wulk  muffled  in  Madrid. 

Harr.  Prithee  be  quiet,  the  Came  plays  it  felf,  onely  keep  an 
eye  upon  them.  [ Enter  Angellica  and  Anna. 

Thom.  See  the  Angellica  and  Annabel  us  ffep  into  the  Church  till 
they  are  paft.  Exeunt  Thomafo  and  his  company. 

Ang. 


Part.II-  or,  7 he  Wanderer. 

Angel.  I faw  Don  Pedro  follow  usj  ftay  at  the  Corner  and  deliver 

your  meflage.  [ Exeunt , 

\ 

( I 

Enter  Serulina  and  Calis. 
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Serul.  Did  you  fee  him,  Calls  ? 

Calis.  Yes,  Madam, they  are  before  $ and  We  fhall  overtake  them 
at  the  Church. 

Send.  Be  diligent,  dear  Calis , for  all  is  at  flake,  my  whole  peace 
hy*d  down  5 Tis  our  firft,and  laft  venture,  if  Fortune  frown. 

Calis.  Walkfoftly,  Madam, ’tis  he,  I’ll  turn,  and  fpeak  to  him, 

Sernl.  Who  are  thefe  that  (land  at  the  Church  door  } 

Calis.  By  my  life  Don  Pedro  is  one  of  them  5 ftep  off,  and  ftand 

clofe,  for  I fee  Don  Thomafo  coming.  [ Exeunt  both  to  the  door. 

| von;  . .a.di  ir.-xj  \ • ,'/«}  > v ' 

Enter  Cornelio,  in  Thomafo1 / Lac  d Suit. 

Cornel.  So,  now  I have  my  Ends  too,  and  perhaps  thofe  wits  will 
be  catch’d,  and  their  fcores  pay’d  by  fome  as  malicious  as  them- 
felves.  Con  is  a fool , yes , yes  5 But  the  fool  has  money  and 
Clothes  too. 

The  Bravocs  peep  , and  Shoot  Cornelio,  he  Staggers , and  falls 
upon  his  face  i Serulina  and  Calis  shreek^  Serulina  falls  in 
a fwound  as  fie  comes  in. 

Calis.  Loft,  undone,  for  ever  ruin’d. 

[_Enter  Saretta,  Lucetta,  and  Paulina,  at  the  other  door . 

Paul.  So  may  all  Treacherous  Villains  be  rewarded. 

(Saretta  and  Lucetta  Spurn  Cornelio  as  he  lies.') 

Sard.  There  lie,  infblent,  and  falfe  5 now  boaft  the  Affronts  you 
have  done  us. 

Bravo.  Come  away.  Ladies,  there  is  no  fraying  here. 

, r- 

Enter  Thomafo  and  his  Friends , they  draw , and  Jet  upon  the 
Bravoes,  they  wound  and  beat  them  off  the  Stage.  Saretta, 
Lucetta,  and  Paulina,  run  off  the  Stage  when  they  Fight , and 
as  he  purfues  them  finds  Serulina  and  Calis  upon  the  ground. 

Thom.  Bloody  Villains  5 ha  ! what’s  here  j by  my  life,  ’tis  (lie  3 
I know  the  Ribband,there  is  the  fign^  Harr igofidwardoferdinando^ 
hold,  as  you  love  me,  here’s  our  bufinefs. 

Calis.  Don  Harrigo  ? 

Harr.  Calis?  ’tis  file,  ftruck  with  the  miftake  of  the  Clothes. 

Thom.  Do  you  follow,  let  me  alone  to  carry  her  off. 

Thomafo  takes  up  Serulina  in  his  arms0  carries  her , and  the 
reft  follows.  \_Exeunt  omnes. 
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Enter  Pedro,  Johanne,  and  Carlo. 

Pedro.  QHot  > 

Johan,  ^ I,  Shot  dead  they  fay,  and  fee  where  he  lies. 

Pedro.  Bloody  Devils  } fee  where  they  ftand  at  the  Church-door, 
and  brave  the  Ad.  [ Enter  Harrigo,  Edwardo  and  Ferdinando, 

Harr.  So,  that  work  is  well  over  } Now  let’s  fee  what  is  become 
of  that  unlucky  fool  5 who  have  we  here  ? Don  Pedro  and  his  Com- 
pany, have  they  a hand  in  it  ? Sir,  this  is  an  Adion  both  unworthy 
your  birth,  8c  Profeffion,to  fet  a Murderer  to  revenge  your  quarrel. 

Ferd.  Death,  why  do  you  talk  with  him,  have  they  not  Swords 
by  their  fides  ? beat  them  till  they  draw. 

Edro.  Let’s  fight  for  our  Lives,  ’tis  better  then  be  (hot  like  birds 
fitting  3 is  this  your  Spanifh  Gallantry  ? draw  your  fword.  Sir. 

Harr.  Hold,  what  needs  this  fury  ? 

Pedro.  Be  not  rafh  in  your  paflion } Our  innocence  makes  us  pafs 
by  your  trouble,  which  we  know  ought  to  be  concern’d  in  a friends 
Murther,  though  we  fcorn  the  guilt  of  fo  bafe  an  adion  5 and  though 
there  were  fome  reafbns  to  make  me  unfatisfied  with  your  friend,yet 
I fcorn  fuch  a Revenge  } and  there  ftand  thofe  that  will  not  deny 
the  Ad 5 ’tis  true,  I heard  they  had  fome  defign  upon  him}  But, 
by  my  life  and  honour,  I could  not  imagine  it  had  been  bloody, 
only  fome  mirth  to  return  his  Jeft}  elfe  it  had  been  eafie  to  have  pre- 
vented this  mifchief,  which  I fhould  have  gladly  done,  for  by  my 
life,  I not  only  lov’d,  but  valued  him. 

Harr.  This  Lazy  Villain  ftays  fo  long  with  the  Surgeon  too.  Sir, 
We  beg  your  pardon}  For  finding  you  upon  the  Place  , and  ha- 
ving notice  of  your  difpleafure , it  look’d  as  if  you  would  have 
avow’d  the  adion  } and  I am  glad  with  all  my  foul  to  find  Don  Pe- 
dro Innocent. 

Pedro.  Sir,  I love  my  Sifter,  and  fhall  with  all  honour  endeavour 
the  making  of  her  happy } but  if  there  be  no  way  to  compafs  it  with- 
out a Murder, ’tis  a rate  at  which  I fhall  neither  purchafe  hers  nor 
mine  own  happinefs}  Nor  did  I ever  urge  any  thing  injurious  againft 
Thomafo , for  I always  efteem’d  him  a Gentleman,  and  a Souldier  } 
One,  to  whom  (I  confefs)  {he  owes  her  life  and  honour } an  Obliga- 
tion I would  gladly  have  pay’d  at  a cheaper  price  then  a Sifter. 

Harr.  See,  he  ftirs.  Help  Fred. 

(They  turn  him , and  Jl)ew  his  face,  and  difcover  tis  Cornelio.) 

Paul.  So,  now  they  will  find  their  Errour , and  my  malicious 
Friends  repent  their  Folly. 

Johan.  Ha  ! Cornelio  ! 

Edvp.  Yes,  Gentlemen,  ’tis  Cornelio. 

Saret.  Ha,  the  Captain  ! 

Lucet.  What  Devil  put  this  Afs  in  the  Lyons  (kin?  We  are  all  un- 
done, and  forfeit  to  his  fcorn,  and  the  Juftice  too } loft  and  deftroy’d 
by  a miftake,and  fhall  perilh  without  Revenge } who  went  for  the 
Surgeon  } Pedro . 
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Pedro.  l am  glad  ’tis  no  worfe  5 though  this  be  a fad  accident,  yet 
the  fafety  of  the  other  will  allay  the  grief,  and  this  mifchief  but  juft, 
for  I am  confident  he  was  guilty  of  the  defign,  and  has  through  all 
the  day  play’d  the  fpy  among  us.  [They  carry  off  the  body  <?/Cornelio. 

Lucet.  Saretta , how  came  this  wretched  fool  in  thefe  Clothes  ? 

Har.  I’ll  inform  you  5 Do  you  fee  this  Lady  ? how  do’s  her  good- 
nefs  upbray’d  thy  malice,  that  could’ft,  for  the  Revenge  of  a Jeft, 
defign  the  murder  of  her  Friend  > Efpecially  knowing  how  falfe  the 
pretence  of  Sifter  is  $ which  though  fhe  was  content  to  hide,  for  In- 
tereft,  yet  ’twas  folly  to  believe  fhe  would  with  a lie,  and  a Murder, 
fatisfie  thy  malice}  fear  not,  Paulina^  Thy  good  nature  fhall  finde 
friends, when  juftice  and  fhame  has  made  Saretta  hide  her  head.  And 
in  fhort.  Know,  we  heard  your  Bravoes  had  no  other  mark  to  di- 
ftinguifh  Thomafo  by  } then  thofe  Clothes  which  made  us  fit  them 
to  a perfon,  who,  you  fee,is  taken  in  his  own  Plot. 

Edw.  And,  for  you,  Lady  bright,  that  thought  to  have  had 
me  cold  meat  in  your  Kitchin  5 By  this  light , I will  have  that 
Nofe,  and  flay  thee  here  at  the  Church  door  $ do  not  think  ’tis 
your  fcratch’d  face  fhall  excufe  you.  — And  but  that  I fear  the  He  has  bold 
whores  blood  is  fo  invenom’d  it  would  fpoil  a good  fword,the  earth 
lhould  not  Give  thee  now.  ,h,s  ”h,k- 

Ferd.  Hold,  prithee,  ’tis  the  Hangmans  Office } he  bleeds  them 
twice  a year  with  a whip. 

Lucet.  ’Tis  well  nature  has  arm’d  you  againft  us  } But  if  I had 
thought  our  Revenge  would  have  been  thus  flow , I would  not 
have  been  within  the  danger  of  your  threats  now. 

redro.  Sir,  this  is  no  time  to  give  you  the  particulars}  elfe  lam 
confident  I could  remove  all  your  difpleafureagainft  this  poor  girl. 


Enter  Angellica  and  Anna.  Angellica  runs  to  Don  Pedro. 

Angel . What  do  you  amufe  your  felf  at  in  this  miftake  ? hafte, 
and  lave  your  fifter  } Your  modeft  Maiden  lifter  } I fawher  fall  in 
a fwound  at  the  fhot , while  Thomafo  and  another  put  her  into 
the  Embafladours  Coach  } She,  you,  and  I,  are  all  loft,  if  not  im- 
mediately prevented. 

Pedro.  My  Sifter  ? This  Rape  fhall  be  dearly  pay’d  for  } Can- 
not a Virgin  pay  her  devotions  to  the  Church  without  violence? 
Sure  there  is  Law  and  Power  enough  to  revenge  this. 

[Exit  Pedro  and  his  Company. 

Edrv.  Yes  faith,  the  Gentlewoman  is  gone}  and  that  damn'd 
Souldier  has  all  to  be  married  her  by  this  time}  What  a fool  ’tis, 
to  negleft  the  Angellica  for  Sernlina}  There’s  not  above  two  hun- 
dred thoufand  Crowns  to  boot } Nay, nay,  be  no  angry  fweet  heart, 
nor  do  not  frown,  wee’ll  find  thee  another  man. 

Angel.  Fools  cannot  Anger  me, efpecially  Stript,beaten,couzen’d 
fools}  I defpife  their  Anger  and  their  praile  } and  ’twas  all  my  Quar- 
rel with  Thomajo  for  keeping  fuch  mouthes  company ,fuch  Monfter- 
Mongers}  and  he  was  in  the  right  in  his  anfwer } Alas,  what  can  one 
exped  from  Hobynoles,  that  are  cut  out  of  Fools  T ymber  ? Prithee 

enquire 
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enquire  out  Fairs  and  Feafts,  and  joyn  betimes  with  fome  motion 
men, and  go  halfs  in  your  Monfters  } If  your  Comrade  had  not  been 
another  kind  of  man  you  might  have  drawn  like  a Team,  in  your 
Trots,e’re  any  Jade  of  you  all  had  found  a Stable  in  my  houfe  5 who 
now,  I fear,  is  gone  for  ever. 

Saret.  No  matter  , would  thy  heart  were  burft  with  Envy,  or 
with  Grief}  and  may  thy  Love  turn  to  as  great  a mifehief  to  thy  felf, 
as  it  has  been  a Curfe  to  us. 

Edvp.  No,  no,  fhee’s  wife,  a (hrew’d  crafty  One,  a witch  of  Lom- 
bardy } fhe  Couzen’d  ? not  fhe } her  thoul'and  Crowns  is  but  put  to 
ufe } Thomafo , you  know,  is  turn’d  Banker  } Faith  I would  you  had 
fome  more  Bags  to  fpare,  here  is  a poor  Cozen’d  fool  would  fo  love 
you  for  them,  fo  (igh  out  all  your  Praifes } I can  flatter  too,  and  you 
know  what  a pleafure  tis  to  be  couzen’d  in  good  Language. 

Saret.  ’Twas  your  vanity  and  Madnefs  fet  him  up}  His  ftarv’d 
foul  was  tame  and  lean  before,  till  your  folly  cherifh’d  the  Frozen 
Viper, who  now  has  bit  us  all } What  do  we  flay  here  for  ? to  Invite 
and  Tempt  the  Juftice  } Let’s  away  and  preferve  Our  felves  } Who 
knows  but  we  may  yet  gain  a Reveng£ } ’twas  Paulina's  falfhood 
betray’d  us  all. 

Angel.  I can  refolve  of  nothing, my  mind  is  fo  divided.  [Exe.Omn. 
U A C T.  V.  S C E N.  I V. 

Enter  Thomafo,  Serulina,  and  Calis. 

Thoma.  T'jRay  be  at  Peace  with  your  felf,  and  all  other  (forms 
1 will  ceafe } Harrigo  has  fent  word  there  is  no  danger 
of  Death,  the  (hot  having  ftruck  no  mortal  part.  I confefs,  This  mift 
chief  had  like  to  have  (poil’d  all,had  not  my  T rick  been  better  then 
theirs } For  the  Bravo  had  no  other  mark  to  know  me  by  } with 
which  I pay’d  two  debts,  his  Treachery,  and  my  Promile } But  I 
mud:  acknowledge  my  life  and  fafety  to  poor  Paulina. 

Serul.  Where  are  your  Friends  ? are  they  in  fafety  } 

Thom.  From  all  but  their  Monfters. 

Serul.  Pray  be  (erious,are  they  married  ? 

Thom.  ’Tis  moft  certain  } why  do  you  Tremble  now  ? when  by 
a Miracle  all  is  fafe , and  your  felf,  the  chief  part  of  our  Care,  in  a 
Place  where  no  Injury  can  touch  you  ? 

Serul.  I am  not  troubled  now } But  you  cannot  expeft  to  finde 
the  mind  quiet  aflfoon  as  the  Reafon } The  Alarm  my  fears  took 
cannot  be  fo  foon  compos’d } you  mult  allow  fome  time  to  place  a- 
gain  what  the  (form  diforder’d } ’Tis  but  a Minute  fince  I found 
my  felf  miferable  } and  this  change  of  happy  Fortune  had  like  to 
have  finifh’d  with  Joy  the  dangers  which  defpair  begun}  Nor  (hall 
I find  a perfed  peace  till  my  Brother  and  you  are  friends } and  here 
I make  it  my  firft  fuit  to  you,  that  you  will  for  my  lake  bear  with 
his  Pa  (lion } And  as  he  by  an  Extravagant  Anger  may  exprefs  the 
value  of  a Sifter  he  conceives  loft}  fo  you  will  (hew  yourEfteem 
of  me,  by  bearing  patiently  his  Injury. 


Thom. 
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Thowafo.  I were  moft  unworthy  of  your  Commands,  if  they  did 
not  bind  me  above  all  Intereft  or  Paflion  5 But  this  is  a Command 
fo  agreeable  to  my  own  wifb,  that  I am  obliged  to  it  by  mine 
Inclination  as  well  as  Obedience,  which  fhall  alwayes  fpeak  me  a 
faithful  and  an  humble  Servant. 

Serul.  Were  this  (form  over,  how  happy  (hould  we  be ! 

Thomafo.  ’Tisover}  onely  the  fear  remains  which  thus  raifes 
thefe  billows  in  your  Heart. 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  V. 
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Enter  Edwardo. 


Edve. 


’Ndone,undone  5 Fool  that  I was,  covetous,  unthankful 
Fool,  undone,  for  ever  undone. 

Enter  Ferdinando,  gulling  in  the  Mountebank  all  beaten  and  tome. 

Ferd.  Slave,  Cheat, Villain, Thief } thou  (halt  die  no  other  death 
but  boyling  in  thine  own  broth  to  a damn’d  jelly,  fpoon-meatfor 
the  Devil  thy  Matter,  (lave. 

Edvp.  Fred ! 

Ferd.  Ned  l l!’Z  lad, 

Edm.  O Curfed  Rogue,  two  hundred  thoufand  Crowns  in  por-'J/Z 
rage  ! Let’s  (ley  the  Rogue  ere  we  boyl  him,  he’ll  be  the  tenderer Jhrugg, 
for  the  old  Devils  tooth  5 A Crooked  Rogue  with  a wry  Soul  too  } 
he’ll  lie  in  the  difh  like  a ftarv’d  Hen  with  two  breaft-bones , a car- 
rion (lave,  how  he  looks  ! 

Ferd.  This  was  your  doings,  Ned  } 1 am  bound  to  curie  thee  5 he 
has  fpoyl’d  the  fined:  little  tidy  Jewel  of  a wife,  jud  a wife  and  no 
more } Fool,  that  I was,  I mud  be  trying  conclufions,  and  make  a 
Monder  of  a miracle. 

Edw.  And  I,that  had  all  things  in  plenty :>Fool, dull  Fool, fortune 
and  wife  enough  for  a Parifli,  to  lofe  al  1 in  a Cullice  ! I have  fought 
and  (kumm’d  the  pot,  and  cannot  find  a bit  of  her  } I am  afraid  the 
Devil  and  the  Cook  were  agreed  to  rob  the  pot  of  the  whole  flefh} 
what  a me(s  of  Eve  and  pudding  will  the  Letcher  have  to  his 
Supper  ! [ The  Mountebank  as  he  lies  on  the  ground. 

Mount.  Alafs  Gentlemen,  I am  not  too  blame}  yourrwine  and 
kindnefs  made  me  forget  fome  Rules } I (hall  never  love  Mace, nor 
tope  again } I told  you  then  my  brain  was  weak,  nor  am  I faulty  } I 
did  my  part,  and  prepar’d  your  Baths  fit  for  my  experiment } A 
nobler  work  had  never  been  done,  nor  prouder  Subjed  of  my  Art 
will  never  be  (hewn,  had  not  that  curfed  Wine  made  us  forget  to 
limit  the  operation  and  proportion  in  the  charm,  tofuch  or  fuch  a 
form}  you  fhould  have  nam’d  fome  body  for  fimilitude  or  fhape} 
you  fhould  have  feen  what  miracle  our  (kill  would  have  perform’d} 

But  I too  late,  remember  your  difpute,  (which  was  handfomeft) 
held  you  fo  long  in  refolving,  drinking  to  this,  and  admiring  that 
Beauty,  till  you  forgot  to  refolve  on  one  whofe  name  but  call’d  on 
in  the  Charm  had  (food  the  form  or  mould  to  have  caft  your  wives 
in.  And  now  when  Wine  and  delay,  (your  own  Crimes)  have  un- 
done us  all,  unjuftly  you  punifh  the  chance  on  me,  though  your 
nwo  Heart  knows  the  Charm  was  of  high  force,  and  wrought  but 
too  effedually.  L 1 1 Ferdin . 
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Ferdin.  And  is  there  no  remedy  then  ? rauft  mine  continue  in 
this  horrid  form  ? 

Edrvardo.  Nor  no  retriving  my  wife  , is  (he  abfolutely  loft  in 
funto  2 Is’t  poffible  to  fix  the  broth  again  and  recover  her  ? No 
Art  to  fave  fo  much  as  is  ufeful  of  her  ? Onely  fo  much,  good  Sir, 
as  will  make  a wife  but  to  ftand  good  in  Law  $ I defire  no  more, 
pray  will  you  ufe  your  Intereft  with  his  Highnefs  the  Devil,  to 
{pare  me  fo  much  of  my  wife } there  will  be  enough  to  make  him 
merry  befides. 

Mount.  Alafs  , ’tis  neither  in  Art  nor  Nature  to  relieve  you  $ 
Forlconfefs,  the  parings,  or  chips,  as  we  call  them,  which  the 
Charm  has  hewn  from  the  Gyant,  are  the  Devils  fees  by  contract  $ 
for  which  he  is  bound  in  exchange  to  furnifh  fo  much  of  his  own 
ftoreas  wanted  to  build  your  Dwarf  } And  your  Worfhip  knows, 
how  impofiible  ’twill  be  to  get  a pound  of  fweet  womans  flefti  out 
of  his  hungry  kitching. 

Ferdin.  Why  then,  mine  is  more  then  three  parts  Devil. 

Mount.  Not  fo,  Sir ! the  ftock  is  onely  Devil,  the  graft  was  your 
own  little  wife  inoculated. 

Edrvardo.  Now,  haft  thou  found  my  wife  ? [Enter  K. ogero. 

Rogero.  Yes,  Sir  5 We  have  found  her  at  laft,  but  we  were  fain 
to  ftrain  the  broth  from  her  firft,and  then  we  found  her  lying  in  the 
Herbs  ^ ’Tis  a fine  little  Gentlewoman,  and  (he  fleeps  ftill. 

Ferdin.  And  mm^Rogero^ prithee  how  does  (he  bear  her  burthen? 

Rogero.  Yours,  Sir,  is  lufty,  and  walks  about  the  houfe,  ftarts, 
and  wonders  at  her  felf  5 feems  angry  with  her  own  ftiadow,  then 
frowns,  and  liftens  as  if  (he  were  frighted  5 (he  will  not  believe  fhe 
is^her  felf  5 yet  fhe  knows  me,  and  wonders  why  I call  her  by  her 
name  5 {he  afks  for  you,  then  pinches  and  pricks  her  felf  till  fhe 
fqueeks  again,  ere  fhe  would  believe  that  load  at  her  back  and  bel- 
ly belong’d  to  her } in  earneft.  Sir,  ’tis  a fad  fin  to  wrong  them 
thus.  [Enter  the  Guardian. 

G^nf.Gentlemei^is  the  Report  true?  have  you  murther’d  your 
wives  ? The  T own  is  full  of  fuch  a mifchief. 

Ferdin. Fie, no  Sir  , murther’d  them  ? my  wife’s  gone  out  juft  be- 
fore you$  we  onely  try’d  the  foolifh  experiment  of  the  Baths,which 
the  famous  man  profelles  that  fold  us  the  admirable  powder. 

Guard.  What  Baths  ? 

Edrvardo.  Thofe  of  excellent  virtue  , which  make  a Dwarf  a 
Gyant,  or  Gyantize  a Dwarf  5 rendring  any  perfon  bath’d  there- 
in, great  or  little,  as  you  defire  j And  we,  to’exprefs  our  Affettions 
to  our  dear  wives,willing  to  fpare  no  coft,forfooth,when  their  good 
was  concern’d,  employed  this  Artift  to  prepare  two  privately  5 
which,  by  a miftake,  or  rather  omiffion  of  fome  Ceremonies,  the 
unlimited  remedies  have  wrought  a little  beyond  our  defires,  and 
have  boyl’d  away  fo  much  of  my  wife,  as  I fear  the  remainder  will 
be  of  no  ufe  5 But  fhe  is  very  well  in  health,  and  the  heartieft  little 
thing,  as  much  Soul  as  ever  , what  was  a Marble  Rock  before  is 
contra&ed  into  a Diamond  $ if  you’ll  pleafe  to  go  in  j you  {hall  fee 
her,  fhe  lies  fo  fine  and  quiet  in  her  cradle  } but  {he'll  grow  every 
day  now  the  Spring  comes  on*  Ferdin . 
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Ferdin.  And  mine  had  a mifchance  to  be  caft  into  an  evil  mould, 
and  is  come  out  like  a wry  bullet  $ But  we'll  mend  all  thefe  mif- 
fortunes,  by  being  the  bell  Hufbands  } and  you  mutt  fpeak  a good 
word  for  us  to  reconcile  the  bufinefs  , and  we  will  yet  be  more 
grateful  to  you  for  paft  kindnette  } Gome,  Ned  , let’s  wait  on  our 
noble  Kinfman  to  dinner,  and  drink  down  this  forrow. 

Guard.  Gentlemen , this  is  no  drinking  nor  jetting  matter } I 
mutt  delire  you’ll  rettore  the  money  and  Jewels  you  have  re- 
ceived 5 Befides  an  Accompt, before  the  Jufticeofboth  my  wards} 
where  your  unlawful  ufing  of  witchcraft  to  win  them,  and  now 
to  murther  them,  fhall  be  prefented  to  the  Inquifition } who,  I 
hope,  will  not  fee  a couple  of  lewd  Hereticks  to  murther  their 
Wives,  and  rob  the  true  Heires  of  the  Eftate,  I’ll  find  the  juftice 
for  you,  and  he  fhall  fingyour  Epithalan/iunt.  [Exit  Guardian. 

Eerdin.  Witchcraft  and  Murther  ? Fine  points  for  a Member  of 
the  Englifh  Church  to  anfwerin  a Spanifh  Inquifition!  Now  do  I 
fmell  the  faggots  and  the  fire,  or  a rope,  for  fooling. 

Edvpardo.  Not  onely  lofe  our  fortunes,  but  come  to  make  a 
Holly-day  for  idle  folks ! For  my  part,  lam  fo  angry  at  my  luck 
I care  not Jf  I be  hangd  > ’tis  all  the  remedy  that’s  left  us  j Pox  on’t. 

’tis  but  an  ill  quarter  of  an  hour  } and  when ’tis  paft,  let  Fortune 
kifs  me  where  I fat  a Saturday  } I’ll  even  go  hang  my  felf,  and  be 
reveng’d  of  a Croyden  fool. 

Ferdin.  I and  Thomafo  how  he’ll  Triumph  upon  this  fecond 
chance  ! His  Tongue  will  fting  worfe  then  the  Boatfioaines  pisile, 
if  our  fentence  do  find  fo  much  grace  as  the  Galley. 

Edwardo.  But  firft  we’ll  fpoyle  your  Quacking,  Sirrah,  you  dog } 

Help  Fred , by  this  fiefh,  you  go  into  your  own  porrage  5 and  let  me 
alone  to  call  upon  your  proportion,  as  high  as  my  wife,  and  four  tak( 
times  as  big,  with  a ftomack  equal  5 I’ll  fecure  you  from  the  Gallie^  hold  of  the 
Sirrah.  Mounte- 

Mount.  Oh  noble  Gentlemen,  have  mercy  upon  me,  let  my  bank,  and 
Art  plead  5 You  know  who  dies  with  me,  the  age  is  wounded,  full  him  of 
Nations  will  perifh  with  my  fecrets } No  mercy  ! no  pity  ! Spare  Ip' '}■ 
me  and  I’ll  redeem  all  yet.  _ 

Edvpardo.  So,  there’s  one  Rogue  fitted.  * tfxrow  0g- 

Ferdin.  There  are  three  in  already,  who  are  they  ? the  ft  age. 

Edvpardo.  No  matter  who,  I have  taken  an  order  for  their  fize  } 

We’ll  have  fuch  a nett  of  Gyants  to  revenge  my  quarrel  againft  the 
Country  } I hope  they’ll  plant  again  the  race  of  true  Moors  and 
Saracens  in  this  damn’d  Nation^four  fuch  Gyants  will  deftroy  them 
with  two  of  the  three  Curfes,  Sword,  and  Famine  > I am  fure  Ca~ 

Jiile  cannot  feed  them,  nor  fight  with  them  without  Auxiliaries } 

I am  refblv’d  1 11  flie  this  unlucky  clime..  [Enter  Rogero. 

il^.There  are  fomeGentlemen  without  defire  to  fpeak  with  you 
Edwardo.  Prithee  call  them  in. 

[ Enter  Don  Pedro,  Carlo,  and  Johanne. 

F erdin . More  mifchief  yet ! what  fart  blew  them  hither  ■? 

Pedro.  Gentlemen,  I come  to  inquire  for  a Sifter,  I am  told 
M Lll  2 ; ' Ihe 
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{he  knows  the  way  to  this  Houfe,  and  fo  (hall  I if  not  reftor’d. 

Edvpardo.  Have  you  loft  a Sifter,  is  it  a great  or  little  Sifter  > 

jf ohanne.  She  was  no  Monfter,  Sir. 

Ferdin.  ’Twas  ftrange,  confidering  who  claims  her. 

Pedro.  This  Injury  will  not  pafs  thus  5 we  (hall  find  a way  to 
take  a ferious  and  a ftri<ft  account  from  fome  of  you. 

Edwardo.  Sir,  there  are  none  here  but  what  are  in  the  pot  5 We 
have  no  leifure  to  think  of  you  nor  your  lofles  } We  have  bufineft 
and  lofles  of  our  own  } Our  Wives  and  two  hundred  thoufand 
Crowns  boyl’d  to  nothing  , couzen’d  and  cheated  by  a damn’d 
Mounteba  nk  $ but  the  (lave  is  in  pickle  for  it. 

Ferdin.  Yes,  Sir } ’tis  we  that  are  couzen’d  the  fecond  and  third 
time,  fools  in  grain,  and  ftand  fair  to  burnt  or  hang  d too  5 Judge 
then  whether  we  are  in  dealing  cafe  5 A pox  on  Bathing,  I (hall 
never  love  broth  nor  (poon-meat  again  } Would  any  man  have 
thought  liquor  would  have  been  our  Enemy  ? 

Jf  ohanne.  Come,  Sir  } let’s  lofe  no  time,  you  fee  (he  is  not  here, 
and  hafte  to  the  Embafladours  5 you  may  ftay  fliort,  while  I can 
inform  my  felf.  {Exit  Pedro,  Johanne,  and  Carlo. 

Ferdin.  Where  is  the  Guardian  ? 

Roger 0.  Gone,  Sir,  longfince. 

Edvpardo.  Gone  ? Heark , Fred  } There  is  no  dallying  nor 
fooling  in  this  cafe  5 therefore  let  us  hafte,  and  pack  up  the  money, 
and  fave  our  felves  in  the  Embafladours  Houfe.,  before  the  Juftice 
feize  us}  we  (hall  never  be  Innocent  if  they  know  we  have  that  guilt 
about  us } and  let  Roger 0 (hut  up  all  the  doors,  and  follow  us  when 
he  has  done.  ( Exeunt. 

ACT.  V.  S C E N.  VI. 

Enter  Angellica,  and  Paulina. 

Angel.  TV  /f  T Heart’s  at  eafe  fince  I faw  the  miftake } and  ’twas  but 
IV  | Juftice  to  let  that  feditious  fool  fell  into  that  mif- 
chief  he  defign’d  for  others } ’Twas  he  that  embroyl’d  us  all } the 
neceflitous  fool,  to  get  a fleece  from  every  mans  flock,  plaid  the 
woolf  one  day,  and  the  Shep-herd  another. 

Paulina.  I was  amaz’d  at  nothing  more  then  to  hear  them  brag 
that  you  would  joyn  in  the  Murther  of  one  you  lov’d. 

Angel.  And  I wonder  at  your  Sifters  Hatred. 

Paulina.  Sifter  ? That’s  a ftory  I (hall  clear  (bme  other  time. 

Angel.  You  have  reafon,  and  we  ought  to  confider  our  fafety } 
for  though  we  are  both  innocent  from  the  blood  of  that  fool,  yet 
we  know  how  bufie  the  Juftice  will  be  to  fqueeze  as  many  into 
the  guilt  as  he  can,  either  as  Acceflories,  or  Aftors  in  the  crime  , 
Therefore  I’ll  take  my  leave  of  you,  and  retire  to  the  Venetian 
Embafladour’s}  where  my  people  will,by  this9expe&me  with  what 
they  can  fave  of  value  in  my  Houfe. 

Paulina.  I believe  I (hall  be  fafe  under  the  Englifli  Armes, 
from  whence  (fince  we  have  made  this  Friendlhip)  you  (hall  con- 
ftantly  hear  from  me.  Angtl* 
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Angel.  Pray  let  me  } and  be  (b  juft  to  let  him  know  how  inno- 
cent I have  been  in  this  defign  } and  all  my  crimes  were  but  fo 


Enter  Harrigo,  Thomafo,  Ferdinando,  and  Edwardo. 
Thom.  Re  you  lerious  ? 


we  can  make  us  wings  to  fly  to  our  fafety,  if  you  will  not  protett  us 
from  the  Juftice  and  their  Guardian. 

Har.  That  Guardian  is  a Jew,  a Rogue,  I know  him,  and  he’l 
undo  you  all  } a Bath  fay  you,  loft  in  a Bath  ! 

Edw.  You  know  what  the  Mountebank  profeft  the  other  day  } 
fee,  here  are  his  Papers,  this  is  his  Powder,  and  a fovereign  one  5 
fde  not  give  this  Dole  for  the  beft  Diamond  in  Europe  : now  the 
fecrets  gone,  do  not  tafte  it,  unlefs  you  mean  to  run  mad  for  love 
of  me  } and  I have  vexations  enough  without  the  addition  of  fuch 
a mifchief.  Travel,  Quoth  you  } a moneth  of  fuch  days  as  I have 
paft  will  give  a man  experience  enough  to  be  a Witch,  if  he  be  fo 
unlucky  as  to  fcape  hanging. 

Har.  And  what  wilt  thou  do  with  that  Powder  ? 

Edw.  I’ll  travel  till  I find  fome  fmall  Princefs  that  pleafeth  me, 
and  give  it  her  } with  a dole  of  this  I can  chufe  my  woman  through 
the  world}  and  ’twere  not  for  that  fatisfa&ion  this  lofs  would 
kill  me. 

Ferd.  Nay,  By  this  hand,  I’ll  betray  him  } he  has  a Plot  upon 
the  Angelika  with  it}  fhe’s  handfome  and  rich}  and  I heard  him 
fwear,  even  now,  he  thought  he  ftiould  never  thrive  till  he  had 
married  one  of  your  feafon’d  Grafs-widows. 

Edw.  By  my  troth,  I had  as  live  take  her  as  a Cag’d  Nymph,  a 
mew’d  Maid  from  a Grate  in  a Nunnery  that  afts  what  (he  can* 
and  wifhes  the  reft  } whofe  Maiden-head  is  a prifoner  at  the  beft  : 
all  this  and  more  I am  arm’d  againft } and  forelaw  your  mirth  and 
from  when  I got  her,  and  the  joy  now  when  you  fhould  hear  I had 
loft  her  : but  I am  refolv’d,  if  my  Powder  do  not  thrive,  to  put  half 
my  flock  in  a venture,  and  away  for  the  Indies,  and  live  where 
thefe  ftories  were  never  heard  of. 

Thom.  The  Indies ! 

Edw.  Yes,  the  Indies}  where  we  are  promis’d  fix  black  wives 
apiece,  fmooth  and  comely  beauties,  naked  truths,  Eves , in  the  ftate 
of  innocence,  Girles  that  will  neigh  and  fight  for  my  bed. 

Thom.  Blefis  the  man  ! three  couple  of  Moores  in  thy  bed ! 
they  1 hunt  thee  to  death. 

Ferd.  Hunt  their  hunt,  we  are  refolv’d.  Sir } fix  plump,  fmooth, 
pregnant  Girles  apiece  is  the  bargain,  with  flat-nofes  all,  for  conve- 
nicncy  of  killing,  with  brave  fwell’d  lips,  Cupids  Cufhions  } fo  foft 
and  fweet,  the  Rogues  dew  is  fweet  in  the  Dog-dajs  > their  very- 


many  loves  of  him. 


Q Exeunt. 
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Edw.  I,  by  this  unlucky  day,  undone  for  ever  } not 
only  loft  the  Birds  but  our  felves  too  } unlefs  with  thefe  feathers 


fweat 
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{weat  Aromatique  and  Balfam’all  5 upon  thefe  we  refolve  to  plant 
a Croyden  Juftice,  and  an  Ejjex  Captain  of  the  tame  bands  5 and  I 
warrant  thee  the  feed  will  thrive. 

Edrv.  Your  Fourbijher,  your  Magellan,  your  Drake  and  Rarvley  } 
all  confent  your  Moors  woman  has  no  fellow  in  nature  5 (he’s 
your  black  Garden-mould,  the  fame  rich  earth  Adam  digg’d  in,  fo 
full  of  nature  and  ftrength  the  Sun  dwells  in  her  j and  will  fend 
forth  fuch  Clufters  of  Boys  and  Girles,  fuch  ftraw,  and  fuch  an  ear, 
fo  full,  fo  clean,  phe  Cradles  will  not  hold  the  Barnes : our  bar- 
ten  cold  red  and  white  clay  knows  no  fuch  harveft } all  the  ftreams 
the  Sun  fucks  from  the  parch’d  earth  you  will  find  in  the  woman 
there,  as  full  and  lufcious  as  the  Greek  Vine  } and  ’tistrue  pleafure 
to  pluck  a Girle  there,  fo  full  of  juyce  (he’l  fill  the  Prefs  5 and  there 
women  {hew  their  true  virtue  and  their  ufe. 

Har.  Methinks  Edwardo  is  an  apt  Scholar}  and  now  you  are 
leaving  the  world,  given  over  by  Matrimony  to  a wedded  Bed, 
even  make  your  will,  and  entail  your  Batchelors  opinion  on  him} 

I would  lee  this  Teftament  fign’d,  for  I perceive  he’s  refolv’d  to  fuc- 
ceed  you  in  the  Wanderer  } and  ’twill  not  be  an  ill  journey,  Sir, 
though  I’m  afraid  it  will  be  a long  one  if  you  travel  till  you  lofe  the 
Juftice  of  Peace  : confider  upon  the  bufinefs  till  I return  } I muft  be 
gone  for  fear  my  ftay  may  bring  fome  misfortune  to  poor  Paulina^ 
who  will  fuffer  if  I provide  not  for  her  fafety  } and  her  kindnefs 
deferves  all  our  care. 

Thom.  Dear  Harrigo , find  her,  and  ufe  all  polfible  means  to 
bring  her  here. 

Har.  Leave  that  to  me } but  you  muft  not  fail  to  give  her  a pre- 
fent  for  old  kin dn els  fake,  fince  you  refolve  to  fee  her  no  more. 

Thom.  I (hall  not  need,  there  is  one  within  will  do  it  for  me, 
who  relblv’d  it  as  foon  as  I told  her  ’twas  fhe  that  lav’d  my  life  : 
and  fhe  now  is  as  kind  to  Paulina  as  I have  been,  and  loves  her  for 
loving  me } fhe  longs  to  fee  her,  and  hopes  to  perfwade  her  into  a 
Monaftery. 

Har.  I’ll  be  gone  } but  pray  be  you  two  private  here  till  I in- 
form my  felf  how  your  bufinefs  ftands  with  the  Juftice  } and  ’twill 
not  be  amils  to  accufe  the  Guardian  of  confpiracy,  and  try  if  you 
can  fright  him  from  the  purfuif}  I’ll  ask  counfel  in  the  bufinefs. 

[Exit  Harrigo. 

Ferd.  Well,  Sir}  how  goes  your  bufinefs?  better  I hope  then 
ours. 

Thom.  I am  married  too,  and  fetled,  I believe,  for  a hundred 
years,  or  fo  } if  I fall  not  into  a kettle. 

Edrv.  Well,  Sir } let  the  Kettle  boil } and  know  her  Brother  is  in 
purfuit  of  you  } he  came  to  our  houfe  to  inquire,  Pox  upon  the  • 1 
fid  hour,  ’tisfullof  unbidden  gueftslfearby  this  time  j wedurft 
not  ftay  to  eat  our  dinner  5 and  if  you  give  us  not  lome  food 
and  remedy  for  care,  a bottle  or  two  apiece  to  chide  forrow,  we 
are  loft  > all  the  foes  of  man  arm  againft  us. 

Thom.  I warrant  you  for  meat}  thole  days  of  affli&ion  are  over 
fure } a Wife  and  no  meat ! ’twere  fin  as  well  as  folly  to  beg  fingle, 

and 
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and  double  too  5 no,  Nedj  I always  told  you  when  ever  I married 
I would  be  happy  and  honeft. — See  who  comes  here  3 Sweet  heart, 
prithee,  let  me  prefent  my  widow’d  friends  to  you. 

Serul.  They  are  moft  welcome,  and  fo  are  all  that  bear  that 
title.  [They  falute  her. 

Ferd.  What  a delicate  tafte  an  honeft  womans  lips  have  above  a 
fmall  linners  ? I fhall  never  rellilh  a Whores  again,  I fear  5 I won- 
der what  Country  my  good  fortune  is  fled  to  5 I have  neither  Pow- 
der, Wife  nor  Whore,  to  build  upon } was  ever  Gentleman-travel- 
ler fo  out  of  Calh  and  Converfation  as  lam  ? would  I were  at  Pa- 
rk, or  the  Hague , again  > did  I leave  thofe  places  of  pleafure  and 
quiet  civil  life  to  come  to  this  where  mifehiefs  only  fwarm  5 whole 
very  air  is  lowfie,  and  that  curie  would  deftroy  the  Country  but 
for  another  curfe  that  wars  with  it,  that  of  the  dull:  which  flies  fo 
hot  it  would  lire  powder  as  it  pafles , ev’ry  fand  is  fo  many  fparks  in 
the  air  : yet  here  we  walk  in  this  furnace  without  a miracle. 

Thom.  Nay,  then  I defpairof  thee  5 can  one  alflidion  make  thee 
compare  Holland  to  Spain  .<?  Oh  the  Filh-pots  and  Butter  of  that 
Egypt  without  a River  } whofe  Mill  of  ignorance  hangs  upon  them 
ftill,  and  though  the  Englilh  Olivers  rod  be  over  them,  yet  their 
hearts  are  hardned  againft  poor  Cavaliers } 1 thought  this  heat 
would  have  fweat  out  all  the  kindnefs  thou  fuck’dft  in  with  Roter - 
dam  Beer  : but  I’me  afraid  ’twill  ftay  as  long  as  the  gravel  in  the 
Kidneys  } the  fruits  of  Hop’s  , T urneps , and  Pickl’d-herrings 
which  paves  the  back. 

Ferd.  For  all  this  Satyre,  theFlefh  and  Filh  isfuch  as  your  Ma- 
drid has  not  fhewn  us  the  like  in  her  lean  Shambles  and  ftarv’d 
Markets,  where  the  Priefts  are  fain  to  conjure  for  Filh,  by  throwing 
Tubfuls  of  Tripes  into  the  water  5 and  then  by  vertue  of  a Bull  by 
Ignatius's  name,  command  that  they  be  filh  $ and  they  have  faith 
enough  to  eat  it  afterward,  and  fwear  there  is  bones  in  it  too,  tran- 
fubftantiated  Tripes : a true  Papift  Catholick  would  diftinguilh 
what  filh  he  eats  with  bread  of  yefterday  } for  there  is  nothing 
but  the  Wafer  bak’d  in  the  City,  and  ’tis  well  they  have  this  trick 
of  filhing  by  miracle  $ for  that  which  comes  naturally  to  the  Mar- 
ket, thole  in  the  Zodiack  are  as  frelh  and  fweet,  and  lay  lels  in  the 
Sun  then  the  Salmon  we  eat  laft  5 it  walk’d  like  a vilion  before  us  for 
twenty  days  upon  a Mule  } and  yet  paft  for  frelh , even  at  the 
Catholick  Kings  own  board.  You  us’d  to  eat  fuch  at  Woods  in 
the  Hague  ? 

Thom.  Who  will  deny  Holland  has  Filh,  or  who  can  fay  they 
haveFleftr?  By  this  light,  their  Flelh  is  Filh , and  their  Fowl  fly- 
Turfi  their  Birds  but  feather’d  Filh  5 and  their  Filh  finn’d  Mud : 
all  youfee,l'mell  or  tafte,  is  Filh  3 ’tis  indeed  fo  many  Provinces  of 
Fifh-ftreet. 

Ferd.  Yet  I have  feen  you  figh  and  dye  for  one  of  thefe  dilhes  of 
Milk ; Madam oifelle,  what  do  you  call  her,  Ned  ? 

Thom.  Skel-fifh. 

Ferd.  Pilh,  Madamoijelle. 

Thotk.  Van  Knowles , Van  Cates . 
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Ferd.  Prithee  leave  fooling  $ Lord,  Ned:  you  know  her  } ’tis  the 

Vfrojv  Van 

Thom.  Stojf,  or  Cabillio  3 

Ferd.  The  Heer  Van 

Thom.  F orman , sfypper , Crves  find  Buord  ? 

Ferd.  Nay,  then  you  are  refolv’d. 

Thom.  By  this  hand,  I have  nam’d  all  the  great  Names  and  Fa- 
milies in  the  Country , except  the  Royal  Orange } which  they  hav# 
fo  fqueez’d  with'a  clinch,  they  {hall  be  lure  to  have  my  curfe. 

Ferd.  Yetlaft  year  they  were  fo  fair,  fo  white,  fo  fmooth,  fo 
proper^  I have  feen  you  frown  and  figh  at  the  fight  > the  grand 
Miftrels  {hall  know  what  a Knight  (lie  has  of  you. 

Thom.  One  Swallow  makes  no  Summer } though  ’tis  confefs’d 
the  flelh  is  white  , and  fuch  as  if  l would  eat  a Girle  it  fhould  be 
a Dutch-girle,  a North  Holland  child,  ’tis  pure  Vitello , A/ungany , or 
Capon  de  Lecho , as  white  and  Iweet  as  either  5 and  when  ’tis  wean’d, 
the  Pigs,  herFofter  Brothers,  that  fuck’d  with  her,  are  as  good  as 
{he}  In  earned:.  Madam,  a Rotterdams  Pig,  taken  from  my  Ho- 
ftelles  own  bread  i dod  remember,  Ned , when  we  dole  the  Sowes- 
baby  out  of  the  Cradle  where  the  kind  Nurfe  had  hid  it  ? ’twas  cruel 
Ned  that  kill’d  it : the  Neighbours  ran  together  at  the  cry  } and  as 
if  we  had  kill’d  her  fird  born,  it  put  all  the  houfe  in ‘mourning,  till 
Sack  and  Sugar  allay’d  the  grief. 

Edw.  I remember  ’twas  at  the  Saint  Johns  head,  and  it  prov’d 
the  pured  Babe  of  grace  } it  would  have  tempted  a Jew  as  it  lay  in 
nc' * the  dilh ; old  Satan  of  the  Differ , and  a Scot  his  Hod,  in  Tpite  of 
Murrey  L Mofes  fell  to  the  Rod. 

Differ/  * Ferd.  'Twas  where  we  met  Embafladour  Will,  and  Refident 
Will  Crofts,  Tom,  with  M.  Sheriffs  Secretary,  John  the  Poet  with  the  Nofe} 
T.  Killig.  all  Gondiherts  dire  Foes}  from  Poland  laden  with  thefpoils  of  what 
lack  Den-  do  you  lack,  Sir  } and  all  the  Scotch  Pedlars  Packs  on  their 
ham.  backs.  Sir. 

Serul.  I am  pleas’d  to  find  you  all  in  fo  good  humour ; and 
would  bear  my  part  were  my  Brother  and  you  friends  in  your 
heart. 

Thom.  TheEmbadadour  fent  a civil  Meflageto  him  } and  had 
an  Anfwer  both  kind  and  ferious,  and  is  now  gone  himfelf  to  fpeak 
with  him  } and  I believe  all  will  end  in  Comedy,  fince  Cornelios 
mifchief  is  not  mortal  i this  ftory  of  the  Baths  will  make  fit  mirth 
for  a Wedding. — Harrigo,  haffe  thou  found  her  ? \_Enter  Har. 

Har.  Yes,  (he’s  without,  but  alham’d,  and  afraid  both } to  fee 
your  Lady } (hall  I fetch  her  in  ? 

Semi.  Yes,  pray  Don  Harrigo,  I long  to  lee  her. 

ihom.  No,  I'll  do’tmyfelf}  for  there  is  nothing  of  lhame  be- 
longs to  the  kindnels  of  yefterday  } the  obligations  of  to  day  bear 
their  own  date}  and  faults  hereafter  are  crimes  to  you}  what’s 
pall  is  upon  mine  own  fcore. 


Enter 
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Enter  Harrigo,  and  Paulina  3 Thomafo  meets  her,  and  leads  her  to 

Serulina  5 fie  hones  to  her , Serulina  kjjjes  her,  and  holds  her  in  her 

arms. 

r Serul.  Come,  no  more  tears 5 I would  not  have  yoti  ftain  my 
wedding  day  with  your  griefs j ’tis  ominous  to  weep  on  Hymens  Al- 
tar 3 pray  be  not  fad. 

Paul.  T here  is  a guilt  and  (hame,  as  well  as  fadnefs  in  thefe  tears  5 • 
and  I rfiu  ft  hope  for  nothing  but  certain  mifery  from  your  joysi 
your  vertue  may  fmile,  you  have  all  the  caufes  joy  can  bring  you  3 
in  birth  happy,  in  love  and  fortune  bleft,  and  in  innocence,  which 
crowns  the  reft.  Yet  heaven  witnefs,  I envy  not  your  youth  her 
peace  3 for  though  I cannot  be  innocent  my  felf,  I am  not  fo  wicked 
but  I can  adore  both  her  and  vertue  in  the  breaftsof  others  3 nor 
do  I lament  a grief  that  has  furpriz’d  me  3 "tis  long  lince  my  heart 
difeover’d  his  3 and  they  are  fond  women,  who  ftain’d  with  our 
crimes  can  hope  to  weep  gallant  men  into  fuch  madnefs  as  to  leave 
the  bleflings  the  fair  and  vert uous  Serulina  brings,  to  blulh  their 
lives  with  us. 

Serul.  Pray  ceafe  this  grief,  and  know  my  heart  hasnofevere 
thoughts  3 1 can  fee  your  good  and  overfee  your  error, which  I know 
has  many  arguments  to  plead  3 and  if  heartily  repented  leaves 
your  heart  as  innocent  as  if  it  had  never  been  afted. 

Paul.  Cuftom,  impious  cuftom,  is  guilty  of  all  my  fins , by  be- 
ing the  original  of  all  my  crimes  3 whofe  deprav’d  liberty  not  only 
tolerates,  but  encourages  thofe  follies  whofe  guilt  I blufh  before 
fuch  a vertue  as  the  fair  and  innocent  Serulina  3 who  has  not  only 
honour,  but  mercy  too.  Other  women  may  be  chafte,  but  they 
are  fo  rigid  and  fo  cruel  to  our  faults;  and  their  counfels  fo  full  of 
whips  and  ftings,  it  rather  incenfes  and  hardens  then  reclaims  a 
heart  3 nor  doth  their  ill  nature  care  to  make  a convert  amongft  us, 
lo  they  may  have  the  vanity  to  make  a Satyr  upon  us  3 but  here  I 
find  the  Balfam  of  true  innocence  3 which  is  not  fo  proud,  or  vain 
in  her  own  bleft  condition,  as  follicitous  to  preferve  and  redeem 
others  : and  here  I fee  the  true  ftockof  honour,  which  in  yoi  r ge- 
nerous breaft  has  diviner  forms  and  fruits  then  we  can  know  or 
imagine  in  our  fick  ftate  3 yet  I dare  boaft  never  to  have  broke  the 
Laws  fhe  preferib’d  to  our  fex,  faithful,  kind,  conftant  and  obedi- 
ent to  our  Lovers,  concern’d  only  in  their  good,  never  betraying  or 
abandoning  their  truft. 

Serul.  I fwear  there  are  charms  in  her  tongue,  her  very  griefs 
are  bewitching  5 what  would  her  mirth  and  kindnefs  do  ? how 
gracefu1,  how  delightful, when  her  fadnels  is  thus  lovely, thus  catch- 
ing 3 infedious  grief  has  made  me  fid  in  fpite  of  this  days  joy. 

ihom.  Though  this  fault  be  folly  in  ftnd  fence  j yet  you  fee  we 
have  fometimes  lome  reafon  to  love  thefe  Girlesi  and  I am  confi- 
dent I’ll  never  want  that'excule  3 you  {hall  always  find  a handfome 
witty  caufe  of  my  fin  at  leaft. 

Serul.  Have  you  no  thoughts  of  retiring,  now  ? methinks,  in  this 
handfome  forrow  you  fhouid  have  a fenfe  of  your  condition,  fuch 
• Mmm  as 
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as  might  prompt  you  to  the  abandoning  this  world  $ and  liden  to  all 
thofe  Angels  that  fummon  the  heart : hark  how  they  call^fee  where 
vertue  dands,and  beckensthee  to  come!  prithee,  dear  Paulina, go. 
and  fpend  fome  of  that  youth  and  beauty  with  her,  try  but  the  dif- 
ference 5 what  a peace  and  calm  thy  mind  will  feel,  there  is  no 
thorns  nor  dangers  j thy  quiet  mind  fortune  and  death  it  felf  de- 
fpifing : Oh,  that  thou  couldft  be  fo  early  wife  5 what  Jewel  would 
I not  give  to  fee  thee  become  my  penitent ! and  once  in  the  Magdas 
lenes , what  joy  it  would  be  to  me  to  converfe  with  fuch  beauty, 
and  fuch  goodnefs,  in  the  glory  of  a repentance  ! your  friend  too 
{hall  vifit  youS  dear  Paulina,  confider  what  I fay,  and  look  back  up- 
on thofe  dangers  both  of  rocks  and  feas  thou  daily  ventured:  in  this 
little  barque,how  ill  guided, and  vvorfe  man’d,thy  youth  mud  be  to 
druggie  with  thofe  dorms  and  tempeds  which  the  world  threatens 
thy  beauty  having  no  compafs  nor  dar  to  deer  by. 

Paul.  The  Magdalenes , Madam  ^ though  I bow  to  your  good- 
nefs, yet  I perceive  your  Ladilhip  knows  not  the  place  : 1 was  bred 
fometime  amongd  ’em,  and  from  my  knowledge  of  their  cudoms 
take  leave  to  fay  it } when  I retire  from  the  world  it  fhall  not  be  in- 
to a Nunnery,  for  I am  refolv’d  to  be  honed  when  ever  I profefsit  5 
a Nunnery  will  only  add  a difiimulation  and  facriledge  to  my  fault  5 
and  *tis  lefs  fin  and  fhame  to  yield  to  the  flatteries  of  young  men 
then  the  luft  and  force  of  old  women,  I fpeak  a known  truth  of  their 
too  common  crimes  5 young  Arange  women  there  fhall  fuffer  more 
pollution  and  rapes  then  in  fack’d  Cities. 

Thom.  The  Magdalenes , my  heart ! why,  if  I would  breed  a Thais 
or  another  Lais,  or  put  Ovid  again  to  School  to  learn  a new  art  of 
love,  I would  fend  him  to  fludy  at  the  grate  of  the  Convertines, 
wher eAretine  fhould  be  made  an  afs,and  blufh  the  publifhing  his  dull 
podures,compar’d  to  the  ingenious  lufl  that’s  pradis’d  in  their  cells. 

Paul.  My  own  houfe  is  far  from  chafle,  but  ’tis  a Church,  com- 
par’d to  theirs } whofe  crimes  have  fuch  blacknefs  in  them  perfons 
of  your  honour  can  neither  imagine,  nor  believe. 

Thom.  How  can  the  world  exped  better  from  fuch  multipli’d  de- 
vils in  a nefl  aflembled  by  want,  or  condemn’d  by  the  Law  for  fbme 
horrid  crime  ? the  mod  innocent  enter  in  paflion,  or  drove  by  the 
defpair  of  fome  difconterat  5 and  though  divers  caufes  bring  them,all 
are  forc’d^no  one  whom  reafon,  honour, or  confcience  guides,which 
makes  them  when  they  have  recover’d  the  anger,  fear  and  defpair 
that  threw  them  in,  their  minds  turn  to  the  old  vomit  $ for  their 
hearts  are  flaves  dill  to  the  fame  luds,and  burn  with  the  fame  deiires, 
whofe  fires  are  increas’d  with  the  thoughts  of  pad  faults,which  they 
are  fo  far  from  repenting, as  with  double  fin  they  ad  them  o’re  again, 
while  the  fpirit  of  lud  plays  two  parts  alone,the  lover  and  the  loved, 
till  what  was  fornication  in  their  houfe  becomes  Sodomy  in  their 
Cell  5 two  or  three  pill’d  fins  Nunns  wear,  ’tis  not  honour,  nor  con- 
fcience binds  5 double  grates  can  only  keep  them  from  breaking  of 
their  vows5and  were  not  the  hangman  of  more  terror  then  the  Con- 
feflor,  you  fhould  fee  what  fwarms  their  hives  would  fend  forth. 

Edrv.  I would  you  would  leave  this  fubjed,  and  think  of  din- 
ner, and  take  your  convert  with  you.  s eruh 
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Serul.  I would  (he  were  my  convert,  I would  not  only  dine  with 
her,  but  faft  for  her,  in  hopes  of  fuch  a bleffing. 

Paul.  Truly,  Madam } I’me  refolv’d,at  lead  to  change  the  place, 
if  not  my  life,  to  avoid  all  occafions  of  being  a further  trouble  to 
you  and  your  fortune , for  fince  we  are  both  ftruck  with  one  Dart, 
the  Angellica  and  my  felf  aredefign’d  for  Italy , to  feeka  remedy  by 
abfence  5 (he  only  begs  you  will  forgive  her  fending  your  Letter  to 
Don  Pedro , it  being  the  only  crime  you  can  accufe  her  of  5 and  by 
this  journey  avoid  the  trouble  of  feeing  what  can  only  beouraf- 
flidions. 

Thom.  There  is  nothing  of  anger,  but  much  of  kindnefs  due  to 
both  : and  fince  you  refolve  upon  that  journey,  l am  confident  you 
will  find  them  both  a kind  and  civil  Nation , and  here  is  a Lover 
begs  you  will  wear  this  Ring  in  memory  of  her  and  your  kindnefs 
yefterday.  The  Angellica  (hall  have  her  thoufand  crowns  again, 
'twas  the  ftrft  money  I ever  got  by  the  fexf>and,I  cannot  but  wonder 
at  their  narrow  minds,  as  well  as  their  fortunes  that  can  be  fo  poor- 
ly fpirited  as  to  defign  farther  then  the  kindnefs  of  a woman.  I have 
bought  many  in  my  time,  but  never  yet  either  ask’d  or  got  more  of 
a woman  then  her  flefli.  What  you’ll  do.  Madam,  I know  not. 

Serul.  Where  I give  my  faith  and  friendfhip  I (hall  never  refufe 
my  fortune  5 and  I wonder  as  much  at  them  who  can  give  their 
perfons  and  deny  their  goods , as  you  do  at  thofe  who  proftitute 
themfelves  for  money. 

Paul.  Madam,  I (hall  wear  this  favour  to  my  graven  fori  per- 
ceive *tis  a debt  I owe  your  goodnefs  5 and  if  your  husband  doth  not 
change  his  nature  you  will  not  repent  your  kindnefs : for  Don  Tho - 
mafo  had  always  a heart  greater  then  his  fortune } and  his  prefents 
dill  held  proportion  with  his  love,  rather  then  with  his  money. 

Serul.  I will  not  afflid  you  farther,  but  wifh  you  a happy  jour- 
ney ^ and  will  dill  hope  better  refolutions  then  you  promife^  for 
’tis  impoffible  good  nature  (hould  be  wilfully  and  refolvedly  wick- 
ed: ’tis  true.  Nature  has  her  weaknefs,  and  vanity  or  want  may 
fometimes  counfel  us  againft  our  hearts  5 and  therefore,  when  ever 
you  can  refolve,  here  am  I that  will  remove  thofe  difficulties  5 and 
as  long  as  I have  any  fortune  you  fhall  not  have  that  excufe,  to  be- 
come as  fit  for  my  love  as  the  kind  Paulina  is  for  my  my  pity : 
Come,  you  muff:  dine  with  us. 

Paul.  I (hould  gladly  receive  the  honour,  Madam,  if  I durft 
avow  my  being  here. 

Thom.  Come,  no  fears } thy  innocenty^fliallbeaspublickas  thy 
kindnefs } and  as  long  as  I have  friends,  oiMrortune,  they  (hall  both 
proted  thee.  [ 'Exeunt  omnes. 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  VIII. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  and  Carlo. 

Pedro.  | \ Id  you  (ee  my  Sifter  ? 

Carlo.  No,  Sir , (he  defir’d  to  be  excus’d  till  the  Em- 
bafiiadour  had  (poken  with  you. 

Ped.  What  anfwer  had  you  from  him  ? 

Mmm  2 Car, 
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Carlo.  He  confefs’d  they  were  married,  and  was  highly  (atisfied 
with  the  civility  of  your  Meflage  V and  bid  me  affure  you  all  the 
fatisfa&ion  you  could  expeft  in  honour  5 and  that  he  would  im- 
mediately wait  upon  you  himfelf^  his  Coach  was  ready  whdri  f'eame 
out  j and  I law  him  pafs  the  Piazza  now  5 it  would  not  be  amifs  you 
were  in  readinefs  to  receive  him. 

Pedro.  Call  Johanne , and  get  the  people  in  readinefs. 

Carlo.  There  is  no  ftrugling  in  this  cafe.  Sir  5 fhe  being  of  years 
to  chufe  5 ’twas  a mifchief  might  have  been  prevented  j but  ’tis  not 
to  be  redeem’d.  [Exeunt. 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  IX. 

Enter  Harrigo,  Edwardo,  Ferdinando,  and  Paulina. 

Har.~\?r Ou  muft  excufe  us,  we  cannot  flay,  but  we’l  be  with 
X you  in  a minute } we  expedt  the  Embaffadours  return  j 
Don  Pedto  is  coming  with  him  to  make  a peace  between  him  and 
Fhomafo  5 when  that  bufinefs  is  over,  we’l  find  you  j in  the  mean 
time,  dear  Paulina , I’ll  leave  you  Miftrifs  of  my  Chamber  5 and 
Gentlemen,  look  you  be  civil  to  this  Lady.  [Exit  Harrigo. 

fcdxv.  Faith  , Paulina , I am  thinking  ’tis  but  a folly  for  us  to 
part,  being  of  one  mind  j for  this  is  no  place  for  the  Edxcardos 
neither  > the  air  doth  not  agree  with  me  5 eipecially  now  they  have 
got  the  trick  of  beating  and  couzening  me,  I fhall  never  befafej 
and  home  I’me  refblv’d  not  to  go,  for  I have  feen  the  new  Cate- 
chifm  > and  though  I can  lay  hold  of  fin  by  as  lively  a refolution  as 
any,  yet  wickednefs  is  fo  ill  dreft,  fo  ftoln,  and  fo  oppreft  > fin  doth 
not  favour  in  that  cold  air  as  in  this  hot  climate  5 the  Cooks  and 
Sauce  are  better  here,  though  the  fin  and  fiefh  be  the  fame  5 and 
now  they  have  fpoil’d  Wed-lock  too  for  unlefs  a Wench  can  (leal  a 
man,  and  run  away  with  him,  fhe  muft  lye  alone. 

Ferd.  Faith,  Child,  having  heard  your  refolutions  we  are  re- 
folv’d  (if  you  and  the  Angellica  like  our  humours)  to  bear  you 
company  into  Italy\  look  you  Paulina , we  have  not  loft  all  $ though 
the  Birds  be  flown,  there  are  fome  thoufands  of  Piftols  yet,  and 
Jewels,  to  a fum  large  enough  (I  warrant  you)  to  maintain  a Soul- 
dierslife,  which  in  honour  muft  not  be  long,  for  fear  of  the  Pro- 
verb : A gray  Souldier. 

Edw.  Is  it  a match  ? fhall  we  remove  the  Scene  to  Italy , and 
fwear  Comrades  ? Fred  and  I have  a mind  to  wander  with  fuch 
Planets  : young  and  kind  Conftellations  cannot  chufe  but  have 
good  influence  upon  mirth  : dare  you  venture  your  felf  in  our 
Sphears  ! I’ll  undertake  to  prevail  with  the  Angellica. 

Paul.  If  fhe  confent.  I’ll  agree,  elfe  I cannot,  for  I am  already 
oblig’d  to  her  and  her  company. 

Ferd.  If  it  be  a bargain,  Ned  fhall  give  us  a Supper  at  parting  > 

I long  to  fee  Italy 0 and  tafte  the  defcription  the  Rogue  ufeth  to 
make  of  it,  fuch  Wine,  fuch  Women,  fuch  Mufick}  and  then  his 
heart  fires  a volley  of  fighs  to  their  memory  } and  then  a Carnival, 

fuch 
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fuch  as  would  make  a man  curie  his  lot  that  fell  on  this  fide  the 
Hills,  as  if  *twere  out  of  the  bounds  of  Gods  blelfings : at  thy  flip- 
per, Ned,  he  (hall  repeat  our  lefl'on  5 put  him  but  in  the  humour, 
and  ’twill  be  both  counfel  and  comfort. 

Edw,  Mp  fupper  ! no  Fred,  no  more  (uppers  5 I prithee  do  not 
fo  much  as  mention  meat  in  Madrid,  there  is  a curie  followsat  3 I’fl 
not  eat  again  upon  mine  own  fcore  while  I am  in  it , ’twould  rrtaki 
a man  fwear  a fall,  to  think  upon  the  ill  luck  has  followed  my 
feafts  5 and  makes  me  refolve  to  commit  that  kind  of  fault  noBaore} 
if  ever  I fill  a womans  belly  at  that  end  again,  let  them  phy  Lucet- 
ta's  part } I find  feafts  and  banquets  are  follies  of  a high  rate, 

Fred:  arid  when  a man  has  laid  out  his  money  that  way,wjiat  rer 
turn  doth  it  yield)  Fah,  it  ftinks  to  name  it  > and  woe  be  to 
that  bottle  of  Sack  I lay  my  hands  on  firft  } he  (hall  pay  for  all  thefe 
griefs. 

Ferd.  And  my  forrows  are  as  ready  to  do  you  reafon  as  any  thir1- 
fty  (inner  in  Madrid  5 Come  child,  be  merry,  and  learn  of  us  to  de- 
fpife  forrow  5 we’l  make  thy  journey  ihort,  and  fo  laugh  over  thefe 
old  ftories. 

Paul.  I (hall  not  be  the  faddeft  in  the  company.  Sir,  fince  I find 
others  have  their  erodes  too : Fellows  in  mifery  make  the  burthen 
light  } ’tis  the  (ingle  loan  grief  in  jolly  troops  that  to  all  is  heavy 
(till,  and  wounds  both  the  feer  and  the  feen.  [ Exeunt . 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  X, 

Enter  Pedro,  Thomafo,  and  Carlo. 

Pedro.’ paft,  Sir,  and  forgot}  the  name  of  Brother  hath 
X wip’d  all  other  titles  from  my  heart  but  that  of 
friend,  which  (hall  be  faithfully  preferv’d  for  you}  I know  you 
have  honour,  and  that  will  make  you  ufe  her  like  your  felf}  and 
ftill  remember  how  (he  has  preferr’d  your  friendfhip  before  either 
her  Family  or  her  Fortune } pray  let  melee  her,  Sir. 

Thom.  Prithee,  Harrigo,  wait  upon  her  in,  and  defire  the  compa- 
ny to  follow,  ’tis  late } and  we’ll  to  dinner  } this  had  been  a merry 
day  if  my  friends  had  not  loft  their  Brides } is  there  no  poflibility 
to  get  them  deliver’d  to  the  protection  of  their  Husbands  ? ’tis  the 
State,  not  they  are  guilty  to  permit  fuch  witchcraft  to  be  practis’d 
in  the  City. 

Pedro.  That  will  reft  in  the  breft  of  the  inquifidor,  who  muft  be 
dealt  with  for  a fum  of  money } who,  elfe,  I fear  will  make  their 

portions  as  great  a crime  as  the  Bathes  have  been. Sifter,  I with  &nter  Seru- 

you  all  clear  and  perfeCt  joy , fuch  as  your  kindeft  thoughts  have  a ^ 

promis’d  5 and,  dear  Scrulina , I conjure  you  not  to  miftake  my 
paft  feverity  } ’twas  neither  want  of  value  or  kindnefs  for  either,  „oes  an(j  j-a= 
but  a defire  to  have  feen  you  married  into  a Family  which  you  ites  bis 
know  might  have  given  us  both  advantage : but  fince  ’tis  your  for-  Sifter, 
tune  to  fix  upon  this  Gentleman,  with  all  my  foul  I wilh  there  may 
Be  no  change  in  your  fortune,  but  live  and  dye  happy  in  one  ano- 
ther 
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thers  Friendfhipi  And  I hope  fhe  will  not  be  the  lefs  welcome 
to  you  when  a Brother  and  a fervant  thus  prefents  her  3 the 
Reward  of  your  hr  A:  Generous  A&ion  : The  Portion  I (hall  fee 
with*  all  diligence  paid  5 and  ’tis  now  the  feafon  and  QJfor  mirth 
that  I may  have  fome  (hare  in  your  Joy es,  ’twill,  I hope,  be  nei- 
ther unfeaionable  nor  unreafonableto  exped  you  fhould  relinquifh 
to  me  Angellica. , who, upon  my  credit,  had  no  hand  nor  intereffc  in 
the  Murther  defignd  this  day. 

Thomajb.  I am  confident  (he  had  not}  and  though  her  kindnefs 
may  want  difcretion,  yet  (he  wants  not  good  Nature}  andlfhall 
not  onely  relinquish , but  ufe  all  my  power  with  her  to  admit 
Don  Pedro , and  onefy  him  v. for  by  Serulinas  Faith  I vow  to 
be  as  faithful  to  her  Friendlhip  now,  as  ever  I was  to  my  humour 
before. 

Paulina.  Your  defires  will  come  too  late  5 for  I know  the  Angel- 
lica s Refolutions  are  fixt  upon  a return  to  Venice  j and  I am  refolv'd 
to  bear  her  company. 

Ferdin.  Yes  faith,  and  we  are  all  of  a Troop  ifwe  can  efcape  the 
Juftice}  Nothing  but  Witchcraft  and  Murther  ftayes  us } would 
Rogero  were  return’d,  that  we  might  know  our  doom. 

Pedro.  Is  this  ferious } Or  does  the  Angellica  fay  this  to  Alarm  my 
Heart  with  her  departure  ? 

Edn>ardo.  Yes  faith.  Sir}  We  are  all  for  Italy  if  the  Hang-man 
do  not  lie  in  the  way}and  merrily  we  will  fpend  the  chippings  of  the 
Monfters}  here’s  as  much  left  of  Sir  Mammons  hopes  as  would 
cure  the  Itch  in  a hot  Countrey. 

Pedro.  And  wThat  (hall  I do  alone  in  an  empty  houfe  ? How  fay 
you,  Carlo , (hall  you  and  I make  up  the  Covey  ? Shall  we  be  wel- 
come, Pauhna  .<? 

Paulina.  I am  certain , Sir , you  will  be  moft  welcome  to  all 
the  Company}  and  a year  or  two  well  Spent  abroad  will  bury  all 
the  wild  ftories  we  leave  behind  } which  is  the  chief  caufe  makes 
me  refolve  upon  the  Journey. 

Pedro.  Sifter,  you  were  yefterday  all  my  care,  and  now  Don 
7 homafo  has  blown  that  fear  over  } Faith  take  the  houfe  into 
your  Prote&ion  too } *for  Carlo  and  I am  refolved  to  fpend  a year 
or  two  in  Italy  upon  this  occafion  } The  General  once  offer'd 
me  a command  in  Millain  } if  I like  the  people  and  the  place.  I’ll 
take  it } if  not, ’tis  a Journey  of  Pleafure } the  feafon  is  good, and  the 
Company  better. 

Thomajo.  Sir,  I am  now  ally’d  to  you } r.nd  there  are  many  rea- 
fons , befides  the  kindnefs  to  your  perfon,  would  make  me  wifh 
your  ftay } yet  all  intereft  laid  afide,  “tis  not  onely  my  opinion, 
but  my  defire  you  fhould  take  this  Refolution  } and  if  you  be  not 
as  highly  fatisfied  with  the  journey,  the  people,  and  the  place,  as 
any  you  have  yet  feen,  i’ll  forfeit  the  charge. 

Pedro.  I am  refolv’d } and  now,  Serulina , all  caufe  of  Jealoufie 
being  paft  betwixt  us  , be  freely  and  clearly  kind  to  your  Bro- 
ther, who  here  vows  to  my  dear  Sifter  all  that  her  Heart  can  ex- 
pert from  one  that  loves  and  values  her } and  to  give  you  one 

Argument 


Part.  1 1-  or,  The  Wanderer. 

Argument  to  believe  it , look  you  choofe  me  a wife  againft  I 
come  home. 

Enter  Rogero. 

Thomafo.  How  now,  Rogero , what  news  } 

Rogero . All  is  well , Sir  } The  Juftices  came  immediately  as 
you  went  out , and  have  feiz’d  all  the  goods  they  found.  But 
thofe  Prodigies  in  the  Baths  has  made  them  flie  the  Houfe , Four 
fuch  Gyants , Sir  Amadk,  nor  the  Palmerins  ever  encountred  5 
The  German  guards  are  now  in  Arms  to  leize  them,  Scarramucha 
is  come  out  a Lady,  as  big  again  as  Don  Edvoardos  5 And  there  is  a 
Lady  come  forth  Scarramucha , a Gyant  amongft  Gyants  } She  doth 
fo  wonder  at  her  Beard  and  Breeches , for  (he  has  Helena  s old 
Whores  Soul  in  a mans  Body  } ’twas  fport  to  lee  the  wonder, 
and  what  a ftart  Ihe  gave  at  the  Ammunition  of  her  own 
Breeches.  The  Mountebank  keeps  his  own  Features,  but  in  a 
horrid  form  } and  threatens  black  deftru&ion  to  you  all  : His 
wife  too  is  one  of  the  lovelieft  forms  and  perfeft  fymmetry  that 
fuch  a Monfter  can  prefent  to  the  judging  eye  5 Celia  in  Youth  and 
Beauty,  fuch  as  when  her  charming  Hand  and  Voice  led  Rome 
in  Chains  } Yet  (he  is  ffcill  frighted  with  the  pow'er  of  that 
Charm  that  firft  enllav’d  her , and  would  hide  or  flie  the  Anger 
and  the  Love  of  him  who  now  with  frowns  and  fevere  looks 
threatens  all  j They  quickly  made  the  Inquilidors  leave  the 
Houfe  } which  gave  me  occafion  to  tell  them  you  were  Tra- 
vellers, guilty  onely  in  the  trying  a publick  experiment , Men 
that  had  not  a lold  to  lole , poor  calhier’d  Cavalliers  } whom 
their  Guardian  had  couzen’d  of  their  Portions , and  I’dc  un- 
dertake, for  a piece  of  money,  fhould  quit  your  Intereft  to  them  5 
upon  which  they  feiz’d  the  Guardian  , and  expert  Don  Harrigo 
to  treat  your  Intereft  5 You  are  fure  he’s  in  the  Gallies  for  his 
Life,  and  his  Eftate  confifcate  to  the  Church}  Your  wives 
will  bePrifoners  during  Life,  for  to  lie  with  them  is  held  Copu- 
lation with  the  Devil. 

Ferdin.  The  fumm  in  hand , did  not  the  Guardian  tell  of  that, 
nor  require  Reftitution  ? 

Rogero.  Not  a word } he  durft  not  mention  that  for  fear  of 
confefting  my  acculation  } which  has  nam’d  him  as  a party  that 
confpir’d  with  the  Witch. 

Edrvardo.  Ha!  not  onely  free,  but  hopes  of  more  money } Pri- 
thee let  Harrigo  treat  the  Confolation } I will  not  have  above  a 
hundred  thoufand  Crowns } ’tis  more  then  a Souldier  of  our  party 
ought  to  poftcfs,  unlefs  he  will  eat  alone;  for  where  a Devil  {hall 
we  find  two  more  to  make  up  our  mefs  ? 

Ferdin.  While  we  feed  upon  this  Ayre,  1 have  a Mind  to  a 
real!  dinner } for  I am  a thirfty  and  a hungry  (inner. 

'ihomafo.  Love  hath  his  Famine  too  and  Thirft,  that  drinks 
the  blood,  while  the  fighing  Heart  becomes  his  Food.  But  we  a 

more 
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more  propitious  Deity  have  found  3 which  with  fmi ling  Fates, 
and  full  Joyes,  our  Loves  has  crown'd  3 And  now.  Madam,  all 
Fears  and  T yranny  of  the  * Boy  muft  be  remembred  onely  as 
the  fait  and  feafoning  of  this  Joy  3 Whil’ft  chearful  Hymens  Nup- 
tial Treafures  invites  to  new  and  furprizing  pleafures  3 Such,  as  I in 
all  my  curious  fearch  could  never  find  3 Embraces  that  are  as  chafte 
as  kind : And  I conjure  you  all,  where  ere  you  go,  proclaim  what  I 
(hall  ftilladore3  The  Virtue  of  this  Star,  bright  Serulina , whofe 
Friendlhip  thus  has  fixt  the  W anderer.  [ Exeunt . 
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The  King  of  Naples  and  Sicily. 

Ortho , Brother  of  the  King,  (lain  in  a Battel. 

L eopoldo,  Prince  of  Sicily  and  Naples . 

Alman%or , Piince  of  Spain. 

Rodcrigo,  His  Lieutenant  General  , 

Bellamira, Sifter  to  Leopolds  v - r 

Fidelia , A Lady  of  the  Court., 

rbi  'ltla  his  Sifter,!  Twol'orcficn. 

Ravacl ^ A banilhed  Lord,  of  dead  Ort&o’s  party. 

Nigro,  ) 

Clytus,>  Three  Lerd^  of  Ortho's  .party,  in  Arras  in  tiaietta. 

Cleon , ) 

TaUntus,  General  of  the  Horfe  to  the  King  of  Sici/y  and 
Naples. 

Thilemon , An  old  Lord  at  Court, 

Sdtyr,  In  Love  with  Phillora. 

Arcus,  A Moor,  Slave  to  Leopotdo. 

J"b/>  \ Moor^Friend  to  ^ 3 Both 

Cadejs,  his  Sitter.  3 

Souldicrs  and  Servants , fuch  as  the  Scene  Requires. 
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Property. 

Pollidor,  Phillora,  Ravackrz/z//f  £ov  habited  lity  Fo - 
reflers , part  Hunters , p^zr/  Shepherds  habit*  neither  Rich  nor 
Plain , but  proper  all , of  different  Colours  ; For  the  t^o  young 
ones , gray  and  bine,  hair  Colour , fo/z/o  filver  *,  Phil- 

lora muft  have^a  piece  of  the  Lyons  Shjn  j#  her  habit i'Ra- 
vack  ^ ^ery  Wa/te  Curl’d  head  and  Beard  of  Hair. 

Fhe  Satyr  ww/I  ^<z/e  Cj//  0/  Silver , dzz^/  r&e 

IFoo//  o/Phelice  made  into  a hind  of  fcrip  on  one  fide,  and 
the  Horns  of  Phelice  gilt  tyeclto  the  ends  of  it. 

Arcus  zzzkJI  Z>e  m <1  Noble  habit, Rich,  and  his  P erf  on  blacky 
being  a Moor.  * 
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Enter  Nigro,  Ravack,  Cleon,  and  Attendants. 

Nigro.  ’>■'  J for  certain,  the  people  at  laft  have  found  a 

4 head,  to  whom  Clytus  is  joyned  } and  I fear 
will  follow  the  Revenge  with  as  little  mercy 
as  the  Ring  (hew’d  his  brother , our  dead  Ma- 
tter, the  Royal  Ortho  } whofe  invafion  though 
we  neither  counfell’d,  nor  aflifted , yet  filch  is  the  fate  of  Courts, 
when  the  People  Arm  againft  their  Princes } which  we  have  (adly 
proved,  who  now  fuffer  that  punilhment  which  was  meant  to  the 
Authors  of  that  unnatural  War. 

Rav.  Is  the  Spanilh  Prince  arriv’d  at  Naples  } is  there  a ground  for 
that  report  ? 

Nig.  Mott  certain , led  on  by  Clytus, Their  defcent  in  Sicily  found 
no  refiftance  } the  people  were  fo  generally  difaffefred  with  the  pre- 
fent  Government  they  willingly  confented  to  put  themfelves  under 
the  prince’s  prote&ionfThis  news  has  awaked  the  King, till  then  loft 
in  fecurity}  and  now  too  late  he  finds  the  fire  he  defpis’d  has  taken 
hold  of  his  Palace.  The  prince  Leopoldo  is  abfent  too  5 A perfon  of 
that  Piety  and  Virtue,  but  that  he  is  the  cloud  that  fhadows  our 
young  King,  and  unjuftly  pofieffes  his  right,  I could  joyn  with  the 
world  in  worlhip  of  him}  and  it  was  indeed  his  Intereft,ioyned  with 
his  noble  Sifters,  which  thefe  late  years  has  kept  the  people  quiet  5 

N n n 2 But 
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But  the  prince  and  Talantus  being  abfentin  thefe  latedifbrders,  our 
Friend’s  have  taken  hold  of  the  occafion,  and  prevailed  fo  far , that  - 
the  people  are  now  Armed  in  the  Name  of  our  long  loft  prince.5 
which  hope.,  joyned  with  their  hatred  of  the  prefent  Government, 
has  begot  a danger.  The  Ring  cannot  refift,  but  ’tis  thought  he  will 
be  forc’d  to  tea ve  Naples,  and  feek  a fafety  in  Capua  , that  place  in 
my  Opinion  being  fitteft  to  make  his  general  Rendevouz.  This 
news  was  the  caufe  of  my  fending  for  you,  that  you  might  avoy*d 
the  prefent  danger  which  the  prince  Leopoldo  and  Palantus  his  Army- 
may  bring,  who  are  now  upon  their  march  towards  Naples , and 
muftpafs  through  your  Foreft,  where  your  abode,  during  thefe 
troubles,  will  be  mpft  unfafe  5.  and  to  prevent  a mifehief , pray  let 
me  counfcf  your  felf,and  the  Children,  to  retire  hither-this*  Even- 
ing. Where  did  you  leave  them  ? 

Rav.  A hunting,  in  which  they  both  delight  5 Books,  and  that, 
are  their  great  diverfion}  and  I am  glad  fo  find  their  Affedions  fo 
Innocent,  and  minds  fo  ready  ftill  to  take  fire  at  any  great  Ex- 
ample they  meet  an  Story  : I left  them  this  morning  in  chafe  of  a 
wild  Bore.ynor  is  jif hillora  left  mafeulihein  her  Spirit  then  Poilidor , 
but  far  from  cruell,  ot  Barbarous  y I have  wondred  td  fee  her  .give 
fuch  wounds,  and  then  lament  them  } fhe  has  indeed  overcome  all 
the  Niceties  of  her  Sex , and  yet  retains  the  foftnefs  of  her  Na- 
ture \ and  though  fhe  loves  to  be  one  ftill  in  all  our  Sports , yet 
a modeft,  innocent , and  moft  gentle  aflurednefs  attends  all  her 
Adions.  r 

Nig.  Nature  and  Sex  are  but  materials  that  cUftome  works 
upon,  and  both  Sexes  are  Effeminate,  or  Warlike,  as  they  are 

bred  5 but  no  more  of  this  : time  is  too  precious , Now  or 

Never  we  muft  regain  our  Countrey , Prince  and  Liberty  } Clytus 5 
our  Friend,  is  already  joyned  with  the  Spanifh  Prince  , and  Com- 
mands in  Naples y The  Caftles  are  in  his  hands,  declared  for  the 
furvying  heirs  of  the  dead  Ortho , and  with  his  our  Forces  fhall  this 
day  joyn  } and  if  the  gods  have  enough  reveng’d  that  rafh  Ad  of 
our  unfortunate  Mafter,  We,  the  remnant  of  his  friends,  that  this 
fixteen  years  have  fuffered  all  kinds  of  Calamities  for  his  fault* 
may  yet  hope  to  return  to  our  Countrey.  In  the  mean  time,  Cleon^ 
l«t  feme  diligent  fpy  follow  the  Princes  Army,  and  learn  ( if  it  be 
poffible  ) his  intentions,  and  obferve  his  motions , numbers , and 
Affedions  of  his  Souldiers. 

Rav.  That  my  tame  Satyr  fhall  do  } he  is  crafty , and  feems 
fimple,  armed  with  his  Club  he  fhall  mingle  with  them  5 hee’s  ac- 
quainted too  with  all  the  Fafts  of  the  Foreft , fecret  paths  and 
Caves,  and  can,  in  fpight  of  their  fwifteft  horfes , make  a retreat , 
the  poor  wretch  dotes  upon  my  Girl , and  if  fhee’ll  but  promife  to 
ling,  or  play  to  him,  there  is  no  danger,  for  her  fake,  he  will  not  at- 
tempt} but  I muft  return  e’re  they  mils  me. 

Nig.  Farewel,  the  Gods  guide  our  honeft  intents  i ’tis  not  for  Re- 
venge, but  juftice,  that  we  ftrike,  [ Exeunt  omnes. 
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ACT.  I.  SCEN.  IL 

Enter  the  King,  Phillemon,  and  Attendants . 

King . Vm\HillenJon , are  thofe  returned  we  Tent  to  mingle  themfelves 
| with  the  multitude,  to  try,  if  ’twere  poffible  to  learn  the 
caufeof  their  taking  Arms  fb  fuddenly. 

Thill.  Some,  Sir,  are  return’d,  all  report  the  fame  fubftance  in 
different  language , great  oppreffion,  no  Juftice  done  upon  com- 
plaint } But  the  great  caufe  is,the  pretended  pity  they  ought  to  have 
upon  their  Countrymen,whofe  long  miferies  they  publickly  lament, 
whil’ft  others  proclaim  the  joyful  news,  that  their  young  prince  Ge- 
wma  lives,  who  long  fince  was  mourned,as  part  of  his  Fathers  mine, 
whofe  Injuries  to  your  Majeftie,  though  they  were  of  the  higheft 
nature , yet  being  a Brother , I could  have  wifh’d  they  had  not 
found  fo  fevere  a Juftice. 

King.  He  fell  not  by  any  A (ft  of  Cruelty  that  we  ought  to  blufh 
for. — War,  that  War  which  he  moft  unjuftly  waged,  as  ’twas 
his  crime,  proved  his  punilhment  too.  Sicily  was  the  Conqueft  of 
our  Father}  In  which  I ferved  him,  and  with  my  Blood  entituled 
my  felf  to  that  Crown  which,  at  his  death,  was  by  my  Fathers  will 
conferred  upon  me  5 Naples  was  my  Brothers  birth-right  } yet  the 
gods  witnefs  with  me , neither  my  withes  nor  commands  were 
guilty  of  his  or  his  Childrens  death , which  to  this  hour  my 
foul  laments^  And  if  the  kinder  fates  have  preferved  them, 
as  they  pretend } May  all  miferies  find  me,  and  purfuc  me  to  my 
Pofterity,  if  I fhall  not  with  joy  carry  thefe  gray  hairs  to  Sicily , and 
deliver  Naples  into  their  hands,  being  the  undoubted  right  of  their 
Father. 

Thill.  This  Piety , Sir,  I am  confident  had  long  fince  produ- 
ced a happy  Peace , could  their  Party  have  given  faith  to  it  5 
but  their  guilt , and  doubt  of  fuch  a goodnefs  has  now  bred 
! this  Civil  War}  which  the  defperate  condition  of  their  banifh’d 
Nobility  I fear  will  make  ufe  of.  Clytus  is  certainly  with  them,  and 
now  Commands  the  Caftles  where  he  hath  declared  the  young 
King'  Genorio , and  his  Sifter,  the  Princefs,  Phidantira  living, 
with  which  Joy  the  people  are  poffeft  } and  your  Majefty  muft 
look  ujpon  that  Joy  as  your  Enemy  } For  I cannot  believe  the  re" 
port  true,  though  I confefs  I wifh  it}’tis  but  a pretence,  to  fet  the 
people  againft  your  Majeftie , and  gain  a power  to  work  your 
mine } to  prevent  which,  my  Counfel  is,  that  your  Majeftie 
immediately  proclaim  Genorio  King  , and  pardon  to  all  if 
they  can  produce  him,  and  require  a ceffation  of  Arms  till 
the  people  be  fatisfied,  whether  your  Majeftie  or  their  In- 
tentions be  moft  Ingenuous,  in  reftoring  the  young  King  to 
his  Right. 


Bellatnira.  her  Dream : Part.  I. 

Enter  Arcus  with  a Taper  which  he  gives  the  King . 

King.  Arens , what  news?  Thy  looks  are  full  of  trouble}  How 
doft  thou  find  the  people  inclin’d  ? 

Arcus.  To  the  ruine,  Sir,  of  your  felf  and  Family  5 they  call 
the  Prince  and  Princels  Diflemblers,  and  Betrayers  of  their  Truft, 
your  Majefty  Ufurper,Tyrant,and  Murderer  of  your  Brother  and 
his  Children.  Pardon,  Sir,  this  blunt  relation } my  gratitude  for 
the  freedom  I have  found  makes  me  unwilling  to  flatter  your  Ma- 
jefty into  a Ruine. 

King.  How  does  this  agree  with  Clytns  his  proclaiming  their 
Prince  Genorio  King  ? 

Arcus.  Alas, Sir,  Reafon,  Juftice,rior  Honour,  you  muft  not  look 
for  in  this  Beaft  the  Multitude  } ’tis  all  Back  and  Belly,  no  Breaft, 
no  room  for  a Heart}  All  Slave  when  commanded}  All  Luft 
when  they  have  power}  they  are  full  of  Rage  and  Wine } Treafon 
and  Novelty  are  the  things  they  worwip : A Slave  of  the  fame 
Gaily  where  I was  Prifoner  gave  me  this  Paper  } ’tis  a Decla- 
ration the  Spaniards  and  Confederates  have  difpers’d  9 where- 
in the  C&ui'e  and  Refolution  of  this  War  is  moft  malicioufly 
letdown,  and  IJ  fear  findes  too  much  faith  among  the  people} 
they  have  intelligence  too  abroad } feme  (when  I was  there)  came 
from  Capua , that  allured  them  they  had  no  time  to  lofe,  for  the 
Prince  Leopoldo  was  upon  his  March,  and  would  within  two  days 
bean  fight  of  the  City,  upon  (which  they  purpos’d  immediately  to 
attempt  the  Palace } In  fhort,  my  fear  for  your  Majefty  appre- 
hends the  worft  that  Malice  and  Treafon  can  ad  upon  your  felf 
and  royal  Family. 

Thil.  Therefore  confider,Sir,whether  your  ftrength  either  in  the 
place  or  number  of  your  Friends,  be  able  to  refill  this  Torrent  till 
the  Prince  can  come  to  give  you  aid}  and  if  not,  take  counfel  with 
yourfafety,  and  make  retreat  to  Averfa}  Vis  in  the  way  to  Capua, 
whither  your  friends  lhall  have  private  order  to  repair } ’tis  in 
the  Princes  way  too,  whofe  coming  is  much  fooner  than  they 
feared. 

Arcus.  Tour  Majefties  fafety  has  no  time  tofpare}  this  night 
you  muft  prepare  for  Flight  or  Defence  j I have  thofe  in 
readinels  fhall  deliver  your  Orders  for  either  as  it  lhall  be  re- 
folved. 

King.  What  to  refolve  I know  not } My  heart  fcorns  to  appre- 
hend thefe  Villains}  yet  when  I confider  what  Stakes  they  throw 
for,  how  little  they  can  lofe,  and  what  they  may  win,  who  knows 
how  Fortune  may  aflift  the  daring  of  fuch  Villains  ? My  dear  Eel - 
lamira^d.ud  Leopoldo  too,  their  Fates  are  woven  in  this  Thredof 
mine,  elfe  they  Ihould  finde,  old  as  I am  I have  not  loft  one  grain 
of  that  courage  that  gave  me  conqueft  in  my  youth.  Prithee  finde 
my  j Bellamira,  fhe  muft  this  night  prepare  to  depart  with  me.  I 
dare  not  venture  to  leave  her  here  } All  her  Guards  of  Beauty, 
Grcatnels,or  Vii  tue,are  but  idle  nothings  when  they  meet  the  bar- 
barous 
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barous  force  of  Treafonin  a raging  Multitude:  Have  you  feen 
her  lately,  Thikmon  2 ? 

Phil.  Yes  Sit,  but  foaffli&ed  fince  the  Invafion  of  the  Spaniard^ 
and  Revolt  of  Sicily , {he  hath  fcarce  eat  or  dept , and  with 
pain  endures  the  converfation  of  her  Friends  ^ her  ininde  and  fears 
are  (fill  bent  upon  her  Dream, t ,e  thought  of  which  fhe  now  trem- 
bles at,  and  apprehends  it  as  a prophetick  Vifion  fent  by  the  Gods 
to  us  to  denounce  thefe  miferies. 

King.  Twas  odd,  but  my  innocency  makes  me  fecure  5 and  yet 
I dare  neither  believe  nor  defpife  it  ^ for  though  Dreams  be  the 
common  IlTue  of  Sleep,  and  are  in  relation  to  the  thoughts  we 
have  been  mod:  affe&ed  with  the  day  before,  or  take  their  Births 
from  the  Humours  that  are  mod  predominant  in  our  Conftituti- 
ons,  yet  men  may  reafonably  and  pioully  believe  the  Gods  both  do 
and  have  by  thofe  ftrange  ways  fometimes  darkly  foretold  their 
Defigns}  which  makes  me  neither  believe  nor  contemn  all  Dreams. 

But  no  more  of  this,  the  night  and  Bellamira , if  habited  like 

her  fex,  will  be  unfafe  and  incommode  5 therefore  delire  her  to 
make  ufe  of  a Difguile,  and  for  my  fake  chearfully  to  endure 
thishrft  difficulty  of  our  adverfe  fortune  , her  Jewels  may  be  ufe- 
ful  too,  if  fhe  can  convey  them  with  her  : this  and  my  bleffing, 
good  Philemon.  Come  Arcus , you  muft  to  my  Son  this  night,  and 
acquaint  him  with  our  Pvelolutions,  and  that  the  Rendezvouz  will 
be  at  Averfa  } whofe  ftrength  and  provifions  I dare  rely  upon  as 
well  as  the  faith  of  him  that  commands. 

• * | 'Exeunt  omne *9 

AC  T.  I.  S C EN.  HI. 

Enter  Bellamira,  and  Fidelia  in  her  Chamber. 

Bellam.'X  T 7Hat  thinks  Fidelia^  were  my  fears  vain  or  no  > Is  it 
V V not  vilible  the  Gods  in  their  care  foretold  our  ills  > 
Is  not  the  Stranger  landed,  and  doth  not  the Duft  fly  in  our  faces  > 
’Twas  too  true  an  Expolition  the  . good  Hermit  made  of  my 
Dream,  who  told  us,  that  kicking  the  Sand  at  us  would  prove  a 
dangerous  Rebellion  in  the  People.  O Fidelia , my  foul  is  full  of 
horrour,  yet  all  mine  own  miferies  do  not  at  all  dejedt  me  ^ but  for 
my  Father,  his  lofs,  I muft  confefs,  brings  a weight  of  fadnefs  I can- 
not bear. 

Fidelia.  To  deny  yourcaufeof  grief  will  but  make  your  anger 
joyn,  and  give  new  wounds  to  your  minde;  that  fatal  Dream  I have 
not  dar’d  to  read,  my  nature  is  too  fuperftitious  5 yet  my  curiofity 
would  fain  know  what  Stars  rule  your  Highnels  fortune,  to  which 
mine  is  ty  ’d,  and  by  a nearer  intereft,  Madam,  than  your  goodnefs 
yet  imagines. 

Bell.  No,  Fidelia , though  (I  confefs)  thy  modefc  hiding  of  a 
Paffion  has  been  very  difereet,  yet  all  the  fhadows  thou  couldft  in- 
terpofe  have  not  obfeur’d  it  fo,  but  my  grief  and  kindnefs  have  both 
feen  it  3 and  though  I cannot  be  happy  my  felf,  yet  tis  my  joy  in  the 

mid  ft 
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midft  of  thefe  affli&ions  I have  a'power  left  to  give  thee  foine  peace 
of  ininde  } turn  not  away,  I will  not  put  thee  to  blufh  the  reft  $ 
onely  thus  much,  live  afl'ur’d,  if  I can  ferve  thee,  thou  (halt  be 
happy  in  the  wifh’d  friendfhip  of  thy  Palantus  } and  that  thou 

maift  give  faith  to  what  I fay,  at  thy  leafure  read  this  Paper Tis 

my  Dream  expounded)  in  that  thou  wiltfinde  my  Fate  5 and  I 
confefs  with  a clear  foul,  and  as  much  innocency  as  the  (leeps  of 
Children,  I love  that  fatal  figure,  that  fomething  without  a name, 
that  kinde  nothing  is  all  the  bufinefs  of  my  minder  In  my  deep 
he  refeu’d  me,  me  thoughts  he  fav’d  my  honour  in  a time  of  dan- 
ger when  my  heart  was  defperate  5 and  though  a Dream  the  fear 
has  ftill  dwelt  here,  and  a kindnefs  for  him,  which  makes  me  pre- 
fer him  before  all  but  honour } ceafe  to  wonder,  for  that  fhadow 
is  all  my  converfation,  all  my  joy,  and  all  my  mifery  5 Is  it  not  a 
ftrange  Paflion  that  the  Gods  have  lent  me  for  one  I never  fawbut 
in  my  Dream,  the  fimilitude  of  nothing  ? yet  this  advantage  we 
have  of  others,  we  are  fecured  from  jealoufie } for  as  Fate  has  hid 
him  from  my  eye,  fo  a kinde  power  has  fet  me  free  from  the  envy 
or  fear  his  love  may  bring  } by  night  he  makes  his  vifits  ftill  5 like 
the  Egyptian  Apis  in  a Dream  he  comes  5 the  foft-foot’d  God  of 
Sleep  is  onely  Witnefs  to  our  Love. 

Fid.  Since  your  Highnefs  has  been  pleas’d  to  break  this  filence, 
giving  thoufand  joys  I never  hop’d  for,  take  the  fecret  of  my 
heart } tis  Love,  Madam,  fo  much  more  than  I can  mafter,  ’tis 
more  than  I can  tell,  and  that  makes  me  fear  fuch  a Prefent  as  Pa- 
lantns  his  Love,  when  he  (hall  finde  onely  a Shadow  for  his  Rival, 
may  gain  an  eafier  Vi&ory  than  your  Highnefs  fears}  nor  do  I blame 
Talantus  for  loving  your  Highnefs,  ’tis  his  greateft  virtue  to  do  it } 
and  my  crime  to  tell  you  fo  } becaufe  I know  though  ’tis  an  ho- 
nour to  have  you  there,  yet  'tis  the  bufinefs  of  his  heart  to  hide  it } 
and  ere  I can  have  his  friendfhip,  his  faith  muft  be  blafted } for 
Inconftancy  is  the  firft  ftep  to  any  poflibility  of  my  being  happy  } 
yet  he  has  ever  paid  me  a Civility  } and  though  I cannot  boaft  his 
love,  yet  he  has  made  me  believe  he  was  not  difpleas ’d  that  I love 
him. 

Bell.  Come,  dry  thy  eyes,  and  calm  thy  breaft } for  though  he 
fhould  prove  unkinde  1*11  be  faithful  ftill}  and  if  Palantus  will  hope 
tcraft  any  thing  pleafing  in  my  eye,  he  muft  purfue  his  friendfhip 
to  Fidelia } for  I believe,  with  the  moft  excellent  Belle  ffa,  that  Faith 
and  Conftancy  are  fo  much  lovelier  in  both  Sexes , than  any 
other  Beauty  that  I fhould  expeft  from  a gallant  Woman}  fhe 
fhould  fooner  fpoil  her  face,  than  break  her  faith  5 and  this  I fhall 
tell  him } who  if  he  be  the  gallant  Palantus:  the  world  efteems  him, 
he  knows  all  that  Beauty  can  hope  for}  nay, all  it  afpires  to  is  but  to 
create  a faith,  and  binde  the  heart  it  loves } and  when  Beauty  and 
Love  have  done  their  beft  they  make  but  one  conftant  Friendfhip. 
Nay,  Fidelia , how  many  fair  faces  do  ftories  mention  that  could 
not  make  one  conftant  Love,  though  it  has  been  ftill  the  bufinefs 
of  Youth  and  Beauty  ? 

Fid.  Thole  Ages,  Madam,  wanted  the  divine  Bellamira  s minde 

to 
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to  finiih  that  great  work,  whofe  Friendfhip  will  be  the  envy  of  the 
whole  world,  and  may  it  never  want  the  pity  you  have  fhe  w cl  me  ; 
Sc  as  your  Scholar  I (hall  purfu eFalantus  with  a modeft  heart, &teach 
him  the  virtue  of  a faithful  Lover,a  myftery  known  but  to  few  men. 

Bellam.  Faith  is  fuch  a ftrange  good,  ’tis  neither  valuable  nor 
communicable  beyond  two  ; I mean  the  Faith  of  Love;  a gallant 
man  cannot  be  twic<*  faithful  •,  who  would  be  twice,  was  never 
once  a Lover. 

Fid.  Why  are  fo  many  Women  pleafed,  then,  to  gain  a fervant 
that  was  anothers  ? 

Bellam.  Such  women  are  fit  for  the  Friendfhip  of  fuch  of  men, 
and  knows  not  what  a nothing  they  have  won;  for  inftead  of  a 
Friendfhip  fhe  onely  gaines  a dead  carkafsof  one  that  might  have 
been  a Lover  ; And  fuch  women , Fidelia  , are  guiltier  then  the 
men,  who  muft  be  either  foolifhor  wicked;  For  Honour  is  deaf  to 
their  prayers,  and  blind  to  their  tears  ; who  can  fay  nothing  th.vt 
ought  to  prevail  where  there  is  Virtue. 

Fid.  Unlefs  it  be  to  plead  the  power  of  her  Beauty  that  has 
made  him  break  his  faith  to  another ; quitting  Empire  there  for 
chains  elfe  where. 

Bellam.  I tell  thee,  Fidelia , fuch  a wretch  that  durft  hope  a 
reward  from  me  for  fuch  a crime,  I Ihould  look  upon  him  as 
one  that  threw  dirt  upon  my  Fame,  and  my  fcorn  Ihould  tell  him 
fo ; for  he  who  has  impudence  enough  to  plead  that  guilt  for  me- 
rit, I fhall  believe,  will  never  care  to  be  innocent. 

F id.  Oh,  Madam,  let  me  kneel  to  you;  And  though  I cannot 
accufe  Palantns  of  broken  Faith,  yet  his  diffembled  pity  makes  me 
beg  when  he  bows  before  this  fhrine , and  pleads  rewards  from 
your  Bread:,  for  fcarrs  received  in  others  fervice  : O let  your  Ju- 
stice revenge  me  upon  him  and  in  the  affli&ions  of  your  frowns, 
teach  him  to  feel  thofe  pains  he  inflicts  upon  others. 

Bellam.  Rife,  Fidelia , and  believe  Talantus  can  never  deferve 
this;  he  knows  me  too  well  to  venture  his  Paflions beyond  his 
thoughts ; and  I will  rather  be  unjuft  to  him,  then  prove  unkind  to 
thee;  and  when  thy  griefs  have  let  thee  collect:  thy  thoughts,  this 
focret  I gave  thee  even  now,  muft  remove  all  thy  feats ; for  know,  I 
have  a gueft  here  lodged  by  Fate,  and  fo  proud  he  will  dwell  alone 
. and  reign  foie  Monarch  of  this  Brealt;  And  truft  me, gentle  Fidelia , 

I am  proud  too,  and  fcorn  a part  or  corner  of  a Heart ; and  he, 
who  ere  he  be  that  will  be  mine,  muft  bring  an  entire  Friendfhip 
no  divided  breft,  a Province  will  not  fatisfie  me  ; Tis  a lolitary 
Heart  that  affefts  crowds  of  Lovers;  In  love  alone  is  beft  com- 
pany, abfolute  or  nothing  in  a Heart,  if  I be  one. 

Fid.  Thofe  that  err  having  fuch  a guide  muft  fall  unpitied  ; O 
Madam, did  I hope  this  fad  day  fuch  joy  as  this  ? No,no,this  change 
of  my  condition  confirmesme  in  the  uncertainty  they  build  upon 
that  truft  to  Fortune,  who  afraid  to  be  thought  fhe  loves  any  one 
thing  long , made  me  fear  fhe  had  now  defignd  my  Ruine ; 
whom  fhe  fo  long  indulged  with  the  Friendfhip  of  two  fuch 
perfons  as  your  Highnefie  and  Falantus  , to  fhew  5twas  fhe  , 

O o o not 


V 


474 


Bellamira  her  Dream 


Part.I. 


not  Virtue  raifed  me  * I cannot  yet  pretend  to  the  leaftof  your 
Highnefs  favours , being  but  the  youngeft  child  of  Love  and 
Fortune  * and  can  plead  but  from  your  pity  no  intered,  nor  no 
inheritance  in  eithers  bleffings. 

Bellam . Fortune  nor  Love  (hall  make  me  forfake  thee  * and  for 
Love,  though  I find  his  venome  in  my  Mind,  yet  this  truth  I dare 
proclaim , that  god  hath  no  partial  cudomes  to  difference  his 
Children  by.  Love  has  not  elder  Rights,  all  are  his  Heirs  that 
Love  with  Faith  and  Honour  : This  drange  madnefs  that  affiids 
! my  Mind,  call  it  what  you  will,  Love  or  madnefs,  to  dote  upon  a 
(hadow,  though  it  hath  depth  and  dream  enough  to  bear  me  with 
it  5 Yet  all  this  Temped  in  my  Mind  has  raifed  no  Billowes 
there  * no  faulty  defires,  nor  dangerous  vanity  waits  upon  my 
Love:  This  fhadow  of  one,  is  all  men  tome;  like  wealth  con- 

One  kpockf.  traded  into  Jewels,  fo  I bear  the  precious  load  here. See  who 

Enter  Phile- knocks. What  news,  my  Lord,  from  my  Brother?  His  ab- 

roon.  fence  at  this  time  was  mod  unfortunate  5 He  hath  intered 
with  the  people  * But  Fate  rules  all  5 are  the  people  in  a Bc-dy  dill? 

rhil.  Yes,  Madam,  and  I can  give  little  hope  of  better  dayes,  till 
the  fword  decide  the  difference  * The  Prince  and  Falantus  are 
upon  their  March  this  way,  but  the  difforders  are  fuch  we  dare 
not  attend  his  coming  $ for  the  Ring  is  inform'd  that  the 
people  will  this  night  force  the  Palace,  how  eafie  it  will  be  to 
do  it  I will  not  counfell  the  King  to  make  a tryall  efpecially 
when  we  confider  the  conlequence  * His  guards,  though  faith- 
full,  are  too  few  to  conquer,  and  too  many  to  facrifice*  There- 
fore the  King  has  refolved  with  them  to  make  his  retreat  this 
Evening  to  Averfa , whofe  drength  and  affedions  he  dares  rely 
upon,  ’tis  in  the  way  the  Prince  mud  march  * to  whom  notice  is 
already  gone,  and  private  indrudions  to  thofe  that  are  faithful  in 
this  Calamity,  to  make  that  their  Rendezvouz. 

Bellam.  The  Gods  are  ftill  with  us  * and  to  difpute  their 
Adions  $ were  to  incenfe  them,  our  obedience  prevailes  more  then 
complaints.  What  are  his  Majedies  Commands  to  me  ? How  fhall 
I difpofe  of  my  felf  in  thefe  diforders  ? 

Phil.  The  King,  whofe  chief  fear  and  trouble  is  your  Highnefs 
fafety,  defires  your  Company  this  night  with  him  in  fome  difguife, 
to  prevent  any  accident*  to  which  your  Perfon  (as  your  felf) 
may  be  fubjed * habited  like  a boy, he  thinks  will  be  bed  he  knows* 
it  will  feem  drange  to  your  Highnefs  to  change  your  Sex  * but  his 
command  and  neceflity  will  be  excufe  for  both. 

Bellam.  My  obedience  fhall  in  all  things  poffible  ferve  his  will  * 
A mans  habit  ! I have  none,  you  mud  provide  it,  who  fhall  go 
with  me  ? Has  the  King  appointed  any  ? 

Fidel.  In  this,  and  all  difficulties,  my  Life  and  Fortune  fhall  be 
proud  to  bear  a part  * And  though  I know  I fhall  blufh  to  fee 
my  felf  in  that  habit  * yet  to  bear  a fhare  in  your  Highnefles  For- 
tune is  an  Honour  I fhall  alwayes  covet. 

Bellam.  Welcome,  Dear  Fidelia-,  may  thy  kindnefsto  mebeas 
fuccesful,  as  l prophefie  thy  Love  will  be  * We  now  begin  to  tread 

that 
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that  path,  which  though  it  be  full  of  thorns  and  horrour,  yet  it 
leads  Fidelia,  to  Love  and  Honour. 

'.)/  . . p * * • ‘ , . . i 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Pollidor  from  hunting , and Jo  me part  of  the  Quarry  in 
his  hand  > 7he  Scene  mujt  be  a fine  Land-skip , and  a 
Cave  mujt  be  in  the  Scene. 

Tollidor / | nHe  Woods  are  full  of  armed  men  5 Troops  of  gallant 
J youths  pafs  by  me  without  regard  5 Me-thoughts 
afcorn  flew  from  every  generous  Heart  and  fparkling  Eye,  to  fee 
fuch  floth  and  degenerate  youth  lie  hid  in  this  peaceful  fbape  of 
mine,  when  all  the  world  is  in  Arms } And  my  Heart  tells  me,  it 
were  as  eafie  to  circumvent  them,  as  a Lyon  } and  as  little  danger 
to  kill  their  Tyrant  Prince,  as  to  ftrike  a Boar  with  this  trufty 
fpear  } Leopoldo , he  is  their  Generali  } They  fay  his  Father  kill’d 
our  king,  murtheiM  our  Princes,  and  banilh’d  my  Father, 
who  has  often  bid  me  hate  him ■}  And  now  ’twere  eafie  with  a well 
aimed  Arrow  to  lay  his  Pride  upon  the  earth  in  the  height  of  all 
his  glories } fuch  a quarry  would  make  a Huntf-man  proud  , 
and  find  matter  fit  for  flory  5 But  down,  down  all  thoughts  of 
my  Revenge  till  he  bids  ftrike  who  knows  why  and  when’tis 
fit  5 till  then,  be  quiet,  all  the  troubles  of  my  Heart  begone, 
and  here  let  Tollidor  reft  contented  in  this  Cave,  where  thou  wert 
bred  and  born  * Here  we  live  unknown,  un-envied,  and  as  free 
from  danger  as  the  glory  of  this  world  } This  Cave  none  will 
fight  for  lure  } twas  the  Habitation  of  aSatyre,  and  he  has  given 
us  leave  to  poflefs  it}  ’tis  the  Charity  of  a kind  of  Beaft,  whofe 
Love  to  my  Sifter  is  beyond  the  faith  of  men,  and  ftrangeasany 
accident  in  our  Fortune  } She  lent  him  home  from  hunting  with 
the  Venifon  we  kill’d}  and  under  the  notion  offerving  her  the  poor 
Beaft  is  to  all  of  us  a Servant. 

He  goes  into  the  Cave  to feek.  his  Sifter , and  Father , andsatyre , 
finds  none^and  returns  prefently.  QThe  Scene  muft  reprefent 
a Cave^]  Enters  as  from  the  Cave. 

There’s  no  body  within,  yet  all  things  are  in  order,  and  all  abfent } 

I cannot  but  wonder  where  they  (hould  be  thus  late. Oh,  here  %nler  Satyre 

comes  one  can  refolve  me.  How  now,  where  is  my  Sifter,  and  your ' 

Mafter  ? 

Satyre * For  the  bright  Maid,  (he  is  gazing,  like  one  that  were 
planet-ftruck,  upon  thofe  new  kind  of  men  that  fill  the  Woods} 

I never  faw  a Mind  fo  foon  reconcil’d  to  her  fears } at  firft  fight  the 
Ihrunk,  and  lean’d  to  me  till  (he  blufh’d,  and  then  bent  her  brows 
and  bow  too  , and  then  gaz’d  again}  They  laugh’d  to  lee  her  in 
this  diforder,  but  (be  purfues  them  ftill,  without  regard  to  my  cries 
or  prayers } and  walks  as  if  her  Mind  were  growTn  greater  from  the 
fight:  And  though  my  bufinef^  calls  me  hither,  I was  loath  to 
leave  her,  for  fear  they  (hould  hurt. her } Prithee,good  Mafter, feek 
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her,  and  chide  her  home , you  will  find  her  by  the  great  plaines 
fide  } where  the  facred  Oak  with  the  Trophies  ftands. 

Pol.  Well,  I’ll  feek  her  } and  if  my  Father  returns  and  alk  for 
tell  him  whither  I am  gone  Exit  Pollidor. 


me. 


lb  at  Altar 
mull  be  ex- 


Sat  j re.  I love  them  not,  yet  I dare  not  hurt  them  } for  my 
Love  layes,  fhe  {hall  die  if  they  be  hurt,  elfe  I would  poyfon  them, 
I know  a root  will  do  it  } But  I love  the  Maid,  fo  Iweet  a Flower 
never  deck’d  Fan  s Garland  } her  Voice  charmes  the.  wildeft 
Breaft,  and  her  touch  cures  all  wounds  but  thole  of  the  Mind. 
This  Cave  was  mine,  by  Birth  mine.  Ages  we  have  lived  in  it  } 
’Twas  Pans  gift  of  old,  yet  I gave  it  to  my  Love  but  to  fmile  upon 
me  j My  Sire  was  worlhipped  in  thefe  woods , and  lies  buried  un- 
der yon  Altar , I cry  lometimes  when  I mifs  him } feven  tedious 
, , . , winters  have  I waited,  in  hope  they  would  give  me  the  Maid  } fo 
Scene  * £]ong  though  a child  {he  hasfeduced  my  Mind:  There  is  a hidden 
power  in  her  Eyes,  that  makes  me  fear  and  love  to  fee  her  5 I can- 
not live  out  of  her  fight  } and  yet  Famine  is  not  lb  infupportable 
as  to  fee  and  not  enjoy  her.  This  bottle  they  drink  of,  ’tis  a pre- 
cious liquor  } ‘atid  when  I converfe  with  it  it  makes  me  bold, 
and  therefore 'tis  forbidden  me  } I’ll  tafteit  though,  and  fill  it  up 
at  the  Brook}  I can  deep  tooinipightofLove,  when  my  Mind 
is  charm’d  with  this. 


A C T.  1 1.  S C E N.  I. 


Enter  Almanzor,  Roderigo,  Clytus , and  Souldiers 
to  fill  the  Scene. 


Alwonz.6r.T~' Rom  Caietta  we  are  aflured  of  a confiderable  force 
to  Joyn  with  us  to  morrow  } And  ’tis  believd  we 
(hall  find  the  Ring  about  the  Foreft}  for  the  Prince  and  he  are 
met } and  what  number ^Clytus^do  you  judge  their  Army  to  be  now 
they  are  united  ? 

Clytus . The  Scouts  fpeak  of  many  thoufands  more  then  the 
Ring  expefted,  or  I believ’d  would  fellow  his  Fortune  } but  all 
makes  not  two  thirds  of  our  prefent  Army,befides  thofe  o fGazetta, 
which  will  this  night  lodge  in  the  Foreft. 

Almanzor.  Was  it  for  certain,  the  Princefs  Bellamira  fled  in 
Boyes  Habit,  as  was  reported  ? 

Clytus.  For  certain  > and  I confefs  I cannot  but  lament  her  part 
in  this  Calamity  } for  {he  hath  ever  born  a Mind  full  of  Honour, 
and  upon  all  occasions  been  ready  to  aflift  them  that  misfortunes 
made  fit  for  her  Charity. 

Roderigo.  But  fhe  gave  an  unhandfome  anfwer  to  my  Prince, 
whofe  Love  in  a profer’d  Marriage  ( mention’d  by  chance  by  a 
friend,as  a means  to  compofe  the  prefent  troubles,in  Policy  as  well 
well  as  Civility ) might  have  found  a handfomer  denial  then  the 
upbraids  of  Tray  tor  and  Ufurper. 

Almanzor. 
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Almanzor  freaky  ajtde.  Obferve  him,  Roderigo. 

Clytus.  Ha ! does  your  mind  run  that  way  } is  that  the  fair  pre- 
tence of  reftoring  our  loft  Princes  } this  I doubted  before,  but  it 
was  too  late  to  prevent  it. 

Alrnan . Her  pride  may  fall  into  my  power,  and  then  I (hall  give 
an  anfwer  like  her  meflage } till  then  let  us  intend  our  bufinels, 
which  a woman  (hall  never  be  with  Almanzor. 

Ajide  to  Roderigo.  Roderigo , a word. — Now  you  find  the  Decla- 
ration was  well  defign’d,  and  before  they  (hall  find  a power  to  dis- 
prove the  truth  whether  their  Prince  be  in  our  power  or  no,  I will 
make  thefe  Traytors  cut  themfelves.  This  Clytus  is  a villain,  and 
begins  to  grow  cold,  he  likes  not  the  marriage  with  the  Princefs* 
therefore  ftrikethat  ftringno  more. — Clytus , how  do  the  people 
take  the  news  of  their  young  Rings  Safety  ? 

Clytus.  With  joy.  Sir  5 and  with  impatient  longing  they  expeft 
the  fight  $ and  *tis  my  opinion  ’twill  be  the  beft  way  to  produce 
him  this  day,  and  prefent  him  to  the  Army  $ if  we  (hould  delay 
their  expectations,  perhaps  we  may  lofe  their  affeftions  and  their 
faith  too  i and  then  we  have  only  arm’d  and  drawn  together  a 
multitude  that  may,  for  their  revenge,  joyn  with  the  enemy  i who 
when  he  (hall  hear  of  their  difcontents  will  not  neglect  to  play  the 
beft  of  his  Game  $ ’tis  therefore  again  my  counfel  to  lofe  no  time, 
but  produce  the  King. 

Alman.  It  is  his  own  defire  not  to  be  difcover’d  till  things  be  fet- 
led,  at  leaft  till  the  Caftles  and  ftrong  places  be  furrendred,  for  the 
better  Security  of  his  perfon. 

Roder.  Befides,  *tis  now  moft  dangerous  to  produce  him  $ his 
enemies  and  Fathers  murtherers  being  in  arms,  and  ready  to  di- 
spute his  title  by  a day  of  Battle  *,  in  which  if  he  milcarry  he  is  not 
only  loft  in  this , but  in  all  future  hopes  of  a revenge  : but  if 
Gaietta  will  receive  him,  and  a Garifon  for  his  Safety,  or  you  Clytus 
give  up  the  Caftles  in  Naples  for  his  ufe  > then  the  Prince  (hall  upon 
his  word  and  honour  produce  your  King,  elle,  till  the  Battle  be 
over,  without  breach  of  faith,  he  cannot  expole  his  friend  to  Such 
a vifible  ruine. 

Clyt . If  the  people  will  be  fatisfi’d  with  this,  I am  5 Sir,  you  know 
by  the  contract,  Naples  was  to  be  in  my  command,  which  I pofc 
fefs’d  in  right  of  my  Mafter  > Sicily  (as  ’twas  agreed)  was  refign’d 
to  you  i and  if  I refufe,  now,  to  deliver  the  Caftles  of  Naples , ’tis 
not  to  keep  out  my  King  that  makes  me  do  it,  but  to  be  Sure  who 
(hall  be  my  Kiug  when  I have  done  it } for  ’tis  no  queftion,  Sir, 
when  you  have  the  ftrength  of  the  Kingdom  in  your  hands, 
and  an  Army  mafter  of  the  Field , ’tis  moft  eafie  to  (hew  who 
(hall  be  King  of  the  Countrey  > but  if  you  are  a Prince  in  foul 
as  well  as  fortune , you  will  fcorn  to  deceive  our  truft  > and 
if  there  be  foul  play  in  your  heart , fmall  and  defpicable 
as  our  Force  are,  we  (hall  yet  with  that  venture  to  call  you 
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Enter  a Souldier. 

Alntan.  How  now  ? what’s  the  news  ? 

Sould.  The  party  that  purfu’d  the  King  laft  night  are  beaten  in, 
and  the  commanded  men  that  were  fent  to  the  Pafs  at  Capua  are  cut 
off  by  a party  of  the  Kings,  who  now  appears  upon  the  hills,  where 
fre  poffeiles  the  places  to  his  moft  advantage  3 and  the  Officers  ex- 
pert your  Highnefs  Orders. 

Alman.  Come  Clytus,  let  no  j^aloufie  nor  fear  affiidthee  5 but 
take  the  word  of  a Prince,  I (hall  be  fair  and  real  in  all  things.  Eve- 
jry  man  to  his  command  5 and  (if  it  be  poilible)  joyn  with  thofe  of 
Gaietta  3 I confefsl  did  not  expert  to  be  call’d  to  the  Battle,  ’twas 
my  fear  they  would  fly  us  3 and  , but  that  I believe  their  de- 
fpair  rather  then  courage  makes  them  feek  us,  9twould  ftartle  me  3 
but  here  let  us  part  like  fellows  in  arms,  and  men  of  one  intereft, 
faithfully  ad  our  parts.  ( Genorio  King)  that’s  the  word  5 and  if  a 
misfortune  find  us,  let  Mola  be  the  Rcndevouz,  from  whence  we 
may  retreat  to  Gaietta.  „ [ Exit  Almanzor. 

Roder.  I never  fear’d  an  enemy  before,  nor  till  now  doubted  a 
day  of  Battle;  thefe  traytors  that  are  joyn’d  to  us,  methinks  I fee 
a curfe  even  in  their  looks  > how  can  the  gods  fight  for  treafon? 
would  they  were  all  funk. 

Clytus,  This  I fear’d  3 but  to  prevent  it  was  not  poffible  3 that 
the  young  King  lives  may  be  truth , but  that  he  is  either  in 
his  power  or  knowledge,  I fear  is  asfalfe  as  he  is  5 but  I am  now 
too  far  engag’d  *,  elfe  he  ihould  find  Clytus  drew  his  fword 
upon  another  account  then  to  make  Almanzor  King. 

[_ Exeunt  omnes. 

V’  ' • ’ . % ' . • • \ r.  f-  . f I . 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Phillora  alone , fbe  looks  upon  the  ground,  and  then 
Jlarts  into  Jpeech. 

Phil . A N Army  ! I never  faw  fo  glorious  a fight  before. 

£\  There  is  a beauteous  horrour  in’t , Their  very  looks 
command  fate$  where  dares  there  be  any  thing  fo  bold, as  to  declare 
it  felf  an  enemy  to  fuch  a body,  if  the  foul  be  anfwerable  to  the 
limbs  ? fure.  Armies  are  the  pride  of  nature , and  her  enemies 
too.  There  is  a ftrange  fweetnefs  in  their  Mufick  3 yet  their 
Trumpets  curdles  my  blood,  and  my  heart’s  grown  too  great 
for  my  breaft  3 this  Cottage  grows  too  narrow  for  my  mind. 

f jliJiJ  ■ ■■  .)  , y.i  , . t>;?  j \ A . 

Enter  Ravack  and  Pollidor. 

Rav.  See  where  fhe  is. 

Phil.  Oh  Father,  IhaveCeenthe  Army  3 ’tis  the  mofi:  bewitch- 
ing fight  the  Sun  e’re  Chew’d  my  eyes  5 there  is  at  once  a beauty 

and 
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and  a terrour  in’t,  and  makes  me  love  and  envythofe  that  com- 
mand  fuch  things  5 how  came  you  to  leave  being  a Souldier  } me- 
thinks  death  only  Ihould  have  made  a leparation  'twixt  you  and 
fuch  a body  $ it  moves  with  fuch  a Majefty  I was  afraid  at  firft  \ but 
now  the  awe  is  not  unpleafing,  my  fear  is  turn’d  into  wonder  and 
admiration  5 did  Pollidor  imagine  it  fuch  a thing  > this  is  the  firft 
my  Brother  ever  faw. 

Pollid.  ’Tis  lb,  Phillora  5 but  I have  read  of  many. 

Phil.  So  have  I,  dully  and  coldly  defcribed  5 of  their  Battles  too 
ill  fought  and  worfe  painted  in  ftory,  prefented  (fill  by  their  fears, 
or  partiality  of  (omeweak  Hiftorian,  who  delivers  them  ftillin 
their  crimes  and  miferies,  like  love  known  onely  by  the  fears, 
while  the  crafty  happy  ones  ( as  they  fay  ) jealous  of  their 
wealth  and  envyed  blelfings  , conceal  their  coveted  happinefs  ^ 
and  methinks  we  might  do  fomething  worth  ftory  in  this  ap- 
proaching day,  that  foretells  fo  much  honour  to  them  that 
dare  meet  this  ftorm  } and  l know  not  what  ’tis  that  prompts 
me,  but  my  heart  longs  to  fee  what  fate  attends  this  Army  3 will 
my  Brother  go  ? 

Rav.  When  thou  (halt  know,  gentle  PhiUora)  who  commands 
this  Army  5 what  Tyranny,Oppreflion,Ufurpation  it  protefts  5 and 
that  no  hand  there  but  wars  againft  the  gods,  thou  wilt  then  hate 
and  loathe  them  which  thou  now  admireft,who  guard  that  great  ill 
man  that  deftroyM  his  Brother,  kill’d  his  Children,  and  now  ufurps 
his  throne,  to  revenge  which  the  people  are  arm’d,  and  now  has 
forc’d  him  to  defend  his  ill-got  greatnefs } to  lide  with  whom  is 
nolefs  then  to  war  with  heaven  : but  thefe  as  too  diftant  and  ge- 
neral ills  I will  not  oppofe.  But  when  thou  (halt  call  to  mind 
thy  Fathers  baniihment,  withering  here  under  his  oppreffioni 
thy  felf  and  Pollidor  buried  in  thefe  obfeure  Woods,  that  owe 
to  the  world  a better  account  of  their  days  then  this  follitude 
can  pay,  you  will  then  find  other  thoughts  j yet  I am  pleas’d  to 
fee  this  impatiency  in  thy  mind  > but  the  time  is  not  yet  ripe,  in 
which  upon  a juft  and  honeft  caufe,  your  Iwords  and  minds  will 
have  ufe  cf  your  beft  refolutions  to  bear  your  parts.  The  bufinels 
is  laid,  and  in  Gaietta  our  Scene  lyes  i but  till  thefe  troops  are  palT* 
pray,  let  us  retire  and  lye  clofe  till  our  friends,  which  are  their  ene- 
mies, appear  5 and  then  we’ll  joyn,to  their  deftru&ion.  The  Prince 
Leopold  I hear  commands  the  Army. 

Phil.  Is  it  not  our  King,  and  the  Prince,  you  fpeak  of,  Sir  ? 

Ravack.  Yes  , but  Murther  and  Ufurpation  hath  made 
him  fo. 

Phil.  And  may  we  fight  againft  him  ? fure  ’tis  a ftrange  juftice 
you  would  feem  to  put  in  execution  5 fure  fuch  crimes  were  not 
appointed  to  punilh  crimes  ^ do  you  believe  it  fuch  a fault  in  him 
to  defend  himfelf  againft  a Brother,  then  turn’d  enemy  ? and  no  fin 
in  us  to  arm  againft  our  King,  whofe  fucceffion  is  undoubted  now 
his  Brother  is  dead,  fain  under  a ruine  he  made  himfelf  5 for  I 
have  heard  you  fay,  he  was  {lain  in  Battle  5 why  did  you  then  de- 
fend him  no  better  ) ’tis  vain  to  think  what  heaven  thought  hot 
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juft  then  in  the  perfon  of  the  King  (who  you  would  have  me  be- 
lieve thus  wicked)  fhould  punifh  their  own  aft  in  the  perfon  of  the 
innocent  Prince  : but  fuppofe  the  King  as  guilty  as  you  would 
make  him  } what  has  the  Prince  done,  then  a Child  ? why  do  you 
war  with  him?  whofe  virtue  neither  your  rage  nor  hatred  can 
deny  ,5  for  to  my  felf  you  have  often  given  him  divine  honour  5 Oh, 
Sir,  ydur  filence  is  more  noble  then  your  hate  5 and  left  I may  be 
feduced  to  lofe  my  loyalty,  or  my  duty,  in  this  difpute,  I’ll  retire. 

Rav.  This  is  a language  I cannot  but  wonder  at,  from  Phillora  , 
have  the  injuries  of  a Father  no  greater  place  ? is  all  my  care  and 
love  paid  with  this  unjuft  fence  of  my  mifery  ? 

Phillora.  Sir,  thofe  grounds  you  laid  of  truth  and  piety  in  my 
heart  when  I was  young,  that  feed  bears  this  fruit  5 would  you 
have  me  to  obey  your  paffion,  hate  my  King,  and  prefer  your  anger 
before  all  the  gods  you  made  me  bow  too?  and  not  only  wilh,but 
joyn  in  the  ruine  of  the  Prince,  who  your  foul  knows  has  no  guilty 
fharein  the  leaft  of  our  misfortunes?  you  know,  Sir,  there  can  be 
no  intereft  but  honour  that  moves  me  to  lay  this,  for  the  Prince  is 
one  I never  faw. 

Tollid.  What  crimes  inuft  he  aft  ere  you  believe  him  guilty  ? go, 
court  with  your  youth  and  beauty  thofe  armed  troops  which  you 
thus  dote  upon,  follow  till  your  dilhonour  hath  made  you  a quar- 
rel , there  are  thofe  will  not  ask  twice  the  pleafures  they  can  force. 

Phil,  This  from  Pollidor , for  deliring  to  be  worth  his  love  ! I 
rather  expefted  to  have  found  that  fire  which  age  hath  quench’d 
in  our  father,  Ihould  have  inflam’d  thy  generous  breaft  to  have 
joyn’d  with  me  in  the  fearch  of  honour  $ methinks  thou  fhouldft  be 
alhamed  to  look  on,  and  feethefe  Armies  bleed,and  wilh  a revenge 
thou  dareft  not  take. 

Tollid.  You  are  angry,  Phillora } you  would  not  thus  miftake  my 
kindnefs  elfe. 

Phil.  My  anger  is  to  lee  Pollidor  can  confcnt,  with  lhame,  to  lye 
hid  in  this  glorious  day  of  danger,  and  endure  this  private  life, 
and  thus. Deep  away  thy  days,  when  honour  is  upon  the  wing,  and 
Armies  ftriving  to  catch  her  } who  hovers  over  the  world,  fearch- 
ing  only  fome  glorious  front  to  light  upon  5 do’s  fear  or  pale 
envy  hold  thee  back?  if  thou  think’ft  thy  felf  a gallanter  man  then 
the  Prince,  prove  thy  fate  upon  him } ’tis  woinanifh  to  Ihoot  at  him 
with  wilhes,  or  hope  to  blaft  his  youth  with  curfes,  if  my  words 
wrong  thee  lead  the  way,  give  me  the  lye  in  that  motion  $ or  blufh- 
ing  follow  me$  while  a Girle  leads  Pollidor  to  arms  and  honour. 

Pollid.  Needs  Phillora  more  Arguments  that  I love  her ! if  (he 
do’s,  let  her  read  this  patience. 

Rav.  What  means  this  fury  ? will  you  expofe  your  felf  to  dan- 
gers, only  to  be  talk’d  of?  what  honour  can  you  hope  in  this  at- 
tempt ? come  Phillora , let  us  retreat,  and  upon  our  knees  make 
our  war , an  old  man  and  a maid  muft  finde  their  ends  in  prayer. 

Phil.  I find  other  thoughts  fire  my  mind>  Fortune  thy  coy 
Deity  I will  worlhip } and  if  thou  fmileft  I’ll  build  thee  Altars  j if 
not,  when  I am  old,  and  my  mind  grown  heavy,  then  1 11  liften  to 
lor  thofe 
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thole  dull  Cuftoms  that  our  thoughtlefs  Sex  obey,  which  perhaps 
will  lead  me  to  the  quiet  privacy  of  this  place  5 but  I have  yet  too 
much  fire,  Sir,  to  be  inclofed  by  Cuftome,  or  Pale  fears.  Woman, 
and  all  thofe  nice  follies,  and  fhaking  heart,  that  ufe  to  pollefs  our 
foft  Sex,  as  things  unknown  and  unpraCtifed , I put  oil  with  my 
Coats  5 and  thus,  as  I was  wont  to  fearchthe  Game,  fo  will  I hunt 
my  fortune  } Thefpoilersof  thy  herds  I have  often  made  my  prey  : 
A Bore  or  a Lyon  I ftart  not  at, you  have  taught  me  know  they  were 
created  my  Inferiours}  and  with  thefe  fpears  we  have  not  only  made 
them  our  fport,  but  our  food  too  5 That  I am  a woman  is  no  fault  of 
mine, which  Cuftom  ( afecondand  better  Naturejhas,  (I thank 
you)  redeemed,  by  giving  me  great  thoughts,  and  weeding  out,  by 
your  philofophy,  all  the  little  low  affections  that  would  choakour 
minds,  and  learn'd  me  to  defpife  all  the  fond  falfe  DoCtrine  that 
cunning  men  would  infinuate  into  us,  defigning  all  our  Sex  their 
Slaves. 

Pol.  Your  anger,  Phillora^, comes  in  (till,  to  juftifie  all  your  errours  } 
yet  give  me  leave  to  fay  your  Anger’s  more  naked  then  any  other 
pafiicn  5 for  angry  women,  like  drunken  men,  are  neither  to  be  va- 
lued, nor  pumfh’d  5 which  priviledge  e’re  I would  plead,  1*11  fuffer 
the  penalty  of  any  crime  both  thofe  faults  are  fubjeCt  to. 

Phil.  No,  Pollidor , ’tis  not  anger,  but  my  reafon  that  (peaks  this} 
my  eyes  and  heart  are  open,  and  the  things  I fee  thofe  Ifpeak  } In- 
tereft  nor  hope  of  any  flattery  (hall  bind  my  tongue}  Tell  not  me 
our  Sex  cannot  modeftly  be  angry,  and  that  a maid  enraged  is  an 
uncomely  fight } that  wounds  add  not  to  her  beauty  either  given  or 
received.  We  mud  onely  frown,  forfooth,  or  lament  our  Injuries. 
Hence  with  all  thofe  Impoftures,  and  fuch  whofe  folly  or  faint  louls 
will  be  fubjeCt  to  this  Doctrine } while  the  feveral  paffions  of  your 
Rage  or  Luff  impofe  upon  us,  who  like  your  chained  {laves  muft 
not  only  fubmit  our  lelves  and  honours,  but  our  Reafon  too,  refer- 
ring all  our  griefs  and  Injuries  to  the  juft  ice  of  the  gods}which  when 
Pollidor  fees  Phillora  fuffer,  let  him  and  all  mankind  defpife  me,  and 
ftamp  Have  upon  my  forehead.  — Honour,  thou  Diety  of  both 
Sexes,  Thou  male  and  female  virtue,  let  thy  power  look  friendly 
on  my  youth}  Guide  my  feet  this  day  to  follow  my  heart  in  the 
paths  thou  leadeft  , and  I will  have  — A glorious  life,  or  elfe  a 
hand  feme  grave. 

Pol.  Will  you  leave  us  then,  and  thus  throw  behind  you  all  the 
kindnefs  of  a F ather  and  a Brother  ? has  the  place  no  tie  upon  your 
grateful  Nature  ? has  my  love  and  converfation  ( befides  a Brothers 
Intereft  in  your  blood  ) gained  no  place  in  Phillora  s heart  ? 

Phil.  Yes,yes,ever  dear  Pollidor ,they  have,they  have}  and  know, 
I leave  not  this  place,  becaufe  my  fond  will  arreCts  a change,  nor  am 
I ungrateful  to  this  place  in  which  thou  taught’ft  me  thofe  rules  of 
Love  and  Honour,  whofe  great  Examples  ( though  yet  no  Lover  ) 
I now  begin  to  imitate  } and  Pollidor  fhall  find  me  ready  to  pay  all 
thole  debts  when  Love  and  Honour  calls } and  for  this  dear  Cave, 
this  beloved  Cell,  thus  I take  a fad  and  kind  Farewell } with  tears  I 
part  from  thee } and  for  the  bleft  protection  we  have  found  in  thy 
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peaceful  (hades,  may  all  that  (hall  inhabit  thee,  when  we  aregone3 
find  the  fame  quiet  and  full  content  my  youth  enjoyed  here } May 
no  treafon  defign  thee  for  her  place  , nor  traytor  find  thy  (helter, 
may  no  impious  defigns  defile  thy  folitude,  nor  any  oppreft  Inno- 
cence like  ours  leek  thee  in  vain  } may  this  my  prayer  dwell 
with  thee. 

Rav.  And  will  Fhillora , thus  upon  the  fudden  then,  forfake  thefe 
gray  hairs  ? is  the  gone,never  to  return  ? Is  all  my  love  forgot  and 
paft  as  yeflerday  ? will  fhe  abandon  her  Father,  befieg’d  with  Age 
and  Enemies  ? 


Phillora  Jlands , and  then  lifts  up  her  handstand  goes  to  the  door , 
and  fiops. 


Tol.  jpeaks  afde , This  pafiion  muff  not  be  fo  feverely  oppos’d  } 
her  Nature,  Sir,  you  know,  is  too  fierce  to  endure  a harfh  reproof} 
fomething  of  the  Novelty  of  the  fight  has  polled  her,  let  her  follow 
her  Fancy  a little,  my  love  fhall  wait  upon  her}  bid  her  fitrewell, 
and  retire. 

Rav.  Farewell,  Phillora } my  blefling,  and  the  gods  proteft  thee, 
till  thy  return.  [ Exit  Ravack. 

Phil.  What  fhall  Ido?  my  divided  heart  can  take  no  refolution } 
fomething,  whofe  power  I never  felt  before,  calls  me  this  way } Na- 
ture & kindnes  bid  me  follow  that  good  old  man}why  this  day  more 
then  all  my  life  fhould  my  heart  defire  to  abandon  this  peaceful 
place?  (ure^Pollidor ,there  is  fome  hidden  fate  in  this  defire,and  a kind 
of  impiety  to  oppofe  it } fhall  we  go, and  obey  this  fummons,  or  flay 
Ravack  and  wither  here  ? — There  is  no  difpute } the  Gods  becken  me, and 
ftjnds  and  j muff  come } Farewell  Tollidor } virtue  will  be  virtue  in  all  places, 
^uth  of  */^and  Pr^^ee  do  not  doubt  thy  fifter,  for  thou  lhalt  find  me  as  chaff  e 
clwf  to  their  pi°us  ln  an  Army,  as  fome  bold  ones  have  dar’d  be  wicked  in 
difeourfe.  the  Temple } and  tell  thee,  either  by  living  or  dying  handfomely, 
how  much  iefs  my  flars  are  then  my  heart,  born  with  a mind  far 
excelling  my  fortune,  or  thy  faith.  [Exit  Phillora. 

Pol.  This  flream  will  not  be  refilled , and  heaven  knows  with 
what  difficulty  I appear  fevere,  who  with  greater  pain  denies  her 
paffion  then  fhefeems  to  iiflen  to  my  reafon}  my  joy  is , I have 
practis’d  her  mind  and  know  , fhe  has  as  much  modefly  as  kind 
nature,  and  my  foul  loves  her.  [ Exit  Pollidor. 


Enter  Ravack. 


Rav.  That  I love  you  both  is  as  certain,  as  the  caufe  unknown  } 
This  accident  diflrads  me}  the  general  bufinefs  calls  me  to  Gaietta , 
and  this  particular  pulls  me  back : Nigro , I fear , will  doubt  fome 
ill  accident  hath  flop  d my  journey  } and  though  there  be  yet  no 
ill  befallen  me , yet  this  path  fhe  treads  leads  to  a certain  Ruine, 
either  of  her,  or  our  Defign  } ye  gods  that  know  why  we  do  this, 
blefs  the  fucceis. 
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ACT.  II.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Satyr  alone. 


Satyr.  A Y Miftrefs  is  gone  alone  into  the  Woods  5 difpleafure 
1VI  and  lcorn  are  both  in  her  Eyes 3 (he  bid  me  fetch  her 
Bow,  I never  law  her  thus  troubled  before  5 She  walks  and  fees  no 
body , but  talks  to  her  felf,  like  men  in  dreams  S her  Brother  and  F a- 
ther  have  their  fits  too.  Thefe  mortalls  are  fo  humourfome  , you 
would  think  they  had  the  Bots 3 fometime  they  are  fullen,  cry,  and 
kick,and  faft  3 otherwhiles  laugh,  fing,  and  kils , and  gaze  in  each 
others  Eyes,  then  the  juice  of  the  Grape  flies,  thus  they  live  by  fits, 
merry  by  chance,  fad  by  Fortune  3 Reafbn  has  no  power  amongft 
’em,  but  given  up  to  Intereft,  Ambition,  Love,  or  Revenge  3 never 
clothed  nor  fed  but  by  fancy , either  brave  till  the  weight  tyres 
them,  or  elfe  fo  thin  and  light,  they  ftarve.  — Ye  Gods,  that  gave 
us  all  fkins  of  our  own,  to  clothe  us,  why  fuffer  ye  thefe  fond  mor- 
talls  to  kill  your  creatures,  and  rob  even  the  worms  of  their  Sepul- 
chres, and  Vermin  of  their  Furs,  to  be  proud  in^  Nay,  from  the 
Excrements  of  beafts  they  imagine  odours,and  perfume  themfelves 
with  their  dung.  In  fafhion  is  all  their  bufinefs 3 loaden  with  Gar- 
lands, and  bound  with  Ribbands,  and  gilt  like  the  Bulls  for  Sacri- 
fice , till,  led  by  their  Luft,  they  offer  themfelves,  in  thoufand  dan- 
gers, to  Love  and  Vanity  5 But  Death,  the  lean  Slave,  fometimes 
plays  the  priefts  part 3 Then  I laugh,  for  he  leaves  them  naked,  and 
cold,  as  the  Satyr  whom  their  pride  defpifed  3 But  I muft  away, 
fhee’ll  chide  me  if  I ftay.  [Exit  Satyr. 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  IV. 

f • . , • - ...  - \ • 

Enter  Leopoldo,  Palantus,  and  Arcus,  with 
Letters  from  the  King. 


Leop.  QfT and  ± ftand  Palantus , give  order  for  thofe  Horfe  to 
O draw  into  a Body,  they  lie  too  loofe^  Thefe  Pickeerings 
only  difbrder  the  Battle,  let  them  lie  ftill,  and  exped  what  the 
Enemy  will  do.  The  King  was  not  eafily  perfwaded,  Arcus  ^ to  be- 
lieve our  number  fo  great  as  he  found  them  3 my  Sifter  and  Fidelia 
difguis’d,  furprife  me,  but  I hope  the  gods  will  turn  all  things  to 
the  beft,  for  the  enemy  has  not  advanc’d  laft  night  as  we  appre- 
hended. 

Arcus.  The  repulfe.  Sir,  we  gave  their  Troops  laft  night  has  gi- 
ven a great  blow  to  the  credit  of  their  Force,  and  has  begot  that 
change  in  Naples  thofe  Letters  mention  3 the  Omen’s  good , and  I 
hope  your  Highnefs  fhall  not  find  a greater  danger  in  the  War  then! 
thefe  firft  apprehensions. 

Palan.  Sir,  ’tis  vifible  , occafion  offers  it  felf  much  for  our  Ad- 
vantage 3 and  fince  the  Kings  Army  hasrefted,  we  muft  think  upon 
fomefpeedy  way  to  force  them  to  a tryal  of  Fortune  with  us  3 
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our  retreat  to  this  hill  , from  whence  we  fled  yefterday , muft 
breed  fome  doubt  of  the  caufe  y for  it  muft  feem  ftrange  to  hnde 
themfelves  fought  by  thofe  men  to  day  which  fled  them  laft  night  5 
Befides,  your  Highnefs  knows,  Their  Army  is  compos’d  of  divers 
Tnterefts,  which  will  make  them  jealous  of  each  other  5 and  rea- 
fonably;  enough  apprehend  we  have  fome  intelligence  in  their 
Army,  which  time  can  onely  fatisfie  , and  may  joyn  to  them  the 
doubtful  part , which  expeft  but  the  fortune  of  a day,  to  declare 
for  the  Conqueror  y We  can  hope  no  more  then  we  are  5 every 
day  will  increafe  them,  both  in  number  and  repute  y therefore 
my  counfel  is,  to  offer  them  Battle,  while  we  are  in  luff  , and  hope 
of  vi&ory  y delay  Will  but  abate  the  Souldiers  hearts,  and  then  tis 
eafie  to  mafter  the  Limbs. 

Leop.  I confefs,  you  have  reafbn  ^ and  Arcu<-  (hall  return  fny  fence 
of  it  to  the  King,  and  delire  him  to  lend  my  Siller,  and  the  Baggage 
to  Capua , there  to  attend  our  fuccefs. 

Palan . What  fays  your  Letters  ? 

Leop.  They  mention  fome  dilbrders  among  the  Rebels  in  Na - 
ples\  But  this  fatal!. Paper  makes  their  Army  dangerous  $ ’tis  my 
Sifters.dream  expounded  by  the  old  Hermit,  ’tis  fent  me  by  Fide* 
lia  r>  therferead  her  letter,  thou  wilt  find  fbmething  that  concerns 
thee,  whilft  I reft  me  here. 

(Palantus  reads  the  Dream , the  prince  lies  down.) 
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Palan..  Tour  Highnefs  walkjby  the  Sea  fide  in  a quiet  Evening. 
Signifies,  the  peace  and  fecurity  drawing  to  an  end  will  be 
Interrupted  by  the  unconftancy  of  the  People  j For  the  Evening 
Signifies  the  conclufion  of  a happinefs. 

And  the  cloud  that  landed  a Knight  in  Forreign  habit , who 
Kicked  up  the  fand  in  your  Faces , in  a dangerous  proportion  j 
Signifies  a forreign  Invafion,  which  difeontents  will 
Countenance  j for  Raifing  the  dull  is  railing  the  people,  whole 
Hieroglyphique  Sand  and  duft  are.  Flying  in  your  Faces  fis 
Rebellion,  which  knows  no  bound,  nor  refpeft} 

Tour  being  angry . and  not  able  to  revenge  the  injuries , 

Foretells  this  Rebellion  will  be  powerful. 

ihe  jiyingfrom  the  Dujl0  and  lofs  of  the  King , in  it  5 

My  fears  apprehend  his  lofs  in  this  Rebellion  j 

Tour  fuccour  in  a woodychere  fiepherds  beat  down  the  duflyvith  boughes. 

Signifies  a happy  relief  in  the  faith  and  loyalty  of  the  Countrey 

People.  Trees , being  the  Hieroglyphique  of  Loyalty. 

And  the  extravagant  defires  of  the  Shepherds , who  importune  the 
Prince  and  your  Highnefs  to  the  marrying  of  twoTrees,  affirming 
Elfe  that  the  duji  and  danger  would  return  again , 

Signifies,  that  by  fome  Miraculous  manner  your  Highnefs 
Muft  fix  the  peoples  hearts. 


Enter 
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Leop.  How  now ! what?  elbff  thou  feek  ! who  :gkve  thee  this 
wound  ? why  this  fear  ahd  Wonder  ? [He  kneels  arid  holds  the  prince. 

Satyr.  Seed  of  gods,  or  the  god  of  War  himfelf  what  ere  thou 
bee’d,  Thus  I adore  thee,thus  I implore  thy  aid  5 tell  me  but  where 
thy  Altars  ftand^  Fll  hade  and' fetch  4 L^tfib,  and  faciifice  him  to 
thee,  my  great  deliverer. 

Leop.  Rife  poor  wretch,  and  ceafe  td  ftaf,  Of  Worth  ip  5 tligrejs 
neither  due  here  ^ We  are’ mottal  d;sJiHou  art  ;f>yet  if  any  In- 
jury threaten  thee,  we  vvilf'fitbtedt  :tHdeV‘how  the  poor  wretch 
tremble's!  prithee,' Valanuis\- help  to  draw  ’the  Arrow1,!  how  came 
you  by  this  Shot  ? " 

Satyr.  Fnhndfairand  crubl  Fo^',  pNJncff,  A maid  of  heavenly 
Form,  brighter  then  the  Evening  Star  , lovely  as  the,  Syrinx  our 
great  gods  Paramour  , (Might  a?  youti^  hazef  Wands , or  the 
Cornel  Darts  by  Diana  thrown } and  far  the  Nymph  dtit-fhincs  all 
her  train. 

J leop.  Well,  and  what  of  her  ? The  poor  thing  1q‘v6s!. 

. Satyr.  Love?  yes,  yes,  love,  fo  they  call  my  pain^  ’tis  a grief 
grows  here  — Beloved  of — gods,  here,  I fuck'd  the  Venom  at 
my  Eyes } and  my  old  Mafcer  fays  ’twill  never  be  cured. 

Leop.  And  is  it  trouble(bme,your  pain  ? 

Satyr.  Troublefome?  The  Plague  or  Famine  , or  the  wilde 
Wolfs  tooth,  wounds  not  like  it } Myfnind  is  all  afire,- — Great, 
and  bled,  did  thy:  happy  foul  never  feel  the  third:  that  beauty 
breeds  1 ' V 

Leop.  Never  5 and  I wonder  how  thou  coined  thus  miferable } by 
my  life,  Valantas , he  tells  me  more  of  Love  and  his  power  then  fome 
Poets  feign. 

Satyr.  Never  Love?  Why  what  do  you  do  all  day?  how  do  you 
fpend  your  thoughts  ? My  very  Dreams  are  Love,  my  Sinews  fhrink 
when  die  frowns  5 fure  (hee’s  a Witch,  there’s  fuch  Magick  in  her 
Eyes } My  dock  1 11  pawn  againft  a Dog,  you  will  like  and  love  her 
too,  ’tis  fuch  a Divine  form } ’tis  not  thy  Army , nor  thy  Arms  can 
guard  thee  from  her.  , / 

Leop.  Dod  thou  know  her  ? what  is  (he  ? 

Sat.  Yes,yes,in  this  wood  (he  lives,and  hath  done  from  her  mothers 
bread:  j>  her  father  and  her  brother  are  my  maders  ( but  I ferve  none 
but  her,)  My  Sire  gave  them  his  Cave  to  live  in,  we  were  bred  to- 
gether, and  yet  unkind  (he  feeks  to  dedroy  me. 

Leop.  Who  are  her  Father  and  her  brother  ? 

Satyr.  Strange  men,  and  hold  drange  Opinions,  of  Names  and 
Places,  of  pains  for  ever, Divined,  and  talk  of  Gods,  and  their  rods, 
above  Van  and  his  punidiments  5 which  wilde  things  too  they 
threaten,  of  being  nothing,  Mader,  and  yet  lad  ever,  and  call  all 
that  I dedre,  by  nature  taught,  a fault, 
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Leop.  What  urged  her  to  wound  you  thus  ? 

Satyr.  I found  ner  fleeping  in  yonder  Grove,  and  would  have 
ftollen  a kifs  } feven  Summers  here  have  I worn  this  waftful  fire  in 
my  fuffring  breaft:  without-aTiope  of  reft,  and  yet  (he  threw  me 
from  her,  call'd  me  Beaft,  and  bent  her  Bowe  , yet  I have  feen  her 
kifs  her  Brother’s  Dog  a thoufand  times. 

Tal.  I lwear  fhe’s  very  unreafonable  to  delpife  thee,  andbefo 
kinde  to  a Dog. 

Satyr.  But  I hang’d  him  for’t. 

Tal.  ’T was  wifely  done  to  remove  your  Rival , but  you  forget 
your  wound,  does  it  not  fmart  ? 

Satyr.  The  unkindnefs  does,  and  fhe’s  ungrateful  too  $ for  would 
I have  fought  a Maid  amongft  our  own  kinde,  fhe  that  has  the 
curledft  Horns  and  crooked'ft  Thighs  would  have  been  proud  of 
me  5 for,  defpifed  as  I am,  there  is  no  fubjed  of  our  Mafter  Tan 
can  hunt,  climb,  or  out-run  me,  none  furer  with  his  Bowe  or  Dart, 
none  feller  with  his  Club,  or  bolder  in  his  heart, ally’d  to  Tan  $ my 
breaft  too  is  broad,  fmoother  hoofs,  nor  wealthier  fleece  clothes  no 
Satyr’s  thighs  ^ thefe  unfhorn  Curls  from  my  birth  I wear,  they  cut 
theirs(Mafter)  that  are  poor,  thefe  gilded  Horns  were  hers  too,  the 
firft  fruits  of  her  brow,  an  earlier  Mufen  none  cafts  than  (he,  and 
thoufands  wait  upon  her  fmile,  but  {hell  have  none  but  me,  that 
pine  for  this  cruel  fcorn. 

Leap.  Has  (he  a Father  and  a Brother,  fay  you  ? 

fSatyr.  Yes,  great  Mafter,  and  here  they  live,  converfe  with 
none  $ fure  fome  fad  misfortune  or  great  guilt  hangs  upon  them,  for 
they  are  always  fad. 

Leap.  How  do  they  fpend  their  time  ? 

Satyr.  They  read  and  hunt,  I taught  them:  we  have  this  day 
(lain  a Bore  and  a Lion,  divine  Thillora  wears  the  Spoil : Their  Fa- 
ther too  is  old,  and  gray  as  Winter,  but  ftoutas  young  Lions,  wife 
as  Oracles,  pious  too  as  Tans  Prieft } he  has  been  injur’d,  he  lays, 

by  a King  of  men  5 I hear  him  talk  of  mighty  things But  hark, 

I hear  her  Horn,  with  that  (he  calls  her  Brother , I dare  not  fee  her 
eyes,  I can  charm  all  rage  but  hers : Fool  that  I was,  I taught  her 
to  refift  my  Philtres  $ and  now  if  you  proted  not  I am  loft,  her 
heart  threatens  deftrudion. 

Leop.  Step  behinde,  let  me  meet  your  danger. 


Enter  Phillora  with  her  Bowe  bent  pursuing  the  Satyr. 


Thil.  This  way  I’m  fure  he  took,  he  cannot  fly  far,  my  Arrow 
found  him  > for  by  his  luftful  bloud  I have  track’d  him  to  this 
place 1 fee  the  Villain. 


She  levels  her  Bowe  at  the  Satyr , but  flying  Leoipoldogazes  up- 
on him , andftands  in  thepoffurc,  and  all  the  Company  feems 
amazed , the  Satyr  creeps  out  from  behinde  Leopoldo,  and 
looks  in  the  face  of  one , and  then  of  the  other. 


- . t 
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Satyr.  How  they  gaze  upon  each  other  ! thus  did  I look,  thus 
wonder,  and  then  grew  fick  in  my  minde  } her  eyes  are  fix’d,  (he 
mindes  me  not}  1*11  feek  my  fafety  firft,  and  then  difputemy 
Crime.  [He  cuts  her  Bowe-firing , which  makes  her  colUU  her  felf. 

Phil.  Ha!  do  you  glory  in  this  wile?  but  know,  ’tisonely de- 
ferring of  thy  doom. 

Leap.  Gentle  Maid,  may  we  know  the  reafonof  this  War  ? 

Satyr.  Nought,  great  Mafter,  but  my  loving  her. 

Leop.  If  that  be  a Crime,  where  have  you  feen  that  dull  thing 
that  either  could  or  would  be  innocent  ? By  all  the  divers  troubles 
of  my  minde,  one  fight  of  that  divine  form  has  furpriz’d  a 

ftrength  here  that  never  fear'd  a womans  power  till  now Here  Paints  to  bn 

fair  one,  where  never  power  of  beauty  dwelt  before.  heart. 

Phil.  Ha  ! Why  do  I gaze  thus  ? What  have  I feen  ? Is  it 

a God  or  a Man  ? Such  a Figure  my  eyes  never  faw  before 

How  far  he  out-fhines  my  Brother  ! The  Pride  and  Opinion  of 

my  felf  too,  thofe  wither’d  Leaves  I feel  fall  from  my  heart 

There’s  no  fuchGlafs  as  perfect  Excellency  in  others  for  Pride  to 

fee  and  hate  her  felf  in O that  I had  been  born  blinde,  or  could 

tear  thefe  Traitors  out  that  thus  have  robb’d  me  of  my  content 

and  peace  of  minde,  to  both  which  Farewell  for  ever What  is  gye  c^erst0 

it  that  flops  me?  Something  calls  me  back,  my  fond  heart  would 0Mt  and 
gaze  again.  Do,  do,  and  be  fit  for  pity,  drink  deep  of  that  delici *ll>ps  at  the 
ous  Poyfon,  fo  are  you  pafl  remedy  } yet  if  you  bet  ler  me  fly  and  Door,  and 
inflame  the  world } Love  and  Defire,  your  winged  fire  here  I feel,  ^)Cn  Pr0~ 
yet  glory  not  in  my  mine } for’tis  but  a poor  Shepherdefs  breaft,  “ "r* 
and  no  wonder  if  a God  opprefs  it.  Exit  Phillora* 

Leop.  She  is  gone,  and  all  joys  go  with  her. 

Satyr.  And  all  my  fears } yet  I love  even  that  anger  in  her  eyes. 

Pal.  ’Twas  a ftrange  accident,  who  can  this  Maid  be  ? ’tis  fome 
delufion  fure. 

Arcus.  The  Prince  is  troubled } pray  Sir,  leave  your  wonder, 
and  flrive  to  divert  your  thoughts  : This  figure  calls  to  minde  the 
Shepherd  in  the  Princefics  Dream,  the  Sex  onely  differs. 

Pal.  There’s .more than  ordinary  accident  in  this}  See  how  his 
eyes  are  fix’d.  I’ll  fpeak  to  him } Sir,  Sir,  your  Highnefles  minde  is 
fo  intent  upon  this  Girl  you  do  not  hear  the  Trumpet,  Sir,  whofe 
- call  tells  us,  Something  like  Danger  threatens  } lomething  worthy 
your  prefence,  and  your  thought  calls  away. 

Leopk  Didft  thou  fee  her  Palantus  .<?  The  Arcadian  Nymphs  that 
boalf  their  fable  eyes,  white-wrifted  Juno,  Venus,  or  the  Goddefs 
that  Woods  afFetts,  no  nor  the  Virgin-Deity,  (he  that  bears  both 
Shield  and  Spear,  and  has  eyes  that  farther  wound,  yet  all  their 
united  Graces  (though  we  bow  to  them)  out-fhine  not  this  Flower 
of  the  Wood } And  thou  God  of  hearts  ftop  this  Fate,  either  call 

back  or  blefs  thy  flying  Dart } cure  mine,  or  touch  her  heart. 

Come  hither,  doff  thou  know  this  Maid,  and  the  place  of  her 
abode  ? 

Satyr.  Yes,  yes,  I know  thy  pain  too,  fear’d  of  men}  there's  a 
Feaver  in  thy  breaft,  a fire  that  all  the  Herbs  in  the  Wood 

can- 
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cannot  cure,  nor  Streames  of  thefe  Meadows  quench. 

Leop.  I muft  finde  this  Maid  though  thoufand  Difficulties  op- 

pole  5 Yis  the  very  Figure  in  my  Sifters  Dream. O Bellamra , 

thy  prophetick  loul  has  forefeen  all  our  Troubles  both  of  minde 
and  body. 

Pal.  Pray,  Sir,  forget  not  the  bufinefs  that  now  ftays  for  us, 
two  Armies  in  Battalia , two  Kingdoms  in  difpute,  your  Fathers 
fafety,  your  Life  and  Honour,  all  at  ftake  3 will  you  throw  all  thefe 
by  to  follow  a phantafie,  thefhadow  of  a (hadow,  one  like  to  no- 
thing, feen  in  anothers  Dream  ? Me  thinks  thefe  Dangers  and  Du- 
tie  which  are  at  hand  Ihould  remove  all  thofe  light  thoughts  from 
your  heart  3 Pardon  this  freedom.  Sir,  'tis  my  affe&ion  fpeaks. 

Leop.  Prithee  Peace,  Father  and  Sifter  are  empty  names.  Virtue 
and  Honour,  and  all  the  Cods  muft  fly  Leopoldo , or  make  my  way 
fit  to  the  enjoying  this  lovely  Maid : My  foul  is  lick,  I know  not  of 
what  Difeafe,  but  fudden  and  deadly  as  the  Plague  3 The  Infe&i- 
on  ftruck  me.  Honour  and  Virtue  be  ftill  Leopoldo  s Guides,  and 
ceafe  to  take  pleafure  in  oppofing  his  happinefs  with  your  difficul- 
ties 3 ’tis  not  the  diftance  elfe  between  a Crown  and  a Shepherd 
{hall  divide  us. 

Satyr.  Art  thou  a Prince  ? 

Leop.  Yes,  and  one,  if  thou  canft  ferve  in  my  love,  will  make 
thee  happy  3 my  foul  longs  to  enjoy  the  friend  (hip  of  this  lovely 
Maid. 

Satyr.  Enjoy  her  ? She  will  not  be  touch’d.  Heavens,  Fire,  and 
Time,  will  be  touch’d  and  flay’d  as  foon  as  {he,  if  ihe  thought  you 
imagin’d  fuch  a hope. 

Leop.  Thou  miftak’ft  me,  I dare  as  foon  attempt  my  Fathers  life 
as  ftain  her  chafte  bofome  with  any  faulty  delires. 

Satyr.  Away  Diflembler,  I fee  thy  aim 3 thou  a Prince?  ’Tis 
falfe  3 Where’s  the  virtue  that  fet  thee  above  a world  of  men  ? 
Thou  art  the  Satyre,  fure  3 though  thou  haft  caft  thy  Horns  and 
Hoofs  thou  art  more  a Beaft  than  I.  Fool  that  I was,  did  I kneel 
to  thee,  Abufer  of  the  Gods  3 Moft  ingrate,  did  they  give  thee  this 
form  and  power  to  betray  men,  and  pollute  Virgins  ? Defend  me ! 
thou  Wretch,  wouldftthou  make  me  accdfary  to  the  abufing  of 
the  thing  I love  better  than  my  foul,  or  thou  lov’ft  thy  felf  ? 

Tal.  Hold,  fond  Beaft,  hold,  and  be  gone  3 your  honeft  igno- 
rance, Sirra,  defends  you. 

Satyr.  And  fo  it  (hall  do  ftill  againft  fuch  impious  Greatnefs  3 if 
Idurft  but  fee  my  Love  I’d  home,  and  tell  her  what  a Villain  a 
Prince  may  be. 

Arcus.  Why  in  fuch  hafte  ? I’ll  eafe  you  of  your  Club  3 Have  you 

found  a remedy  for  your  arm  yet? This  ftrange  Accident  a- 

mazes  all  my  thoughts  3 This  Wretch  too,  to  hndelucha  noble 
anger  upon  a thought  of  force  being  offer’d  to  his  Love  : There’s 
nothing  in  this  day  but  miracle  3 fomething,  fure,  great  and  high  as 
the  perlons  defign’d  in  this  Tragedy,  the  Gods  are  bufie  to  deliver 
to  the  world3fo:  ’tis  no  common  birth  that  Nature  and  Nations  thus 
labours  with,  which  makes  me  with  patience  bear  thofe  throws 

that 


4% 


Fai  t.  I:  Or,  The  Love  of  Shadows. 

that  affli ft  my  heart,  whofe  defperate  love,  though  a lo  /erof  all 
thofe  hopes  I had  at  (lake,  makes  me  refolved  filently  to  look  on, 
and  fee  this  Game  plaid. 

Leop.  Prithee,  Arcus , let  our  Rival  go  5 and  when  thou  feeft 
the  maid  tell  her,  if  I out-live  this  day  1 11  find  her,  and  doubt  not 
jny  love  (hall  be  lefs  commanded  then  I would  my  felfbe  obeyed  5 
here,  bind  his  arm  in  this  Scarfe,  Arcus  $ and  then  hade  to  my  Si-  He  gives 
fter,  tell  her  (he  mud  indantly  for  Capua  5 and  aflure  the  King  I him  a Jcarf 

will  hot  fail  to  make  good  this  hill. Love  and  arms  that  have  t0  bind  upon 

fo  often  met,  fmile  on  your  Prieft  that  has  feen  what  my  foul  can  f^e  Satyr’/ 
ne’re  forget.  [ Exeunt  Leopoldo  and  Arcus.  arms° 

Satyr.  If  my  heart  can  judge  (he  loves  this  Gay  Man , then 
lhe’1  be  glad  of  this  Scarfe,  I’ll  give  it  her  and  (he  (hall  forgive  me  5 
when  I can  pleafe  her  my  heart  rejoyces } but  (he  ne’re  thinks  of  As  beCpeaks 
poor  little  me  but  to  grieve  my  heart.  [ Exit,  and  goes  out 

be  licks  bis 
arm „ 


ACT.  III.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Bellamira  alone. 

BellaM.1~T^\f\s  ftrange  chance  that  Arcus  relates  makes  me  fear 
X (bme  fudden  iflue  of  my  Dream  $ he  deferibes  a 
Maid  , whofe  beauty  took  my  Brother  in  an  hour  when  his  heart 
was  moftoppofite  to  love  } and  by  the  habit  and  the  place  only 
her  fex  differs  $ for  his  defeription  mod  lively  paints  that  (hadow 
which  my  Dream  has  thus  long  enjoy’d;  ye  gods,  if  it  be  your 
will  in  Riddles  (fill  to  wrap  your  fecrets,  we  mortals  can  Only 
fay  Amen.  But  why  do  I let  this  letter  thought  fill  my  bread  } 
when  Countries  ruine  and  the  death  of  my  dear  Father  (the  great 
part  of  my  fear,  or  ought  to  be)  paft  by  unmourn’d  ? fure  there 
is  a reafon  for  this  faulty  this  weaknefs  has  itscaufe,  fomething 
that  my  mind  does  yield  to,  prevails;  yet  I find  not  my  Realon 
overcome,  though  there’s  fomething  in  this  gentle  fear  I know 
not  what  to  call  it  : I never  yet  felt  love  by  what  I obferve  of  him 
in  others;  yet  I begin  to  fear  he’s  knocking  at  my  bread  , and 
would  fain  get  in  5 lure  ’tis  he,  for  I was  never  fill  now  fo  neer 
being  a Lover  as  the  fear  of  it.  But  I mud  dill  thefe  noifes 
in  my  thoughts;  for  a Virgins  innccency  is  lo  coy,  fo  jealous, 
and  fo  gentle  too,  (he  need  not  take  the  pains  to  beat  it  from  her 
heart ; (he  may  think  that  and  her  peace  av  ay.  Therefore, 

Bellamira , wifely  in  time  correft  thy  thoughts,  and  fuderthem 
not  to  play  with  this  dangerous  god  , led  the  fport  prove  ear- 
ned, led  the  child  thou  play’d  with  grows  tco  drong  for  Rea- 
fon  j>  and  from  innocent  thoughts  becomes  unruly  palfions. 

Fidelia , though  (he  knows  all  but  my  fears,  yet  I now  begin  to  Enter  Fide? 
blufh , becaufe  there  is  fomething  like  my  Love , W’hil’d  ’twas  lia. 
in  (hadowes  onely  y I was  confident  , there  being  nothing 
in  Nature  to  accufe  me  but  this  * though  a Virgin  like  my 

CLqq  felfy 


\ 

. 


4 9o 


Relkmira  her  Dream : 


Part.  I. 


felf,  yet  ’tis  fbmething  now  that  my  paffion  builds  upon  ; and 
that  newnefs,  though  no  fault,  is  yet  unconquer’d  in  my  mind  3 
and  I cannot  yet  tell  her  this  new  ftranger  thought*  though  {he 
know  all  the  other  fecrets  of  my  heart. 

Fid.  Arcus  fays,  fince  he  left  the  Prince  he  faw  a Shepherd 
in  age  and  clothes  fo  like  the  Maid,  that  he  believes  it  muft  be  her 
Brother  3 and  from  this  fight  concludes  your  fafeties  neer  3 for  why 
fhould  we  find  the  evil  part,  and  not  the  good  prove  true,of  that  fa- 
tal Dream  ? 

Bellamira.  Ha ! what  coldnefsis  this  ? What  trembling  ? — 

What  palenefs  ? this  confufion  of  mind,  what  means  it  ? This 

joy  and  fear,  this  mingled  namelefs  paffion,  of  all  paffions  com- 

pofed. What  art  thou,  or  what  would’ftthou  be? Why 

this  violence  on  a Maids  heart? Be  but  honour,  and  wear 

what  danger,  what  form,  thou  wilt  command,  and  I’ll  obey 
thee. 

Fid.  She’s  ftrangely  troubled  3 I never  faw  her  thus  before  : 
Madam,  has  my  news  difpleafed  you  ? 

Bellamira^  No,  no,  Fidelia  3 my  heart  has  troubles  which  thy 
joys  to  find  fome  eafe  for  me  has  overfeen,  whilft  the  greateft  and 
faddeft  [part  of  that  fatal  Dream  3 the  King,  Fidelia , the  good, 
the  kind,  the  valiant  old  King,  my  friend  and  Father,  muft  in 
this  duft  be  loft  3 remember  that  3 what  joy  then  can  a fafety  bring 
when  we  cannot  hope  our  victory  at  a lefs  rate  then  his  precious 
life  ?. 

Fid.  Your  pardon,  Madam  5 the  Princes  love,  and  ftrange  paf- 
fage  of  the  Satyr,  your  intereft,  and  hope  of  future  good,  made  me 
forget  that  piety  and  pity  was  due  to  the  King. 

Bellam.  Prithee,  Fidelia , love,  but  do  not  pity  us  3 for  my  part, 
though  their  ruine  threaten,  yet  I defpife  a pity  3 nor  is  it  due  to 
my  fortune  3 for  I am  not  miferable  fo  ordinary  a way,  as  to  be 
relieved  with  fo  cheap  a remedy  3 and  were  the  King  fafe  thou 
fhouldft  find  me  refolved , though  not  contented  3 and  other  joy 
then  that  refolution  I cannot  promife  to  my  felf>  yet  if  I could  be 
fatisfi’d  with  fuch  joys  as  affedfc  others,  I might  efteem  my  felf  bleft  3 
Butiny  mind,  Fidelia , is  too  feveretobe  taken  with  fuch  (hallow 
happinefs  as  I fee  moft  women  purfue,  who  affedt  the  noife  and 
vanity  of  the  world,  whofe  bubbles  deceive  and  (lave  the  moft  of 
women.  ' [ Enter  Arcus. 

Fidelia.  See,  Madam,  here’s  Arcus } let  Him  now  defcribe 
the  Maid,  whofe  beauty  hefaid  was  equal  to  all  that  ever  his  eye 
faw. 

Arcus.  Pardon  me.  Madam  5 my  heart  and  reafbn  make  one 
exception. 

Bellam.  Arcus  is  kind  to  beauty,  and  where  ere  he  meets  ad- 
mires it  3 but  what  do’s  the  noble  Arcus  think  is  beauty  ? if  his 
eyes  chufe  what  is  valued  in  his  Country,  there’s  nothing  amongft 
us  he  can  approve  of. 

Arcus.  ’Twas  our  curfe  to  be  born  in  that  Countrey  , Ma- 
dam > and  that  flavery  1 which  at  firft  I lamented,  I now  rejoyce 
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in  as  the  means  to  make  me  able  to  diftinguifh  between  good  and 
bad  } for  beauty,  ’tis  my  contrary,  whit  is  not  like  me  is  beauti- 
ful 5 this  is  the  (hame  and  brand  ofqaturei  the  curfe  of  an  incens’d 
deity  lives  in  our  black. 

Bellam.  Y’are  cruel  to  the  colour  ? and  I rather  think,  like  divine 
Bel/ejjk,  beauty,  afraid  of  injuries,  or  in  revenge  of  that  inconftan- 
cy  (he  has  found  in  men, hath  thrown  off  red  and  white}  and  tojive 
fafe  from  the  vanity  and  perjury  of  both  fexes  hath  made  this  re- 
treat  into  black  for  her  (ecurity.  ’ 

Arcus.  Madam,  the  (lory  of  our  change  is  common } and  the 
Poet  tells  whofe  curfe  we  bear  in  our  faces;  no  fuch  reafon  as 
your  Highnefs  in  your  goodnefs  imagines,  whofe  charity  would 
. perfwade  us  we  might  yet  find  acceptance  when  we  lov’d } but  ’tis 
too  fad  a truth,'  that  for  the  fin  of  one  coy  Daphne  all  our  Nation 
mourns } that  froward  Girle  incenfed  Apollo's  rage  , and  in  re- 
venge of  her  fcorn  thus  he  brands  us  all , left  our  Coum 
trey  (hould  again  boaft  a face,  that  he  might  love  } yet  this 
good  I finde  from  my  black}  all  people  boldly  praifeme}  and 
’tis  fuch  an  impofiibility  to  believe  any  body  can  love  it,  that  even 
your  Highnefs  will  venture  to  defend  it,  and  fafely  may  } for  ’twill 
beget  no  mans  jealoufie  nor  womans  envy. 

Fidelia.  But  if  Arcus  will  find  the  Prince,  and  tell  him  how 
fain  his  Sifter  would  (ee  him  before  the  Battle,  and  certainly  in- 
form himfelf  whether  thefe  two  Shepherds  are  really  in  nature,  or 
only  walking  Dreams. 

BelUmira.  Bcllamra.  will  owe  him  *iore  then  praife,  or  thanks 
can  pay. 

Arcus.  ’Twas  his'  Highnefs  Order  I (hould  expeft  him  here, 
yet  I (hall  not  fail  to  obey  your  command,  though  betwixt  this 
and  the  Prince  the  enemy  has  placed  a Guard  which  I muft  pafs 
through } for  to  go  about  I fear  will  be  too  long  for  your  Highnefs 
to  expeft  my  return. 

Bellamira.  No,  ’tis  enough  , we’l  expeft  his  coming  } I did 
not  know  there  was  a danger  in  the  Pafs } nor  will  we  venture  Ar- 
Arcus , whofe  faith  (hall  be  relerv’d  for  greater  trufts  then  to  be, 
thrown  away  upon  this  common  one  } if  I doubted  his  heart  or 
love  to  my  Brother,  he  (hould  go } and  I’de  prefer  my  curiofity  be- 
fore him } but  to  let  Arcus  fee  I value  his  faith,  I (hall  (fill  prelervc 
him  as  he  has  done  it. 

Arcus.  Madam,  now  I beg  upon  my  knees  your  commands  5 
and  either  you  doubt  my  heart  or  faith,  whofe  readinefs  toferve 
you  you  (hall  find  as  conftant  as  my  colour;  my  life  and  free- 
dom I value  only  as  the  gift  of  your  generous  Brother  } and 
your  goodnefs  has  made  me  fuch  a continued  happinefs , and  (o 
far  above  my  merit,  I am  fain  to  tru(f  to  the  report  of  others  ere 
I can  believe  I was  ever  miferable  } my  birth  in  my  Country 
I am  not  alham’d  of,  though  I am  of  my  fortune}  to  redeem 
which,  if  your  Highnefs  (hall  fear  to  command  or  expofe  me, 
I (hall  rather  think  you  doubt,  me  then  that  you  have  any 
fears  for  me.  For  know , Madam , I cannot  be  fatisffd,  nor 
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coimt  my  felf  a grateful  receiver  of  this  freedom  , but  when  I ex- 
pofe  that  and  my  felftofotve  you. 

Bellam.  When  I have  a danger  worthy  of  him  he  (hall  be  fure 
to  find  the  truft,  and  my  prayers  with  it  : but  fince  my  Brother  de- 
fires it,  whofe  love  has  fent  him  about  me,  pray  expeft  him  here  > 
for  this  Letter  fays,  you  and  old  Philemon  muft  accompany  us  to 
Capita  > and  ftiould  you  mifoarry , our  fex  and  ignorance  of  the  place 
may  throw  us  into  many  dangers. — Sure  there  is  more  in  this  man 
then  his  humble  heart  yet  (hews : fuch  guefts  as  honour,  faith  and 
courage  would  not  lodge  in  fo  mean  a Cottage  as  a private  flave, 
unlefs  benighted,  or  to  avoid  ftorms.  Good  heaven,  what  fortune 
do  we  fee  dealt  to  fome  men,  as  if  juftice  had  no  power  nor  voice  in 
heaven  ! — Well,  Arcus^  if  we  live  to  fee  this  ftorm  blown  over, 
I (hall  very  unwillingly  be  denyed  a better  knowledge  of  your  for- 
tune ^ for  us  not  this  cloud,  nor  this  night  that  hangs  upon  thy 
forehead  5 nor  thofe  chains  thou  lately  putt’ll:  off  can  hide  thy 
mind  5 it  ftill  (hews  fomething  too  great  for  thofe  misfortunes  to 
pretend  to. 

Arcus.  Heaven  hide  his  mercies  when  I hide  a thought  from  the 
divine  Bellamira  > my  ftory  , Madam,  when  your  Highnefs  has 
leifure  to  wonder  at  the  averfenefs  of  fortune  , and  would  allay 
your  own  joys,  then  you  {hall  know  it : for  that  is  a ftory  has  tafted 
of  all  kind  of  changes^  and  my  miferies  lhall  ferve  for  your  diverfi- 
on.  Madam } in  which  nothing  lies  heavier  upon  my  heart  then  the 
lofs  of  a friend  5 which  fince  my  being  a (lave  in  Cyprus  I could 
never  hear  of  j and  by  me  you  may  learn  what  cuftom  can  5 do  for 
my  heart  has  of  late  been  fo  beaten  with  affli&ions  they  are 
grown  natural  to  me.  [ Enter  Leopoldo  and  Palantus  to  them . 

Bellam.  See,  lee  5 Arcus , who  is  come  to  decide  the  difference  ? 
Oh,  my  Brother  ! what  new  ftrange  mifery  is  this ! Arcus  has  fill’d 
—my  heart  with  fear  and  wonder  , the  truth  of  my  dream  makes 
me  tremble  too,  with  the  apprehenfion  of  the  Kings  danger. 

Leop.  O Bellamira , my  diftra&ed  foul  is  grown  weary  of  this 
habitation  5 the  new  and  many  ftrokes  that  fortune  has  given  of 
late  makes  me  even  turn  coward,  and  yield  to  her  malice  5 me- 
thinks  all  (he  can  do,  or  vertue  hope  for,  is  not  worth  the  difpute  5 
I would  I had  loft  all  fhe  aims  at  folwere  dead,  or  in  fome  place 
forgotten  and  unknown  to  any  but  the  gods. 

Bellam.  I will  not  compare  my  griefs  with  my  Brother’s , but 
fure  if  I did  you’ld  pity  me,  and  not  add  your  troubles  to  them  5 
I hear  you  have  feen  a Maid  in  the  Woods,  and  fuch  a beauty  as 
the  Court  never  fhew’d  you , and  I have  got  a Lover  too,  I was 
fending  now  to  acquaint  you  with  the  perfon,  and  his  propofitions. 
I can  conclude  this  war  without  a ftroke,  at  leaft  the  Spanifh  Prince 
tells  me  fo  : ’tis  only  marrying  him,  and  quitting  my  Father  5 and 
dear  Leopoldo  , this  is  all  I am  to  do,  and  I (hall  prove  how  much 
he  loves  me  even  in  this  my  defperate  eftate. 

Leop.  This  from  the  falfo  ufurper  ? what  anfwer  font  you  back  ? 

Bellam.  I bad  the  Meflenger  return  him,  I never  fa vv  that  man  1 
would  marry,  nor  any  one  whofe  company  I prefer’d  before  my 
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Brothers  3 but  if  there  were  a nccefiity,  and  my  choice  free,  the 
meaneft  Gentleman  in  all  his  Army  that  wore  a fword3  and  had 
not  loft  his  honour,  my  foul  would  prefer  before  him,  even  in  this 
height  of  all  his  pride  and  power , that  could  believe  my  heart 
fo  degenerate  to  let  it  felf  be  embraced  by  the  deftroyer  of  my 
Country,  and  murtherer  of  my  Family. 

Leop.  Spoke  like  my  Sifter,  I never  hated  an  enemy  before  3 had 
love  or  ambition  fairly  arm’d  his  men , or  defire  to  have  got 
fame  upon  us,  fuch  a choice  honour  would  have  pleaded  for  3 
and  I could  have  fought  with  him,  and  lov’d  him  too  : but  this 
treacherous  pride  and  covetoufnefs  are  too  low  things  and  too 
mean  inftruments  for  the  gods  to  ufe,  even  when  they  have  de- 
creed a Monarchs  ruine.  Thunder,  Famine,  Sword. or  Pefti- 
lence,  are  nobler  far  3 fure  we  (hall  blufh  at  our  fall  from  this 

mean  hand. See,  Fidelias  engaged,  let  us  leave  her  3 I have 

fomething  to  tell  thee  ere  I part  3 ’tis  a new  fecret , Bellamira  3 
but  the  richeft  of  my  heart.  [Exeunt  Leopoldo  and  Bellamira. 

Fidelia.  You’ll  finde  nothing  but  truth  in  what  I have  laid  3 
that  ihe  loves,  or  at  leaft  fears  fo,  is  as  certain  as  that  {he  can- 
not love  you,  which  Love  and  Fortune  both  has  lent  to  afflid 
you  in  revenge  of  that  fcorn  you  have  paid  my  friendfhip. 

Falan.  The  figure  of  iomething  feen  in  a Dream  ! the  fhadow 
of  a (hadow  ! this  is  a fate  as  aiery  as  mine  own,  ashopeleft,  No- 
body, ora  Shepherd!  as  impoilible  are  her  defires  as  mine  3 this 
being  as  much  below  her  merit,  as  {he’s  above  mine. 

Fidelia,  afide.  Who  knows  their  fate  ? their  defperate  paflions 
make  mine  poffible  j I know  tis  not  common  nor  fcarce  ho- 
nourable in  Maids  to  wooe  3 yet , [methinks , I may  tell  him 
that  I love,  if  there  be  no  more  ill  in  the  word  then  my  defires 
or  thoughts  aim  at  3 I am  fure  I may  with  innocency  enough,  and 
when  I have  told  him  fo , if  I lole  a grain,  or  grow  left  in  any 
one  good,  if  I pluck  one  beauty  from  a Virgins  mind,  let  how- 
lings  find  me,  and  may  my  crimes  in  fad  repentance  unpitied  fall 
in  fhowers  upon  my  cheeks  > therefore  arm’d  with  my  innocence 
I am  refolv’d  to  prove  fate  further  3 for  to  the  vertuous  and  the 
fairly  daring  Fortune  ftill  holds  out  unlook’d  for  fuccefs  3 and 
if  mine  be  like  my  love,  it  muft  prove  better  then  my  hopes. 

Falan.  You  are  fad,  Fidelia  *,  is  the  Prince  ready  to  depart  ? 

Fidel.  Will  you  not  go  in  and  refolve  your  felf?  I know  there 
is  one  from  whom  you  will  take  a moft  unwilling  leave. 

Falan.  Alas,  Fidelia , there  needs  no  circumvention  to  know 
all  thel'ecretsof  my  heart  3 ask  and  take  them,  for  the  gentle  F/- 
delia  miftakes  her  friend,  if  {he  thinks  I have  any  with  that  has  a 
blulh  attending  it  3 nor  did  I ever  hide  my  defires  from  her,  but 
in  kindnefte,  being  loth  to  let  her  fee  a fight  might  trouble 
her.  [He  turns  about. 

Fidel.  I cannot  fpeak  to  him,  my  heart’s  too  big  to  beg  for  love. 

— Farewc\,  Falantus  j live  and  love  all,  but — ('twill  not  out.)  Sheefftrsto 

Falan.  Stay,  gentle  maid  3 ’tis  true  I love,  I will  not  lye  to  thee, 
nor  dare  I tell  her  whom  I love  3 that  truth,  yet  my  wifhes ca  J - 
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as  no  lefs  innocent,  then  my  hopes  defperate  > and  I wear  the  fire 
here,  Fidelia , without  a fault,  and  {hall  do  till  I am  earth  5 Yet 
my  own  defpaires  wound  me  not  fo  much  as  Fidelia  s,  when  I con- 
(ider  her  and  F ate  5 and  if  thou  wilt  have  patience  thou  (halt  fee  me 
revenge  thee  on  my  felf,  decreed  to  fuch  a mifery  as  will  not  let  me 
take  the  pleafure  of  making  thee  happy, nor  my  felf  5 Yet  I conjure 
thee,  Fidelia , ftrive  with  thy  Paflion } and  now  thou  knoweft  my 
Heart,  let  us  fmile  fome  time  when  we  meet  each  other  5 a fullen 
fad  Love  looks  as  if  it  mourn'd  fome  paft  fin, or  ftruggl’d  yet  to  con- 
quer fome  ill  defign. 

Fid.  Malice  and  jealous  Lovers  make  more  ferious  fearch  then 
death  ^ and  what  I told  you  even  now  was  my  fears  rather  then 
my  wifhes  in  thy  Fortune?  for  know,  my  Heart  is  too  fall  of 
Friendfhip  for  Falatitus  to  wifh  againft  him  : And  farther, 
though  I know  all  his  defires  are  defigned  rewards  for  another, 
and  thou  wouldft  fee  thy  withes  enjoy’d  by  one  thou  canft  not 
queftion,  (being  Rival’d  byafhadow,)  yet  I cannot  blame  thy 
Love  $ For  Bellamira  is  an  Excellence  fit  for  Heaven  to  co- 
vet : Nor  doe’s  Falantus  rejoyce  in  thofe  Excellencies  more  then 
I , though  her  graces  are  to  me  as  fo  many  Enemies.  Thus  Fide- 
lia , though  defpis’d , will  prelerve  her  felf  fit  for  better  Fortunes, 
by  bearing  this  with  Honour. 

Talantuf.  Sure  there  cannot  be  fuch  a punifhment  inftorefor 
loving  Bellamira  as  thy  kind  fears  apprehend  $ And  fince  we 
have  touch’d  this  firing,  whofe  harfh  found  I have  long  avoided 
for  thy  fake  5 Yet  give  me  leave  to  fay,  Heaven  and  my  Friend 
can  wirnefs,  I never  made  any  vows  to  Fidelia  $ what  I have  done 
for  her,  let  the  gods  prove  propitious  to  them  and  make  us  happy 
yet.  And  therefore,  in  Juftice,  you  cannot  call  me  unconftant, 
or  abufer  of  your  Love.  Gratitude  ( if  it  were  not  too  like 
vanity  to  fay  foj  is  all  I ever  could  pay  to  thee  $ Not  that  I would 
not  have  given  more,  but  ’twas  all  I had  left , This  fatal  fire 
fent  for  my  punifhment,  I fear,  is  either  Child  or  Parent  of 
that  little  god  j for  till  then,  I never  knew  or  fcarce  believed 
there  was  Rich  a power , nor  did  your  own  Heart  defire  a return 
of  Love  more  then  I have  longed  to  give  it  you  j For  I know. 
Honour  in  all  the  heights  of  excellency  produces  nothing 
more  glorious  then  a handfome  Friendfhip  : Other  Virtues 
have  him  in  pieces,  but  intire  Honour  is  in  the  perfeft  Love  of 
two  5 which  fince  we  cannot  enjoy  as  wewifti,  yet  you  cannot 
accufe  me  of  a crime  which  you  have  confefs’d  your  felf  5 
Gentle  Fidelia  , though  not  at  the  fame  Altar , yet  I bow  to 
the  fame  power  that  leads  thee  in  chains  $ nor  will  I be  (6  bar- 
barous as  to  imploy  thy  Love  to  advance  my  withes  with  Bella- 
mira , nor  fear  from  thee  fuch  injuftice  as  to  do  ill  Offices : 
Let  our  Friendfhip  pity  each  other,  and  while  we  love  with 
Honour  leave  -the  reft  to  Fate  5 and  thou  fhalt  find,  though  Love 
be  binld,  fince  he  has  brought  us  to  this  precipice,  ( 1 prophecy)  he 
will  lend  us  his  wings  to  fave  us. 

Fid.  See,  lee,  my  Friend,  how  pleating  Truth  is  3 when  thou 
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diffembleft  even  now,  and  hid’ft  thy  Love  5 Thy  words  came  out 
unwillingly , and  their  harlh  founds  were  forc’d  through  thy 
teeth,  as  if  thy  Tongue  had  hal’d  them  to  fuffer  for  fome  crime 
they  had  commited  : But  now  there’s  Mufick  in  them  $ and  though 
the  Tune  be  fad,  yet  ’tiswellfet^  and  our  Souls  fometimes  af- 
fe&s  the  ferious  and  the  grave,  as  well  as  the  jolly  triumphant 
noyleof  vidory^  And  lince  Valantus  values  my  Friendfhip,  and 
looks  with  pity  upon  my  fufferings,  my  Soul  is  at  peace  %■  for  can 
he  do  this  and  not  love  > What  is  that  but  Love  ? Give  me  this, 
and  take  all  the  world  befides : My  Soul  has  not  another  wifh  in 
ftore,  but  that  my  Friend  may  find  his,  and  I a pardon  fora 
fault  he  (hall  not  know  until  I have  redeemed  it j The  Princcft 
$ ell  amir  a too  fhall  beg  it  for  me. 

Valantus . What  fault  can  you  be  guilty  of  to  me  that  needs 
a Mediator  } Is  there  a power  beyond  our  Faith  with  each 
other  ? Come,  Fidelia , though  our  parts  be  hard,yet  we  have  a fair 
field  to  a d in, and  if  friends  looking  on  5 and  I mifs  my  part, [prompt 
me  Love,  and  Fidelia's  Heart.  [Exeunt  omnes. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Pollidor , Ravack,  and  the  Satyr  wounded  j 
Pollidor  and  Ravack  Jeem  to  be  full  of  troubles , the 
Satyr  fawnes  upon  the  old  man  and  [peaks. 

Satyr.  T’Ll  drink  no  more  of  this  poyfon’d  Juice  5 ’tis  full  of  mad- 
X nefs.  Rage,  and  Lull  5 I loft  my  Reafon  and  my  leggs  too, 
and  but  darkly  ^ yet  remember  what  I did  5 good  Mafter,  calm  her 
Mind,  and  make  my  peace,  I dare  not  fee  her  elfe. 

Ravack^ • ’Twas  the  Prince  Leopoldo^  lure  5 he  fayes  they  call’d 
him  Prince,  the  accident  is  full  of  myftery , The  gods  laugh  ftill  at 
the  wifeft  adions  men  defign  without  them. 

Satyr.  Yes,y cs^Leopoldo, and  Prince, fo  they  call’d  him  5 1 thought 
he  would  have  wrong’d  my  Love  5 if  he  had,  lame  as  I am, my  club 
Ihould  have  palh’d  his  Ikull. 

Follidor.  The  Prince,  men  lay,  is  gallant  5 My  Father  that  hates 
them  all  for’s  Mailers  fake,  yet  calls  him  the  juft  Leopoldo  : And 
valiant  all  the  world  delivers  him,  fure  he  cannot  thendoabafe 
Adion^  Yet  hisluddain  paffion  may  want  reafon  to  counfel  him  j 
and  liftning  to  his  blood  and  power  , who  knows  how  that  may 
prompt  him  to  feek  his  end  upon  a Shep-herds  Daughter  ? I’ll  find 
Phillora , and  from  her  know  all  the  Truth } Her  wonder  and  filence 
makes  me  fear  Ihe  loves. 

Ravack.  She  gaz’d,  he  fayes,  and  flood  dumb  5 then  changed  co- 
lour, and  with  fixt  eyes  loft  her  felf  in  thoughts,  till  he  cut  her 
bow-ftring  undifcern’d.  Come  let  us  find  her. 

Polidlor.  Sir,  my  thoughts  upon  this  accident  have  been  work- 
ing long,  but  what  to  wifh  or  fear,  I know  not  5 They  have  both 
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Honour,  and  that  fecures  me  from  the  apprehenfion  of  a great 
misfortune  3 though  my  Reafon  cannot  hope  the  leaft  happinefs 
from  their  pafiion. 

Ravack,  Let’s  lofe  no  time  in  finding  her,  nor  take  notice,  when 
{he  comes,  that  we  have  heard  of  this  accident 3 get  her  things 
made  up , and  we  will  away  to  Gaietta  3 {he’s  too  model!:  to  fay 
{he  loves  him  $ and  we  muft  be  fo  difcreet  as  not  to  fee  lhe’s 
troubled,  when  {he’s  once  in  Gaietta , the  objeft  being  removed  3 
{he  will  not  forget  him  3 ’tis  the  firft  gay  fight  {he  has  feen,  and 
that  works  upon  her  phanfie  : But  {he  has  youth  enough  to  out- 
grow greater  blows  then  this  3 Yet  I confefs,  my  Heart,  fince  my 
Mafter  dyed  , never  felt  fuch  divided  thoughts  as  this  paflage  has 
begot  3 let  us  hafte  and  find  them. 

Satyr.  I’ll  ftand  the  forked  lightning  fooner  then  meet  her 
now  {he’s  difpleas'd  ; my  flefh  trembles  to  remember  {he  was  an- 
gry 3 either  let  her  forgive  me,  or  I’ll  be  gone  3 I’ll  ferve  you  no 
more  if  {he  frowns  3 ’Tis  for  her  fake  I am  a {lave,  my  Soul  has 

pleafure  in  obeying  her. See  where  fhe  comes,  hide  me,  earth, 

from  that  anger  that  fills  her  Mind  3 I’ll  not  let  you  go  till  {he  for- 
gives me. 

Enter  Phillora. 

Phillora fad.  They  bowed  to  him  and  call’d  him  Prince  3 Ye 
gods,  what  need  has  he  of  fuch  Additions  ? But  Fortune  will  be 
Fortune  ftill  , lavilh  to  fome,  and  niggard  to  others  , difpofing 
her  bleffings  like  her  blindfelf3  What  need  had  that  Perfon  (his 
moderation  and  his  parts)  of  Titles,  as  if  thofe  vertues  were  not 
enough  to  give  him  rule  over  the  world. 

Raval{.  Phillora , come , difpatch  3 we  have  {laid  here  till  it  is 
late  3 tor  you  know  we  have  along  walk  to  Gaietta. 

Pollidor.  How  came  you  lb  incens’d  againftyour  poor  Lover  ? 
Fie,  Phillora , could  you  be  fo  difpleas’d  with  a poor  creature 
who  knows  no  better  then  to  be  happy  when  he  can?One  not  born 
fubjed:  to  the  Laws  of  Honour  as  we  are.  Nature  was  his  Parent 
and  his  Mi{lrifs,{he  teaches  no  other  Leffons  3 and  yet, for  your  fake, 
he  has  bound  in  ftrid  chains  his  blood  and  defires,  and  a thoufand 
times  hazarded  his  Life  to  meet  your  dangers  3 And  could  you  be 
fo  cruel  to  intend  his  death  for  one  fault  ? Orecome  with  wine 
He  calls  him.  t0°  ? Come,  pray  let  me  make  his  peace. Come  hither. 

Satyr.  I dare  not  till  {he  forgives  me,  and  calls  me  hers  again. 

Phillora.  Forgive  thee?  yes,  with  all  my  Soul  I forgive  thee, 
and  beg  thy  pardon,  poor  thing  3 How  full  of  fear  he  is  of  me 
that  had  forgot  him  ? 

Pollidor.  I pray  drefs  his  arm. 

Phillora.  I {hall,  Dear  Pollidor , and  then  I have  other  wounds  to 
cure  3 Firft,  let  me  fee  this,  fo. — Go  fetch  me  fome  of  the  pot  of 
She  looks  Balfam  thy  F ather  taught  us  to  make  3 Here,  prithee  take  this  Bow 

upon  his  Arm^nd  Quiver  3 111  give  them  thee  for  being  fo  ready  to  exe- 
cute my  Anger  upon  my  poor  Lover,  andjburn  them  if  thou 
wilt. 


Satyr , 


Part.!.  Or,  The  Love  of  Shadows, 

Satyr.  Do,  and  Tie  giVe  thee  this  Scarf,  the  Prince  gave  it  mC. 

Phil.  The  Princes  Scarf?  did  he  give  it  thee  ? 

Satyr.  Yes,  Divineft.  But  what  care  I for  him,  or  it,  but  to  pleafeGzw/  ^er 
thee?  take  it,  and  forgive  me  — All  the  gods  blefs  thee,  fair  and theScarf> 
gentle  5 may  all  that  wrong  thee  bleed  like  me.  In  heart  too,  and  find 
my  wounded  mind^Shall  we  go, this  night,for  Gaz'eff  <z,Mafter,ril  put 
up  the  Pyes  we  made  $ But  I’ll  deftroy  the  bag  that  holds  my  enemy, 
that  baneful  Liquor 3 I’ll  fpend  all  my  Arrows  on  that  damn’d  fkin^ 
and  let  his  blood  out  as  faft  as  he  did  mine. 

Pol.  And  when  you  have  done  hafte  to  yonder  hill , and  dili- 
gently obferve  which  way  thofe  Troops  bend  their  march  that  pafs 
the  wood 3 affoon  as  you  return  wee’ll  be  gone  j come  Phillora  3 you 
are  fad,  he  is  not  dangeroully  hurt. 

Phil.  I am  glad  I mift  my  aim  $ And  I would  there  were  no  more 
danger  in  my  wounds,  then  I wilh,  or  fear,  in  his. 

Pol.  Your  wounds.  Sifter,  where  are  you  wounded  ? 

Phil.  Come  nearer,Po//i^r,thou  art  my  brother,my  dear  brother.  She  figbs 
until  this  hour,  the  only  Iharer  with  this  good  old  man , in  all  the 
wilhes  and  joys  of  my  heart  3 this  morning  I had  no  wilh, no  hope, no  e * 

joy, beyond  us  three  3 Your  good  was  all  I pray’d  for  then.  But  — 

Pol.  But?  What  dear  Phillora <? Ye  gods  ! ’tis  too  true, 

I fear  what  the  poor  Satyr  faid , he  knew  by  himfelf  She  was 
in  Love,  and  having  felt  the  ficknefs  confidently  defer ibes  the 
difeafe  3 how  Nature  and  Honour  ftrive  in  her  wounded  Breaft ! 
but  I muft  not  feem  to  indulge  her  paflion , there  being  no  poflibi- 
lity  (he  fhould  be  happy  3 Nor  can  I,  if  I would  be  angry  with 
her  3 My  Counfel  I’ll  give  her  gently,  and  ufe  a Brothers  Intereft 

to  prevail. Let  not  Phillora  wonder  at  my  filence  when  (he 

weeps 3 Tears  and  Sighs,  in  thy  Fortune,  cannot  pafs  by  me,  but 
with  pain  and  amazement,  what  ayles  my  Sifter,  why  do*s  (he  hide 
her  Eyes  ? t 

Phil.  Oh  that  I had  been  blind  this  day,  then  I had  not  feen  that 
god  walking  amongft  mortal  men  5 his  Eyes , Pollidor , wound  like 
the  Peftilence  3 here,  here  it  ftruck  me,  I cannot  bear  the  pain*  nor  • 
would  not  willingly  be  cured.  — * Lis  either  Love,  or  death, or  both  3 
For  both  bear  darts,  and  fometimes  death  has  (they  fay)  ul'ed  loves 
Bowe  3 if  ever,  now  he  has  borrowed  it  3 for  I find  a ftrange  fadnels 
here,  fadnefs  even  to  death,  Pollidor. 

Pol  Oh  poor  Phillora , this  news  flew  before  thee,  but  we  hop’d 
thy  wounds  were  not  lb  dangerous,  nor  their  pains  fo  great,  as  to 
make  thee  cry  out  for  help  3 doft  thou  know,  who  ’tis  whofe  eyes 
have  poyfon’d  all  thy  peace  ? 

Phil.  The  man  I know  not.  But  excellent,  fure,  above  the  reft  3 
his  looks  appear’d  as  if  he  had  fomc  great  place  in  General  Fame  3 
Prince  they  call’d  him  too,  and  like  Mars  he  mov’d.  — In  his 
looks  you  might  have  read  him  a King  of  men. 

Pol.  But  when  Phillora  knows  this  is  that  Prince  Leopoldo 
(he  has  heard  my  Father  fo  often  mention,  (he  will  then  remember 
what  hatred  is  due  to  him,  and  not  heap  forrow  upon  her  Fathers 
head  by  loving  his  Enemy. 
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Fhillora.  Leopoldo  .<?  was  it  the  Prince  Leopoldo  .<?  then  I am  mi- 
ferable  not  that  he  deferves  our  hate,  for  my  foul  tells  me  5.  he  has 
no  guilty  (hare  in  our  misfortunes  5 Did  my  Father  know  him  when 
he  revil’d  him  ? could  Follidor  know  and  curfe  Leopoldo  .<?  fure  you 
never  faw  him,  did  you  ? 

Fol.  Never  I,  nor  wi(h  not,  but  to  take  my  Revenge  upon  him. 

Thil.  That’s  not  kindly  anfwer’d , and  I dare  fwear  now  thou 
never  faw ’ft  him,  elfe  his  looks  would  have  reconcil’d  thee  5 ’tis 
not  poffible  fuch  a Noble  Countenance  (hould  have  an  Enemy  in 
thy  breaft  3 ’tis  it  felf  too  generous 3 If  this  be  the  Piince  Leopoldo 
believe  the  choice  my  heart  has  made 3 ’tis  my  firft  Election,  find 
him  out,  make  acquaintance  with  him  5 if  then  thou  canft  find  in 
thy  foul  to  hate  him  I’ll  never  fee  him  more.  But  rather  die  then 
not  comply  with  my  Brothers  wilhes.  Oh  Follidor,  fee  and  know 
him,  and  thou  wilt  find  a prodigal  Star  reigned  at  his  birth  5 prince 
and  power  are  Crutches  fit  for  wicked  men  to  lean  upon, 
whfe  lame  fouls  will  fall  without  fuch  helps  3 his  very  looks 
Command  3 Thou  wilt  find  great  things  writ  in  his  Eyes, 
and  hee  muft  bee  a Prince  wherefoever  hee  will  but  deign  to 
Reign. 

Fhil.  I find  your  weaknefs  has  yielded  too  far  for  me  to  have  a 
power  over  your  paflion : yet  if  you  do  love  him,  you  onght  not  to 
hate  me,  nor  expofe  my  Honour  ralhly  3 But  no  more  now,  ’tis  late, 
and  we.  muft  hafte  to  Caiett a. 

Fhil.  To  Gaietta  ? 

Pol.  Tes,to  Gaietta,  our  fafety  and  our  bufinefs  calls  us  thither, 
change  of  Faces  too,  may  make  you  forget  him. 

Fhil.  No,  Follidor , I have  no  fuch  waxen  heart  3 I confefs  I 
am  wounded,  the  Venom  of  a Lovers  Eye  fias  ftung  my  heart  3 
I know  too*  ’tis  the  common  remedy,  to  decline  theObje&3  but 
I (corn  to  be  heal’d  that  Common  way  3 let  the  Scorpion  cure  the 
Scorpions  poifon  3 had  I never  feen  the  Prince,  Not  to  fee  him  were 
good  counfel3  but  having  feen  him,  who  can  behold  any  other 
objeft  ) my  mind  carries  his  figure  here3 1 muft  blind  my  realon  too, 
e’re  I can  lofe  the  fight  of  that  bright  Star  of  Honour  who  now 
beckens  us  to  come.  — - Hark,  now  he  calls,  now  flie  to  him  and 
Honour,  they  have  but  one  habitation  3 Follow  me,  dear  Follidor , 
Follow,  and  learn  by  him  how  to  conquer  with  perfect  honour, 
and  from  me  to  be  overcome  by  Leopoldo , with  no  lefs  glory.  To 
ftay  here , and  have  our  Virtues  chain’d  up  in  Solitude , (hews 
but  a pallive  virtue , onely  the  Courage  of  Slaves  and  Beafts  5 
and  they  will  exceed  us  too  in  fuch  a tame  Courage  that  glo- 
ries onely  in  what  they  can  endure.  The  great  tryal  of  great 
hearts  is  feen  in  both  Fortunes  3 who  (loops  to  either  Fate  of 
Prince  or  Slave  is  not  perfedl  3 come , and  fee  the  Prince  la- 
bouring himfelf  like  the  god  of  War  through  thefe  dangers  3 op- 
pofing  their  Treafon  with  furprizing  glories  3 fee  every  look 
ipeaks  3 whofe  every  motion  has  more  grace  and  Beauty , and 
binds  me  more  then  his  Face  3 Yet  his  words  were  ful  of  Love  3 and 
though  I will  not  fay  I delerve  it.  Yet  I am  confident  I have  all 

that 
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that  honour  could  give , in  fo  (hort  a warning  5 and  I will  not 
doubt  but  my  Love  has  credit  with  his  Heart , for  greater 
films  then  rhillora  defires  of  Fate,  to  make  her  happy.  Follow, 
and  be  witnefs  of  this  Truth } fee  him  only,  if  you  then  condemn 
me,  I’ll  yield. 

Tollidor.  Stay  Sifter,  rhillora. , I am  paft  my  reafon  5 whither  She  offers  te 
will  you  go  ? will  you  thruftyour  youth  into  the  dangers  of  thqg°^- 
licentious  Souldiers  7 retire,  only  for  this  day,  into  our  peaceful 
Cave,  where  we  will,  with  my  Fathers  Counlel,  refblve  what  is  to 
be  done  in  this  Extremity. 

Phil.  Have  I not  been  buried  all  my  life  here,and  beg  but  one  day 
to  live  ? give  me  but  thisday,and  here  interrme  again. 

Kav.  rhillora , I have  with  grief  and  amazement  heard  thee, 
and  now  fhall  ceafe  to  wonder  that  our  counfell  cannot  prevail, 
fince  you  have  thus  thrown  off  the  modefty  of  your  Sex  j For 
this  confident  avowing  of  your  Love  is  fo  immodeft , that  I fear 
your  rhillora  will  give  fooner  then  he  alks  j That  I love 
thee  Heaven  witnefs  5 and  that  I am  not  deaf  to  Love 
Thy  Mother  ( whofe  Ghoft  will  fcorn  thee,  ) witnefs  for 
me  5 nor  do’s  thy  youth  know  that  God.  ’Tis  true  Love , of 
it  felf , is  innocent  , and  the  gods  have  given  it  for  a tye  a- 
mongft  men , and  ’tis  the  greateft  Blefling , even  to  the  happy’ft 
Fortunes,  A Beauty  in  the  beft  minds,  if  not  corrupted.  Elfe 
That,  as  all  good  things  in  Excefs  , are  ill.  Confider  then 
what  ’tis  you  attempt.  A Prince,  and  your  Fathers  Enemy  j 
One  By  the  Stars  fet  out  of  your  reach  5 If  Honour  then 
be  your  guide , what  can  you  exped  to  be  ( but  what  I ab- 
hor to  name?)  Are  you  not  born  private  iflue  ? A Shepherds 
Daughter  ? can  that  condition  hope  any  thing  but  to  become 
fome  vile  thing,  defpis’d  by  him,  before  enjoy’d,  and  by  all,  af- 
ter ? Have  you  a reafon  to  urge  againft  this  ? if  not , let  my  truth 
find  place. 

rhillora.  Scorn  me  ? The  Gods  we  both  bow  to  will  revenge 
me  then.  A Shepherds  daughter  ? A Herdf-mans  Childe  ? the 
banifh’d  Iffue  of  a poor  Forefter  ? What  if  this  be  fo  ? Yet 
we  bow  to  the  fame  Altars,  Worfhip  the  fame  gods , and  draw 
the  fame  free  Air  j do’s  he  fcorn  all  his  Subjeds?  if  not,  why 
me?  I.afk  him  nothing  , is  it  a fault  to  love  my  Prince  ? 

If  it  be  , it  is  no  general  Crime  $ Witnefs  the  fad  Caufe  of 
thefeWarsf  and  if  my  Father  did  not  lend  a more  Parti- 
all  ear  to  his  Anger  then  to  my  Love  he  would  not  now 
Command  me  to  hate  my  Prince  , nor  longer  cherifh  that  only 
crime  that  ftains  his  Story  j That  low  paflion  makes  us  mifer- 
able  ^ or  can  you  doubt  me  fo  fall’n  from  virtue , fo  aban- 
don’d by  all  the  gods , as  to  forfake  all  their  Sacred  Rules,  to 
become  a proftitute  , or  fuch  a Child  as  to  give  up  all  their 
rights  to  the  firft  Temptations  of  my  heart  ? Oh,  Sir,  re= 
ferve  your  cenfure  till  I have  play’d  my  Part  in  this  unfinifh’d 
Story , and  you  fhall  find  I build  not  my  happinefs  on  any  other 
grounds  but  thofe  of  honour  ^ And  if  the  Prince  prove  Mafter 
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fef  all  thoie  Excellencies  I believe  in  him , they  (hall  be  no  Argu- 
ment to  make  me  wicked  3 but  if  he  prove  lhort  of  thofe  vir- 
tues, you  fhall  finde  me  fcorn  him,  and  pity  my  felf$  and  if  his 
Virtues  haVe  no  power  to  tefript  me,  I am  certain  his  vices  (hall  not  3 
5Tis  the  Diety  in  the  Prince,  not  the  Man  , Phillora  (loops 
to  5 and  when  my  Father,  or  dear  Pollidor , can  bring  fuch 
ail  Argument  againft  my  Love,  as  to  (hew  me  Prince  Leo - 
poldo  acting  one  thought  lefs  then  his  part , lefs  then  a Prince, 
you  (hall  fee  Phillora  prompt  him,  and  Ad  Something  more  then 
woman. 

Pollidor . Could  I be  confirmed  he  loves , my  fears , I con- 
fefs , would  vanifh  for  there’s  no  fuch  guard  to  honour  3 as  per- 
fed  Love. 

Phil . I am  fure  I love,  and  that  fhall  faveme  3 and  I hope  he 
loves  3 for  why  (hould  he  flatter  me  > By  your  own  ill  rule , if 
his  heart  were  as  wicked,  as  yoiy.would  have  me  believe  him,  fure 
he  had  power  enough,  he  needed  no  fuch  darknefs , as  a pretended 
Love  to  ad  a mifchief  in. 

Pol.  Poor  girl,  If  all  that  had  faid,orfwore  it,  had  been  Lovers, 
or  the  half  of  thofe  that  have  feafd  it  with  their  Oathes,  tears,  or 
bloods,  our  Stories,  Phillora , would  not  have  been  fo  full  of  the 
mlfchiefs  of  that  God  whole  barbarous  fires  have  thrown  ruine  and 
deftrudion  into  that  peace  that  inhabits  amongft  the  gods  them- 
f&ves. 

Rav.  Nay,  of  all  the  herd,  The  talking  LoVer,  Sir,  fhouldfind 
lead  Faith  3 the  angry  and  the  jealous  Lover  are  to  be  prefer ’d  be- 
fore him  3 and  ’twas  a great  truth  of  him  that  faid.  Vis  with  Lovers 
as  with  thofe  that  work  in  Tapeftry  3 they  fee  not  the  piece  until  it 
be  done  3 fb  he  that  can  defcribe  his  pufiion,  and  tell  how  much, 
the  why,  the  where , and  the  when  he  loved , and  what  throws 
and  pains  his  heart  felt,  is  awak’d  from  his  Dream,  he  could 
not  elfe  make  a defcription  of  a way  he  never  traveled  3 and  he 
that  has  trod  loves  paths  once  exadly  , may  be  a good  guide 
to  anothers  Pafiion,  but  never  good  Lover  himfelf  3 after  fuch  a 
Journey. 

Pollidor.  When  I (hall  love , give  me  a Maid  with  a Virgin 
pafiion , and  ignorance  in  Love  3 that  fets  out  at  the  Eye , and 
reds  in  the  heart  3 Your  talking  Lover  , that  drives  to  gain 
Love  by  the  Ear , aims  at  low  pleafiires , impatient  of  defer- 
ving  great  ones , and  lofes  his  Arrows  3 Whfcre  there  is  Ho- 
nour , Love  needs  no  fuch  guide  as  the  tongue,  to  find  out  Love  3 
nor  company  , to  tell  his  ftory  to  3 Love  and  a Lover  are  to 
each  other  all  the  world  3 they  cannot  be  alone,  their  thoughts  are 
able  to  people  the  world. 

Phillora.  Oh , gentle  Pollidor , talk  on  , chide  me  thus,  and 
1*11  be  filent  3 how  came  you  to  know  this  great  myftery  of 
Love  } 

Pollidor.  For  thee,  Phillora , 1 have  felt  a pafiion , equall  to  all 
that  Poets  feign,  and  yet  never  felt  one  uneafie  thought  till  this 
hour. 


Part.  I. 


Or,  the  Love  of  Shadows. 


Phil.  O my  Brother  l dearer  yet  than  my  (elf  3 this  kittdnefs 
has  ty’d  thee  to  my  foul,  preferr’d  before  all  but  the  PririCe,  (econd 
to  none  but  Leopoldo'  O turn  not  away  from  me,  but  hear  the 
truth  Ifpeak : If  what  I utter  be  not  Reafon,  yet ’tis  Love:  a Vir- 
gins firft  and  chafte  paffion  for  a moft  excellent  objeft  now  in  dan* 
ger,  purfu’d  by  treafon,  and  bleeding  for  the  faults  of  others : O 
l,et  me  do  fomething  to  help  him.  I lee  that  fmile,  now  your  heart 
laughs  at  me}  ’tis  true,  I draw  a weak  Bowe,  but  Love  will  guide 
the  Arrow : I know  I hunt  all  this  while  impoffible  things,  yet  for 
my  peace  of  minde  let  me  beg,  Pollidor  will  be  fo  kinde  as  to  fol- 
low me  this  day 3 what  though  I lofe  my  felf  in  (ome  hand- 
fom  high  Attempts , Ihould  thy  Sifter  dy,  there  would  be  Fame, 
though  no  Vi&ory  } and  if  I live  there  will  be  time  enough  to 
return  hither,  and  in  this  private  life  lament  my  ambitious  pafii- 
on,  and  here  learn  to  level  my  thoughts  at  fomething  low  as  my 
fortune. 

Pol.  Tis  then  too  late  to  cotinfel}  Reafon  I fee  has  loft  his  force  3 
All  I have  to  fay  is.  Have  you  any  kindnefs  left,  by  which  I conjure 
thee,  for  my  lake,defer  this  bufinefs  but  this  day. 

Phil.  No  more,  for  Charity  no  more 3 I grant  you  have  reafon, 
but  I am  mad } Alas,  you  fue  to  me  as  if  I had  power  over  my 
felf } Finde  the  Reafon  I have  loft, and  reftore  it,  and  Pollidor  (hall 
finde  me  the  fame  governable  tame  Phillora  I was  yefterday.  But 
as  it  is,  you  may  as  foon  expett  I Ihould  fleep  when  I am  bidden,  or 
leave  to  remember  PoUidor.  I know  I am  mad,  and  muft  plead 
that  Madnefs,  which  now  muft  inftead  of  Reafon  prevail  with 
thee : In  defperate  Difcafes,  and  with  mortal  wounds,  where  no- 
thing can  do  good,  nothing  can  do  hurt : I am  that  perfon,  fo  lick, 
fo  wounded.  Thy  Sifter  hath  at  her  eyes  drank  mortal  Poyfon: 
Here  in  my  heart  I bear  the  wounds  Apollo  himfelf  complain’d 
he  could  not  cure  } fince  then  in  Art  and  Nature  there  refts  no 
hope,  I conjure  thee  in  kindnefs  let  me  again  drink  the  pleafing 
Venome  in,and  refufe  not  to  thy  unfortunate  Sifter  (fince  (he  can- 
not live  happily)  the  fatisfa&ion  onely  of  choofing  this  way 
to  dy.  [ He  embraces  him. 

Pol.  Dry  thy  eyes,  and  far.  far  away  be  that  fad  hour } Look  up 
phillora , thou  haft  overcome  me  3 Realon,  Safety,  and  Revenge, 
all  but  Honour,  I freely  give  to  thy  Paftion,  and  with  a Brothers 
tender  heart  I’ll  ferve  thee.  Ye  Gods,  what  Fruit  this  fatal  bitter 
Root  will  bring  I know  not  3 I’m  fure  ’tis  planted  in  our  richeft 
ground.  Come,  lead  the  way,  and  fince  Love  thus  lays  violent 
hands  upon  our  hearts,  and  will  force  us  in  this  publickday  to 
play  our  parts,  let  us  obey  his  Meflengers,  and  thou  (halt  finde 
how  dear  Phillora  is  to  me,  whofe  Peace  I’ll  hunt  through  the 
world  with  faith  and  truth  to  Fame  or  Death. 

Phil.  And  if  thou  find’ft  thy  Sifter  made  like  the  common  frame 
of  women,  in  whom  a fickly  weak  honour  inhabits,  l'uchaswant 
thecounfel  of  Friends,  or  the  poor  remedy  of  Spies,  to  prefervefit 
for  thy  love,  let  tny  Brother  delpifemefor  ever. 

Pol.  I am  confirm’d,  and  thus  will  feek  our  fortunes  in  this  day 
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with  mindes  prepared  for  all  kinde  of  chances.  And  you  Monarchs 
of  the  World,  Fame  and  Honour,  what  though  we  bring  no 
Troops  of  armed  men  to  court  you,  yet  look  down  with  juftice 
upon  our  aftions,  and  ye  fhall  finde  we  have  not  loft  one  grain  of 
that  virtue  the  Gods  were  pleas’d  to  give  us. 

Phil.  My  foul  takes  fire  at  thy  words*  and  though  Tollidor  be  no 
Prince,  but  a kinde  of  Plant  bred  and  nourilh’d  in  the  Woods, 
vet  I have  leen  him  aft  what  the  beft  of  Princes  need  not  blufh  to 
imitate  } and  I prophefie,  though  he  now  begins  to  build  without 
materials.  Fortune  will  fupply  him } and  Princes  looking  on  fhall 
wonder  why  Polhdor  was  a Shepherd,  and  their  People  wifh  him  a 
Prince  feeing  him  aft  fuch  things  as  we  facrifice  to  in  others } then 
fhall  the  ftory  of  kinde  Polhdor  out-laft  his  Marble,  and  dy  onely 
with  the  world.  [Exeunt  Pollidor  and  PhilLora. 

Rav.  ’Tis  in  vain  to  refift  thisPaftion}  yet  if  the  Prince’s  love 
prove  noble,  greater  and  weightier  intereft  than  they  imagine  may 
yet  hang  upon  this  day } but  the  time  is  fo  diftrafted,  and  fo  fhort, 
I cannot  liften  to  the  call  of  thofe  things  that  concern  us  moft  > 
for  they  are  gone,  and  I muft  follow  } Love  and  Innocency  proteft 
them. 

ACT.  IV.  S GEN.  II. 


Enter  Nigro,  Cleon,  and  their  Company  of  Souldiers  in  Gaietta. 

Nigro.  |3  Avacl(s  ftay  makes  me  apprehend  fome  danger,  the  Ar- 
J[\  mies  are  both  in  the  Woods,  and  my  fears  are  more  for 
him  and  thofe  dear  Pledges  of  Fortune}  ftiould  they  miicarry,  all 
our  faith  would  finde  but  a fad  conclufion  } Clytus  too  confirms 
my  jealoufies  of  the  spanifl ) Prince,  that  he  means  fome  foul  play, 
by  his  defiring  to  marry  with  the  Princefs  Bellamira } his  firft  con- 
fidence to  promife  the  People  to  produce  their  long  loft  and  fup- 
pofed  dead  Prince  begot  my  fears  } but  ’cwas  no  time  then  to  dif- 
cover  the  fallhood  of  that  Promife,  becaufe  it  did  our  bufinefs  } 
for  it  armed  the  People,,  and  fhall  finifh  our  work  too } for  before 
they  can  be  undeceived,  or  queftion  the  truth  of  that  Promife, 
we’ll  have  play ’d  our  Game  } for  if  we  overcome  Leopoldo  their 
anger’s  nothing  } if  Leopoldo  overcome  us,  that  nor  all  the  world 
fhall  win  me  to  furvive  that  day.  Cleon , we  muft  keep  a ftrong 
.Guard  this  night}  and  leave  order,  if  Ravack^ comes,  though  it  be 
.late,  that  he  be  let  into  the  Ports,  let  the  Gallies  ly  loofe,  and  feed 
your  men  well,  that  we  may  be  ready  upon  all  occafions  that  are 
prefented  } I fear  the  Spaniard , but  we  muft  not  feem  to  miftrrft 
' him  } yet  let  all  the  Officers  know  Clytus  is  the  perlon  they  are  to 
follow,  if  he  and  the  Prince  of  Spain  difpute}  give  this  intelligence 
yourfelf,  it  is  not  fafe  totruft  it  to  a common  Meffenger,  left  our 
fears  wrong  the  Prince. 

| Cleon.  I (hall  obey,  our  Forces  are  this  Evening  joyn’d  with 
Clytus , 'tis  a brave  Body  } and  truft  me,  the  King’s  looks  with  a 
[minde  not  lefs  daring  } ’tis  true,  their  number  is  not  fo  great  as 
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ours,  yet  their  virtues  may  be  equai , for  the  Gentry  fills  his 
Troops,  .and  fuch  whofe  Fortunes  depend  upon  the  Court  5 in 
that  lies  their  odds  5 and  ’twas  in  my  opinion  no  policy  to  to  take 
away  their  Retreat  to  Capua,  ’twill  but  beget  a defperate  Charge  $ 
for  now  their  flight  can  promife  no  fafety  > many  will  do  more  in 
fuch  a neceflity  than  Honour  would  have  prompted  them  to. 

Nigro.  Tis  too  late  to  give  that  Counfel  no w>  but  let  us  be  rea- 
dy to  do  our  parts  when  Fortune  calls?,  our  Refts  are  up  too,  and  to 
Juftice  I yield  my  part  who  knows  my  heart  is  honeft. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  III. 

ii\V'  :s  • 10'  , ■ . - ■ - 

Enter  Almanzor,  4#^Roderigo,  Clytus  meets  them  at 
the  other  Door. 


Alman./~>Lytus,  welcome } Are  your  Troops  joy n’d  with  thole 
of  Gaietta  .<? 

Clytus.  Yes,  Sir*  apd  we  have  already  receiv’d  a Vifit  from  the 
Enemy,  we  have  taken  fome  Prifoners  that  aflfure  us  that  the  King, 
Prince,  and  Princefs,  are  all  in  the  Army. 

Aim.  Why  then  we  fhall  do  all  our  work  at  once } I hate  delays, 
let  Fortune  give  me  my  Anfwer  quickly,  whether  a Monarch  or  a 
Slave  .5— —If  my  Stars  have  in  this  Fate  this  Crown,  This  day ’tis  Afide. 
mine  ?,  if  not,  there’s  a hope  loft. 

Clytus.  If  you  could  produce  the  perfon  of  our  King,  my  pro- 
phetickfoul  tells  me  the  day  were  ours  5 fuch  a fignal  Viltory 
would  make  all  their  hearts  turn  Coward  $ the  juftice  and  venge- 
ance they  muft  expelt  from  his  injuries  would  wound  farther  and 
deeper  than  either  Sword  or  Spear. 

Aim . Make  it  fafe  by  Conqueft  for  him,  and  my  life  to  gage  I’ll 
bring  him  to  you  5 but  if  his  F riends  will  not  give  one  blow  for  his 
lafety,  I fear  he  will  not  be  perfwaded  to  truft  their  jealoufie  $ but 
this  is  wide  of  our  bufinefs Roclerigo  ! [He  vohifpers. 

Clytus.  ’Tis  fo,  do,  whifper,  the  Gods  hear  you,  ftill  I have  ac- 
quainted Nigro  with  my  fears,  and  he,  I’m  certain,  will  not  be  cir- 
cumvented 5 ’tis  for  our  own  intereft  we  fight  as  well  as  yours,ere 
we  fee  the  King,  elfe  you  fhould  ftand  alone  for  Clytus. 

Rod.  This  though  it  be  policy,  Sir,  is  neither  honeft  nor  gallant  $ 
befides,  I cannot  befuch  a Fool  asto  believe  Clytus  durftfay  thefe 
things,  but  that  he  is  fure  of  his  Army,  who  you  fee  has  pofieft 
yon  Hill,  and  ftand  in  a manner  divided  from  us : Take  heed  how 
you  anger  him  left  you  tempt  him  to  be  wife  and  honeft } *tis  ea- 
fily  done?,  but  ftanding  ftill,  or  joyning  with  the  King,  or  if  he 
will  look  on,  he’s  fecure  in  the  advantage  of  the  place,  and  may 
laugh  at  us  that  muft  labour  for  him  } and  when  we  have  deftroyed 
each  other,  how  eafie  ’twill  be  for  him  to  give  Laws  to  both 
we  fhall  quickly  finde.  ’Tis  my  counfel  to  diffemble  ftill  5 Tis 
true,  one  blow  with  this  Dagger  does  it  5 but  what  good  can  you 
derive  from  that  mifehief?  when  the  Battel’s  over*  if  you  can 
ftrike  him  fecurely  it  may  fignifie  fomething,  but  till  then  let  us 
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bear  him  fairly  : ‘tis  late,  and  the  King’s  men  are  advanc’d  alrea- 
dy, andwemuft  not  let  them  take  fuch  courage  as  ’twill  give 
them  to  finde  us  unwilling  to  fight. 

Aim.  Come,  Clytus,  every  one  to  his  charge. 

Clytus.  I fear  no  Enemies  > if  my  Friends  be  true.  I’ll  look  to  my 
Enemy  my  felf}  and  HI  have  a care  of  falfe  Friends  too  5 Rode- 
rigo,  I fhall,  and  yet  I’ll  fight  well  to  day.  [ Exit  Clytus. 

Rod.  See,  Sir,  my  fears  are  true,  upon  my  life  he’s  jealousy 
fomething  and  quickly  mutt  be  thought  upon,  and  wifely  too,  ei- 
ther to  confirm  him,  or  remove  him  hence } but  Fortune,  if  that 
Trumpet  founds  what  I believe,  it  will  perhaps  take  the  work  in- 
to her  own  hands,  and  we  may  fee  the  Traitor  fall  in  his  own  fnare 
Hark,  Sir,  ’tis  a Charge.  [ The  Trumpet  founds. 

Aim.  Away  then.  Give  the  Word  round.  Command  all  to 
march.  Exeunt  omnes. 


A C T.  V.  S C E N.  I. 

Enter  Leopoldo,  Palantus,  and  Arcus. 

Leap.  TT'Arewell  Palantus  : this  day  is  let  to  decide  our  hopes  or 
T^  fears  5 Love  be  thou  propitious,  and  I fhall  not  fear 
the  reft  5 the  King  has  his  ancient  virtue  ftill,  his  courage,  and 
will  command  the  Battel  himfelf } my  Charge  lies  this  way,  let 
us  embrace  and  part,  and  this  day  ftrike,  to  be  always  free  from 
fach  a danger  as  this  falfe  pretence  which  now  hath  ^arm’d  thefe 
Traitors. 

Pal.  Pray  Sir,  let  Arcus  attend  the  Princefs  in  her  journey  to 
Capua , Philemon  is  old  5 and  though  his  courage  be  great  ’tis  but  ill 
guarded  $ if  I might  attend  that  fervice  he  fhould  not  have  that 
envied  Office.  f Afide. 

Arcus.  Nor  wouldft  thou  grant  it  me,if  thouknew’ft  myminde, 

1 (hall  not  fail  to  wait  upon  her  Highnefs } but  I believe  till 

thofe  Troops  of  Clytus  be  forc’d  from  yonder  Hill,  it  will  not  be 
fafe  for  us  to  pafs,  for  we  are  ftill  fubjed  to  his  parties^  and  we  muft 
exped  he  will  not  let  us  pafs  free  unfpoke  with  5 and  if  once  we  be 
taken  ’tis  a great  blow  to  your  Highnefs  affairs,  as  appears  by  the 
Spaniards  Propofitions  of  Mariage  5 for  though  he  promile  to 
give  a King,  his  bufinefs  is  to  get  a Qyeen,  and  by  that  Intereft  of 
Bloud  ally  his  fuccefs  unto  the  Crown  > which  Curie  Heaven  with 
thy  Fires  forbid , or  give  Arcus  leave  with  his  Dagger  to  re- 
move. 

Leop.  Hark,  they  receive  the  Charge  , Away,  our  Place  and  In- 
tereft is  firft  this  day,  and  Honour  tells  us  it  ought  to  be  loin  dan- 
ger too.  [Exeunt  omnts. 
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ACT.  V.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Almanzor,  and  Roderigo,  both  wounded,  and  their 
Swords  drarvn. 

Atman.'T  TRge  them : how  Roderigo  ? the  aged  King  ads  won- 
1^4.  ders  above  man  j how  the  ftubborn  rock  broke  our 
charge  5 he  has  many  wounds,  and  in  revenge  of  them  his  men  fight, 
fuch  refolution  I never  faw  among  fo  few  men. 

Roder.  How  I abhor  that  traytor  Clytus , that  could  fo  barba- 
roufly  charge  his  King  ! 

Atman.  He  is  a villain,  but  his  hand’s  ufeful  in  this  work  > hafte 
to  him  and  fecond  him  in  his  charge  5 I’ll  once  more  prove  the 
Princes  temper , he  has  a name  in  Arms,  and  I long  to  grapple  with 
him.  | Exeunt  omnes , 

A C T.  V.  S C E N.  1 1 1. 

Enter  the  old  King  wounded , leaning  upon  Palantus,  with 
their  Swords  drawn. 


King.y^-  O,  no  more,  Palantus , ’tis  enough.  Fate  has  run  his  cir- 
< cle  5 here  my  greatnefs  begun,and  here  it  ends  3 in  a Bat- 
tle, I fet  out  King,  and  in  a Battle  end  $ the  fword  gave  me  my 
honour,  and  to  the  fword  I have  again  furrendred  it  : and  I pri- 
thee tell  my  Son,  if  he  furvive  the  day,  and  fortune  fmile,  which 
yet  I defpair  not,  (for  his  virtue  muft  meet  greater  dangers  then 
thefe)  command  him  to  fearch  out  the  truth  of  the  Spaniards  de- 
clarations j and  if  he  can  find  my  Nephew,  let  him  reffore  the 
Crown  ^ it  had  been  my  voluntary  a<ft,had  not  that  traytor  Clytus 
crufh’d  all  our  intentions } the  reft  were  beaten,  I faw  them  dag- 
ger $ their  Officers  and  Prince  retreated,  till  Clytus  falfe  and  ftout 
with  wicked  troops  of  our  own  Countrymen  charged  us,  fools  and 
wicked  that  could  not  in  fuch  an  aft  believe  how  great  a fin  their 
valour  was. 

Palan.  Oh,  Sir,  do  not  take  fuch  hafty  leave  from  your  poor 
and  miferable  friends  5 what  (hall  we  do  when  you  are  gone  ? 

King.  Thy  faith,  Palantus , will  redeem  to  dory  the  long  loft 
gratitude  of  Favorites  5 and  ’tis  one  joy  tome  I never  W'as  decei- 
ved where  I trufted^  I find  a blindnefs  that  foretels  the  way  I 
am  to  go:  farewell,  be  happy  for  thy  kindnefs  to  thy  old  Matter, 
who  without  trouble  dyes,  embraced  by  the  arms  of  him  whom  he 
loved  $ thy  faith  was  always  welcome,  but  in  death  moft  pretious  5 
and  I prithee  fail  not  to  give  my  bleffing  to  my  dear  Bellamira , 
whofe  dream  is  made  good  in  this  my  fall  ^ and  to  let  thee  fee  all 
thy  care  did  not  hide  from  my  eyes  thy  modeft  paffion  for  Bellami- 
ra, here  from  my  dying  hands  take  this  Legacy  $ I have  worn  it  as  a 
relick  many  a day,  love  it  as  well  as  I did,  and  death  can  only  pare 
ye  5 could  I have  loved  her  lefs,  or  confented  to  fee  her  afting  of  a 

S ff  deed. 
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deed  I could  not  juftifie,  long  fince  thou  hadft  had  my  content  to 
have  been  happy  3 but  {he  was  ever  my  dear  Bellamira^  and  I know 
Palantus  though  he  loved,  yet  his  mind  had  honour  too,  and  would 
not  fee  her  go  lefs  to  fatisfie  hispalfion.  But  it  grows  late,  and  I 

find  my  blood  wafte  apace. Mark,  we  are  purfu’d  3 fave  thy 

felf,  leave  me,  faithful  Palantus . [_A  noife  of  follow  , follow. 

Palan . Oh,  Sir  ! do  not  bid  me  believe  you  love  me,  and  com- 
mand me  this,  atleaftnotwiftilfhould  obey  you:  this  treafure  of 
my  life  I keep  as  my  foul,  and  but  this  ftiadow  have  no  friend ; 
could  you  refufe  to  drink  of  this  fatal  cup  that  treafon  and  murther 
have  prepared,  at  the  rate  of  my  life  I’de  buy  your  place.  But 
fee,  while  I talk,  death  is  making  his  pale  unwelcome  vifit  in  my 

Mafters  noble  heart,  the  feat  of  a thoufand  vertues. Oh  ! he 

is  gone,  fet  for  ever  in  this  cloud  5 this  objeft  and  this  lonenefs 
how  dlfmal’tis ! none  but  death  and  I at  a Kings  Tragedy  5 but 
’tis  juft,  I had  his  truft  alone,  alone  his  love,  his  favour,  without 
a Rival , but  not  without  a Nations  envy  3 here  I’ll  ftay,  here  the 
Conqueror  fhall  find  his  viftory  had  not  power  to  make  me  fly 
to  fave  afhort  loath’d  life,  and  lofe  my  place  in  ftory. — Ye  gods, 
that  fee  thefe  wounds,  arm  all  your  vengeful  hands , and  ftrike 
the  tray  tors  quick  into  the  earth  that  thus  have  brought  hisfacred 
head  with  violence  to  the  grave  3 may  their  torn  Carcaffes  never 
find  a grave  3 fee,  fee  this  reverend  head  that  you  have  {pared  3 
the  double  tye  of  King,  and  old,  found  no  reverence,  nor  his 
gray  hairs  protection  3 no  friends  had  they  here  that  had  in  hea- 
ven no  enemies  5 fuch  was  his  piety  that  treafon  and  murther 
were  fain  to  arm  againft  him,  to  fecond  time.,  that  great  enemy 
of  man  and  nature,  who  could  not  alone  deftroy  this  facred  Pile, 
whofe  ruines  I fhall  not  have  power  to  mourn , unlefs  I can  fave 
thefe  reliques  from  the  malice  of  thofe  tray  tors  that  purfue  us  3 I’ll 
take  off  his  robe  and  mine  own  too  3 and  if  I can  pafs  for  fome  pri- 
vate Souldier  I’ll  fcape  with  my  load. 

He  Jlrips  off  the  Kings  and  his  own  upper  garments  and  throws 
them  into  the  Wood,  and  covers  the  body  with  Souldier s coats , 
and  is  purfued  by  the  enemy  3 he  beff  rides  the  dead  body  of  the 
King  , untill  Almanzor  and  Roderigo  come  in  and  take 
him. 

Alman.  Who  are  you  ? difarm,  and  bind  him. 

Palan.  We  muft  ask  that  of  you  3 the  day  has  given  you  power 
to  appoint  us  fates. 

Alman.  What  is  he  you  defended  ? 

Palan.  One  that  an  hour  fince  would  have  fought  with  thee,  or 
any  man  alive  3 ’twasmy  Father  3 may  thine  again  never  blefs  his 
eyes  with  a fight  of  thee  , whofe  ambition  has  fet  his  in 
blood. 

Alman.  Thy  faith  fhall  plead  for  thee,  though  thy  curfes  has 
ftruck  me  more  then  any  danger  I ere  faw.  Roderigo , behold 
a great  example  of  faith  and  fortune  3 how  pious  that  young 

man 
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man  looks  in  his  wounds,  and  how  lovely  in  his  forrow ! 

Roder.  And  how  black  we  look  that  caus’d  them  ! myfoulab- 
hors  my  part  of  this  conqueft,  I never  pitied  an  enemy  before  : in- 
deed we  never  met  a gallant  one  till  now  j and  had  not  their  own 
fwords  fought  againft  them,  we  had  not  ftood  here  now  to  mourn 
their  fufferings  5 how  I hate  that  traytor  Clytus  ! he  call’d  me  in  the 
Battle,  and  bad  me  witnefs  what  he  did  for  his  young  King.  Vil- 
lain, fome  old  curfe  will  find  thee  fort. 

Alman.  Well,  what*s  next  to  be  done  } the  Prince  ftands  fiill, 
and  Palantus' s T roops  are  rallied.  , 

Roder.  ’Twas  a gallant  fellow  their  Chief  j Ifaw  him  charge  to 

fecond  the  King,  when  Clytus  broke  him,  but  fince  he  was  not  feen. 

* 

Enter  a Souldier, 

Sould.  Sir,the  Officers  expect  you  5 Clytus  is  prefs’d  by  the  Prince, 
and  calls  for  horfe  to  fecond  him. 

Alman.  Away  with  him  to  my  Quarter,  let  him  receive  no  in-  Joints  to  Pa- 
jury.  \_Exeunt  Almanzor  and  Roderigo.  lantus* 

Sould.  Come,  friend,  (hall  we  be  jogging  ? you  have  a kind 
enemy  you  fee. 

Palan.  His  humanity  has  won  me  ftrangely^  if  I live  to  lee  the 
Princefs  Ihe  lhall  know  how  handlomely  he  gave  his  chara&er,  both 
of  the  King  and  Prince.  His  general  too  is  a brave  fellow  j with 
what  fcorn  and  hatred  he  mention’d  that  traytor  Clytus^  thecaufe 
of  all  thele  mileries } that  villain  laid  this  Scene  of  war  and  death. 

Sould.  Come  difpatch,difpatch. 

Palan.  Witnels  heaven,  how  unwillingly  T part  from  this  dear 
load  } and  friend,  if  thou  wilt  return  and  give  this  old  man  a grave, 
and  but  tell  me  where  you  lay  his  body,  poor  as  I am  in  fortune, 

I lhall  find  fomething  to  reward  fuch  piety. 

1 Sould . When  you  are  fafe  we’ll  talk  of  that. 

1.  Let’s  go  through  the  wood  upon  the  left  hand,  and  there  we 
(hall  have  time  to  examine  his  Pockets.  [ Exeunt  omnes . 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Phillora,  Pollidor,  Ravack,  and  Satyr,  all  rvounded. 

W Jl  » !(j  \ '! 

Phil.  This  way,  this  way,  Pollidor , I lee  the  ftorm  bends  5 all 
their  wicked  force  is  bent  to  deftroy  the  beft  of  men.  s[je  °Ters  t0 

Rav.  Hold  ^Phillora.  m' 

Tollid.  Will  you  yet  retreat,  and  not  with  idle  pafiion  fondly 
purfue  a loft  man  ? you  lee  the  day  is  loft,  you  fee  the  gods  the  ju- 
(ter  fide  have  taken,  the  enemy  has  all  in  chafe  5 and  if  we  ftay  we 
muftexpeft  the  fame  fate  that  follows  their  impiety  j ’tis  ridicu- 
lous, this  love,  that  thus  with  madnefs  you  purfue  $ can  you  ima- 
gine it  poffible  that  thefe  fwords  can  redeem  the  day  ? you  fee  in 
Kindnefs  to  your  grief  we  have  given  up  our  Realon,  and  our  re- 
venge $ and,  for  your  fake,  ftruck  even  againft  our  hearts,  and  all 
that  kindnefs  begets  but  a wilfulqefs  in  you. 

Sffi  Phil 
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Phil . I find  my  Brother  has  but  difiembled  then,  and  Pollidor 
has  no  fenfe  of the  pain  he  never  felt,  nor  kindnefs  for  Phillora ; he 
could  not  elfe  thus  hardily  rub  her  wounded  mind  : but  take  heed 
this  defpifed  power  thou  now  contemned,  do’s  not  in  vengeance 
arm  fome  unequal  dart  againft  thee  } this  mornings  Sun  found  my 
breaft  as  free  as  thine,  proud  too  as  my  Brother,  both  of  my  form 
and  liberty,  and  at  as  high  a rate  I prize  my  freedom  5 yet  one 
fight  of  his  eyes  has  burnt  them  all  to  aihes  } and  I prophefie  thofe 
feveral  virtues  that  now  lye  idle  in  your  bread:,  (hall  but  make 
love  a triumph  when  thofe  torches  of  thy  eyes  (hall  take  fire 
from  that  dar , to  whofe  beauty  fate  and  love  have  decreed 
thy  pain. 

Ravack.  Alas,  Phillora , here’s  none  that  chides  thy  pafiion  3 
counfel  we  may  } we  only  tell  thee,  Love  and  Honour  were  born 
twins,  and  will  endure  neither  reparation  nor  competitors  5 you 
mud  not  divide  thofe  friends,  together  they  aft  gre&L_ahd  glori- 
ous things^  the* mind  that  pofiefleth  them  is  fcarce  mortal,  but 
if  you  feparate  Aat  cordial, you’ll  find  too  late, Love  is  but  the  poy- 
fon  } excellent  in  medicine  when  prepared  and  allayed  with  ho* 
nour,  and  but  prepares  the  way } ’tis  good,  Phillora , at  opening  the 
door  to  let  the  Treacle  in } fo  much  of  the  venom  Love  is  good  as 
ferves  to  fire  the  mind  with  great  thoughts } but  honour  (child) 
mud  dir  eft  his  feet } he  will  neither  find  efie,  nor  know  his  home. 

Phil . Oh,  be  not  thus,  cruel.  Sir,  to  wound  me  with  your  reafon  5 
my  fick  eyes  cannot  fee  the  light } have  mercy  upon  me,  and  let 
me  go. 

Pollid . You  mud  not  go } tis  kindnefs  to  be  cruel : your  pafli- 
on  grows  to  madnefs  5 and  ’tis  folly,  not  friendfhip,  to  liften  to  your 
prayers  5 you  mud  not  pafs. 

Phil,  I (hall  force  my  way  either  through  thine,  or  my  own 
heart. 

Pollid.  Come,  pafihete}  make  thy  way  through  my  heart,  or 
find  it  made  by  grief,  ungrateful  and  unkind  Phillora , to  fee  all 
my  love  and  care  thrown  behind  thee,  like  the  defpifed  things  of 
the  world  } go,  Phillora , follow  thy  pafiion,  give  to  a dranger,  of- 
fer to  the  pride  of  one  that  perhaps  will  not  accept  thy  prefent, 
that  love,  for  nothing  which  thou  wouldd  not  pay  unto  a Bro- 
ther : but  when  thou  returned  here  thou  fhalt  find  me  dead } foi 
know  I will  not  out-live  thy  honour : go  wretched  Maid  , give 
that  innocence  which  thou  (halt  never  find  again  } that  innocency 
for  which,  this  day,  thou  dood’d  the  envy  of  thy  time,  and  wilt 
hereafter  fall  below  a common  pity,  cruel,  blind,  ungrateful  and 
unkind  Phillora. 

Phil.  Oh  Pollidor , Vollidor , thou  had  druck  me  to  the  foul } un- 
grateful, and  unkind  ! any  thing  but  that,  that  was  cruelly  urg’d, 
witnefs  my  broken  heart, to  which  thy  unkind  kindnefs  has  given  its 
mortal  wounds : farewel,  Pollidor } be  thou  happy  though  I might 
not.—  [she Jvpooks  and  falls  doven  : the  Satyr  feents  much  troubled. 

Ran.  She  is  not  well,  die  looks  pale } Philloraj  dear  Phillora , look 
up } fee  thy  Brother  in  tears,  beg  thy  pardon } ’tis  the  heavens 

fights 
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fights  in  this  paflion,  and  their  Wills  muft  not  be  difputed  5 fpeak 
&ndl  y to  her  and  heal  her  mind.  - , 

Pollid.  Alas,  Sir,  how  eafie’tis  for  me  to  fpeak  kindly,  heaven 
knows  that  fees  my  heart  5 Phillora , Sifter,  unlucky  Maid  , once 
more  pardon  the  harlh  expreffions  of  a Brothers  grief,  whole  love 
andkindnefs  miftook  the  way  to  exprefs  it  fdf>  all  my  defign  was 
to  have  recommended  realbrt  as  a companion  for  thy  love,  for 
love  alone  is  but  a paflion,  and  a blind  one  5 Dear  Phillora , much 
care  and  pains  goes  to  make  him  a virtue,  and  then  honour  muft 
be  his  parent,  and  his  iflue  too  5 this  is  all  I had  to  fay,  and  this 
I would  fain  Ihould  have  been  reafon  5 but  thy  love  (hall  prevail 
hereafter  5 and  dear  Phillora  ceale  now  to  be  fad,  and  angry  with 
thy  Brother,  or  to  believe  me  fo  barbarous  as  to  difpute  againft 
that  god  of  paflion  , but  as  I fear  him  thy  enemy Or  think  me 
fuch  a ftranger  to  thy  heart  as  to  doubt  Phillora  s honour  5 what  I 
have  laid  wasortty  to  prompt  thy  mind.  Which  1 found  this  day  fo 
bufie  obeying  of  thy  love,  I was  afraid,  during  this  civil  war  in 
thy  mind , feme  watchful  enemy  paflion  might  furprize  that 
ftrength  which  I am  confident  no  aflaUlt,  or  liege  can  win. 

Phil.  Ever  lov’d,  but  never  dearer  to  my  heart  then  now!  Oh, 
let  me  reft  upon  thy  breft,  and  hide  my  blulhes  there  ! yet  my  foul 
covets  no  faulty  thing  j ’tis  no  whifpherS,  nor  midnights  darkneft 
that  I leek  * no  corner  to  tell  my  ftory  in  5 no  guilt  hangs  upon  my 
heart,  my  mind  and  defires  are  as  bright  as  the  days  guide,  as  pub- 
lick  as  Leopoldo  s name,  I dare  avow  my  love  of  him  5 (hall  we  be- 
caufe  the  gods  frOWn  add  mifery  to  thofe  which  they  afflift,  who, 
we  know , fuffet  for  others  crimes  ? and  joyft  with  treafon  to 
wound  the  man  my  foul  admires?  no  Brother,  he  is  my  Prince? 
and  let  heaven  (peak  to  him  in  thunder,  white  I obey  and  follow 
him  to  his  Grave,  or  throne  5 whiles  my  heart  weeps  over  the 
one,  but  never  envy  him  the  leaft  glory  of  the  other. 

Enter  the  Satyr. 

Satyr.  There  are  armed  men  entred  the  Wood } hafte,dear  Mi- 
ftrefs,  and  follow  me,  or  we  a re  loft.  The  Princes  party  flies  in 
every  place  5 the  enemy  purfues  us  clofe. 
t Phillora.  The  gods  proteft  the  Prince. 

[ Exeunt  Pollidor  and  Phillora. 

. )i,  irv u/i  ' -*  •-  : ' 1 ‘ 1 *,*•<  ' * 

Enter  Ravack,  with  a Helmet  full  of  water. 

Rav.  Here  I left  her,  there’s  the  Satyr*  where’s  my  Daughter? 

Satyr.  Now  gone  into  the  Woods. 

Rav.  What  makes  you  ftay  behind,  what  is’t  you  gaze  on  ? 

A man  lyes  a dying  here  in  thebufh,  he  groans  and  ftirs 

Rav.  A man,  where  ? [Ravack  looks  upon  him  very  earnejlly. 

Satyr.  Come,  leave  him,  prithee  Mafter,  he  s but  ill  company 
now,  and  going  a worfe  journey  ^ and  if  we  ftay,  perhaps,  wc 
may  be  lent  upon  the  lame  errand.  Rav. 
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, , . . Rdv.  Is  there  any  life  ? help,  hold  up  his  head,  he  breathes  and 

trd  ’ *tls  ^onS  ^nce  * ^aw  X^S  ^ace3  yet  l^ere  are  lines  in  it  my  me- 
7n? finds  his  mory  retains,  ’tis  he.— -This  confirms  me,Heaven  I accept  thisof- 
fignet.  fer  5 Cure  fome  great  work  is  defign’d  in  this  chances  I’ll  bear  him 
to  our  Cave,  but  firft  111  take  off  his  Ring  for  fear  the  enemy  meet 

us  5 come.,  help  to  take  him  up. Little  haft  thou  deferv’d  this 

charity  from  me  3 but  I’ll  not  upbraid  thy  afhes  > if  I can  recover 
him  of  his  wounds  we’l  find  a way  to  make  him  ufeful  to  us,  at  leaft 
fecure  him  for  hindring  our  defigns. 

Satyr.  Carry  him  to  the  Cave  5 and  if  he  be  a friend  let  me  alone 
to  cure  him.  i [Exeunt  omnes. 

?id  arj  o.»  -v-sirt  • i-mvV\  itob  bn::  •.  • { 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  V. 

. ; . v.  • -V'  ~ r v , • f|  V - , ; • 

Enter  Palantus  bound  in  the  Wood , with  two  Souldiers 
whifpering  together. 
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Palau. T Do  not  like  thefe  villains  whifpering,  they  have  made  me 
X leave  the  road  3 lure  they  defign  fome  mifehief  in  this 
wood  3 fhould  I feem  to  fear,  that  might  encourage  them  in  their 
villany — How  now.  What  whifp  ring’s  this  ? 

I,  Sould.  What  we  have  done  already  is  more  than  we  can  an- 
r , . fwer  3 let  us  fearch  his  pockets,  and  deliver  him  to  the  guard  at  the 
*efc*s  bun  and  ^0Gt  t^ie  HilL 

prii  cm  bis  Palantus.  Villaines,  this  violence  fhall  coft  you  dear. 
pstrfe.  2.  Sould.  Ha!  This  is  no  fmall  bird,  fuch  feathers  few  of  your 

kind  wear. 


1.  Sould.  Search  farther  3 Here’s  aje  wel  too,  and  papers,  thofe 
we  fhall  not  ufe. 

Palantus.  If  they  find  my  pidure  too  I’me  loft,  my  Soul  cannot 
indure  thatfeparation  5 What  would  you  have  more,  have  you  not 

He  refills  ta^en  already  ? Hell  take  your  loathed  Souls. 

andlbey* 1  2*  SoHbd.  Oh,  this  is  it  3 A pidure,  what  have  we  here  ? Golden 
throw  him  Houfes  for  fhadows  ? 

down.— They  Palantus.  ’Tis  fo  , a pidure  onely,  after  all  the  reft  of  your 

Jksrcb  bis  Injuries  , reftore  but  that  and  I’ll  freely  forgive  you  3 take  the 
^fnlthe^  ca^etoo5  onely  the  pidure  again  3 if  you  have  any  humanity  you 
tidJn  be  not  ^eny 5 *tls_  to  you  of  no  ufe,  but  to  me  the  deareft  jew- 

kjckf  and  mY  life  3 *Tis  ofa  friend, whofe  Memory  I adore  3 fet  any  rate 

kites  all  the  upon  it  and  I’ll  purchafe  it  3 it  is  your  own  Intereft  I propofe. 
while.  1.  Sould.  Keep  our  counfel  and  you  fhall  have  it,  upon  our 

words  we’ll  reftore  it  3 But  if  you  tell  any  Tales,  or  complain  to 
the  General  of  this  vifitation  of  your  pockets,  then  down  goes 
Dagon , nothing  faves  your  Saint  3 here  fhe  fhall  lie  fafe  till  we  find 
you  a man  of  your  word  3 till  then,  take  a civil  leave  of  her,  and 
let’s  be  gone. 

Talantus.  Without  you  will  reftore  it  I’ll  not  ftir  one  ftep. 

2.  sould.  Come,come  3 if  you  confent  to  go  in  all  together, we’ll 
afford  you  the  cutting  into  quarters,  and  do  it  at  four. 


Talantus. 


Pa  t.  I.  Or,  The  Love  o f Shadows. 

Talantus.  Villaines,  you’ll  dearly  repent  this  Tnfolence.— — Pray^ 
(and  heartily)  I get  not  my  hands  loole  > ’twill  be  lad  to  Tome  of  you 
ever  if  I be  free. 

i.Sould.  Come,  fret  and  curfe  at  home,  till  we  repent. 

[ ^Exeunt  omies . 

ACT.  V.SCEN.  VI.  ‘ 

Enter  Leopold,  and  Arcus,  wounded. 

Leopoldo.f~\  H Arcus , ’twas  (lie , there’s  nothing  like  her  $ She  is 
\__y  an  original,  I faw  her  and  the  poor  Satyr  too  } la- 
bouring in  our  caufe,  fhe  ads  above  a mortal  power  ; My  Hearts  a 
fire  till  I know  her  Fortune  $ (he  had  the  fcarf  on  I gave  the 
Satyr  } My  Father  and  Ealantus  are  both  wounded,  and  both 
milling  } Hafte  and  try,  if  poflible,  in  this  general  milchief,  to  favc 
feme  remnant  of  our  family  : Find  my  Sifter,  conjure  her  to  hade 
to  Capua,  and  there  {hip  for  Rome  } whither  ( if  I can  reach  my 
ends)  I’ll  with  diligence  repair. 

Arcus.  Alafs,  Sir,  I fear  Ihe’s  loft,  and  fo  will  you  be  too  if 
you  thus  purfiie  your  paflion  } Confider,  Sir,  how  many  thoufand 
lives  and  fortunes  hang  upon  your  precious  dayes. 

Leop.  Lotf  ! Heaven  lleeps  not  fure  , nor  will  fo  negligently 
part  with  fuch  a Jewel } And  Nature,  kind  Nature,  that  has  care 
even  of  Plants,  and  waits  fo  diligently  upon  every  Seafon,  think’ft 
thou  , Arcus  5 fhe  would  mind  a Bird  or  Tree  and  negled 
thefe  ? No,  no,  fhe’d  fooner  fpare  the  Sun  , the  Pride  of  her 
workmanlhip,  then  fuffer  fuch  a blow } ’twrould  wound  her  deeper 
then  her  oppofites  of  Sword,  Plague,  and  F amine,  though  waited 
on  by  death}  Hark,  we  are  purfu’d}  fome  brave  Enemy  that 
would  bring  a gallant  Revenge , or  a handfome  death , would 
make  me  fmile  upon  my  Fortune}  But  I talk,  and  thou  art  here 
hill,  my  Sifter  will  be  loft } Flie,  Arcus,  fly,  ere  it  be  too  late  to 
counfel  her. 

Arcus.  Alafs,  Sir,  what  fallen  Starr  rules  you  ? Why  would 
you  have  me  leave  you?  Why  do  you  choofe  to  fall  alone  ? Do 
you  think  I amoffolowafpirit,  or  lo  bale  as  to  leave  my  Prince  in 
danger  , and  feek  my  own  fafety  ? Go , and  I’ll  follow  you 
throughout  all  the  world  } but  if  I leave  you , Heaven  curfe 
me. 

Lcop.  We  are  all  loft  then?  for  I am  refblved  to  find  this  Maid 
erel  think  offafety  > I ft  w her  enter  this  wood.  Oh , Arcus,  ’tisa 
ftrange  wonder  of  her  Sex } ’Tis  a gallant  Mind  dwells  in  that 
private  Breaft,nnd  bleft  is  he  fhall  find  a Friendfhip  there,  yet  my 
Love  fhall  cut-vie  his  ^ For  he  that  is  her  equal,  is  mercenary,  and 
propOfes  to  himfelf  her  for  his  reward,  which  I cannot  without 
injuring  her  or  Lcopoldo  } which  ere  I will  do,  thou  fhalt  fee 
me  fly  where  my  delpaires  will  carry  me,  and  converfe  with 
Beafts  or  Trees,  envying  the  life  of  Plants,  whifft  I defpife  my 
own. 

Arcus, 
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Arcus.  Oh  Sir,  let  me  beg  once  in  my  dayes  to  be  believed; 
and  left  my  fears  prove  fatal , by  her  whofe  fair  eyes  you  love 
beft  I beg  you’ll  at  left  quit  this  habit  and  your  order,  and  for  a 
time  ftrike  fail  to  fortune  in  this  ftorm  } you’ll  fink  a brave  veflel 
elfe,  and  lol'e  a noble  fraught. 

Leop.  How  ? And  fall  a private  man  ? Pluck  from  my  felf 
my  Honour  ? No,  Arcus  , thou  {halt  fee  me  frown , and  meet 
the  worft  of  Fortunes  }'  For  I dare  die,  as  well  as  live  a Prince  5 
And  here , with  all  the  Triurmo  , and  glorious  diftindions  of  a 
Prince , thou  (halt  fee  me  fall  a crowned  facrifice  to  Love  and 
Fortune. 

Arcus.  Sir  , Wifedom  as  well  as  Courage  is  allowed  us  in  all  our 
accidents  of  this  life  5 and  to  be  wilful  in  our  miferies  upbraids 
the  gods,  and  looks  as  if  we  would  glorifie  our  felves  : Befides 
if  you  defire  to  be  capable  of  enjoying  her  own  wiftie's  in  this 
habit , and  like  your  felf,  it  is  impoflible.  Leopoldo , This  day 
was  your  happinefs  } But  Leopoldo  now  can  promife  nothing  but 
misfortunes  5 your  mifery  is  the  defire  of  all  men.  The  "bufie 
Ambition  of  the  Enemy  hunts  nothing  but  thegreatnefs  of  the 
Prince  5 In  which  time  a private  man  may  efcape  5 Befides,  the 
the  Maid  will  fooner  liften  to  your  words  when  you  ftand  in  a 
level  with  her , then  when  fhe  fees  fuch  a defperate  height  as  is  be- 
twixt her  and  her  Princes  Love. 

Leop.  Ha!  What  haft  thou  faid  ? Tis  Truth  he  urges,  and  I 

fubmit  to  thy  Reafon  in  hopes  to  find  it  fuccesfull  } Thus  I 

Tulls  of  bis  confentto  adifguife,  which  this  publick  Character  cannot  wear. 

Order.  Her e , Arcus , take  this  envied  Character  from  my  alflided  Breaft} 

This  fhewes  how  dangerous  thefe  diftindions  of  Honour  are,  and 
how  vain  men  are  that  feek  them.— — Poor  and  fafe  } could  great- 
nefs  believe  that  truth  ! how  happy  might  we  be  whofe  fad  expe- 
rience I now  muft  prove?  Would  I could  lofe  my  felf  to  all  the 
world  , but  thee  Fellatnira  , and  this  Maid. 

Arcus.  Come,Sir}  who  knows  but  this  {looping  a little  to  For- 
tune may  make  her  kind,  and  take  it  for  fatisfadion  for  all  the 
fcornes  your  Virtue  has  thrown  upon  her}  trufting  ftill  to  Ju- 
ftice,  and  afpiringto  that  title  rather  then  the  fortunate  Leopoldo  : 
Hark,  Sir , the  noife  draws  this  way  } in  this  wToods  thicknefs  we 
may  hide  our  felves,  and  let  the  danger  pafs. 

Leop.  Lead  the  way,  but  with  how  ill  a will  I yield  to  Fortune, 
the  gods  witnefs } Love,  ’tis  thy  power  more  then  any  argument 
of  fear  or  hope  prevails  with  me.  [_  Exeunt  omnes. 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  VII. 

Enter  Ravack  and  Phillora. 

Ravach^t  | Is  fure  a party  of  the  Enemy  that  purfues  us,  but 
1 thefe  woods  are  thick,  and  we  are  now  near  home. 

Phil.  ’Twas  the  Prince,  I know  his  clothes  > His  royal  (lave  was 
with  him  too , a mark  not  to  be  miftaken. 


Ravack. 
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Rav.  If  the  Satyr  overtook  him  he  is  then  retir’d  to  our  Caven 
to  enjoy  the  welcome  news  of  the  Rings  fafety,  which  if  his  age  de- 
nies not,  I can  promife. 

rhil.  How  fain  I would  believe  the  Prince  fafe  too  in  this  time 
of  penurious  hope  ! that  he  lived,  were  all  I would  ask  : Alas,  I 
law  him  fall  amongfl:  his  enemies } and  fince  that  lad  hour  can  give 
my  heart  no  news  of  his  fafety  5 I would  fain  fpeak  with  him,  and 
tell  him  only  how  innocent  and  faithful  a paflion  my  heart 
labours  with.  Could  he  then  be  fo  barbarous  as  to  fcorn  me  ? 


Enter  pom  the  Wood  Arcus  and  Leopoldo. 

Leop.  Mo,  no,  gentle  Maid  $ Heaven  (if  thy  rage  have  a curfe  yet 
left  in  (tore)  throw  it  upon  me  ill  fcorn  thee. 

Phil.  Tisthe  Prince  y and  thus  upon  my  knees  I fall  to  him,  in 
vertue,  courage  and  all  that’s  excellent,  a Prince*,  all  but  thefe 
miferiesare  his  own  : Oh  Sir,  that  you  are  fafe  is  all  my  joy  3 and 
let  not  the  Prince  be  angry  to  find  a fond  Girle  hunt  his  greatnefs, 
who  begins  to  fear  her  felf  his  evil  Angel  > you  were  never  happy 
lincelfawyou. 

Leop.  Fair  and  dear  5 what  intereft  in  this  days  chance  engaged 
your  virgin  hand  ? why  doftthou  not  fly  before  our  misfortunes 
crufh  thee? 

Phil.  Oh  Sir  i gods  and  men  will  fight  your  caufe,  and  all  that 
have  heard  of  Leopoldo  (but  this  band  of  wicked  ones)  would  dye 
for  you  > and  if  my  life  could  fave  a hair  of  that  generous  head,  Tde 
dye  as  quietly  as  little  birds  in  their  Nells  3 for  I fhall  never  find  a 
joy  but  in  ferving  you  5 and  ’tisone  great  blefling  we  have  laved 
the  King. 

Leop.  The  King  ! 

Rav.  By  the  appointment  of  the  geds,  I hope,  he  fell  into  my 
hands,  faint  and  full  of  wounds,  known  by  this  iignet  upon  his  fin- 
ger } for  ’tis  long  fince  my  age  left  wandring  in  the  Iplendid  paths 
of  Courts^  he  is  now  in  our  Cave,  where  he  is  lafe  and  private  3 
and  I hope  a blefling  in  his  cure } and  if  your  Highnels  will  vouch- 
lafe  to  put  your  royal  head  under  that  humble  roof  till  thisftorm 
be  over,  we  fhall  think  our  lelves  bleft  in  the  occalion. 

Leop.  No  more,  no  more  } my  life  and  all  that  ever  was  preci- 
ous I value  lefs  then  this  news  3 in  fpight  of  mifehief  I grow 
happy,  fince  I have  found  a faith  here  3 for  I heard  your  dilcourfe 
even  now,  the  joy  it  gave  me  may  your  foul  never  with  in  vain} 
may  I not  know  your  name  ? 

Phil.  Phillora , Sir,  I am  called  > Daughter  to  this  good  old  man  } 
herein  thele  woods  I had  my  birth  and  abode}  1 have  a Brother 
too,  dear  as  mine  eyes } he’s  now  bleeding  in  your  Highnefs  caufe, 
ambitious  to  be  in  wounds,  ally’d  to  your  miferies}  heaven  blefs 
him  when  he  fights  your  Battles , and  curfe  them  that  fight 
againfl:  you. 

Arcus.  ’Tis  the  prettied:  and  the  gallanted  innocence  that  ever 

T 1 1 my 


5*4 


* 


A fide. 


Bellamira  her  Dream  : Part.  I. 

my  eyes  faw  5 ye  gods , fuch  another  excellency  but  my  bright 
Miftrefs  fare  the  earth  fhews  not  ^ how  my  heart  pities  the  difpa- 
rity  of  her  birth,  that  forbids  them  to  equal  the  gods  in  happinefs ! 

Leop.  Gentle  Phillora , is  there  no  hope  to  find  your  love  has  cha- 
rity for  my  paflion,  as  well  as  value  for  1'ome  other  objeft  ? 

Phil,  Find  the  means.  Sir,  to  fatisfia  that  queffion  > let  the  Prince 
and  honour  fearch  it,  and  if  I deny,  at  the  rate  of  my  life,  to  pur- 
chale  it , let  no  mercy  find  me. 

Leop.  Oh  Phillora , name  not  thofe  tyrants , honour  and  opini- 
on, that  ftill  periecutes  mankind,  and  impofe  their  feverelaws  up- 
on our  hearts  $ what  have  Lovers  to  do  with  them,  or  they  with 
us  ? we  will  love  beyond  their  Rules,  and  faffer  beyond  their  ex- 
amples, till  there  be  nothing  left  for  us  to  imitate  j and  then  we 
will  our  felves  become  examples  ^ and  to  love  like  us  fhall  be  the 
oxt  ages  rule  5 and  Phillora^  all  ages  wonder. — Yet,  methinks, 
in  mic ft  of  my  defpairs  honour  holds  out  a light,  which  though  it 
be  afar  off,  it  guides  me  to  fomething  that  I may  hope. 

Phil.  Hope,  Sir!  why  not?  all  that  is  honourable 5 and  your 
vertue  will  overcome  the  reft  of  fate  S there’s  nothing  lays  fuch  vi- 
olen.  hands  upon  generous  mind*  as  to  fee  a Lover  defpair  of  being 
happy  • and  this  doubtful  looking  upon  your  wifhes,  whatever  they 
be,  ihall  make  me  givefooner  then  the  greateft  Argument  your  va- 
nity can  propofe  5 there  is  a kind  of  Magick  in  the  eye  of  a lan- 
guilhing  defpair,  that  good  nature  cannot  fee  without  pity,  and 
yields  fooner  to  it  then  prefumptuous  confidence,  or  force. 

Leop.  Yet  force  has  been  fuccefsful,  and  many  have  out-liv’d  it. 

Pi.il.  None,  where  there  was  honour. 

Leop.  Will  you  then  deny  the  fame  of  thofe  maids  that  luftand 

force  have  injur’d  ? 

Phil.  If  they  out-live  it  unmindful  ofa  juft  revenge,  I (hall. 

Leop . Would  you  be  fo  cruel  to  kill  the  man  fhould  thus  fpeak 
his  pa;,  non,  when  this  Idol,  honour,  you  adore,  hasftop’d  all  other 
poffible  ways  to  his  defire  ? 

Arcus.  Ha  ! ’twas  not  well  urg’d.  \_Afidc, 

Rav.  If  this  be  ferious,  I have  yet  a power  to  fave  her  honour. 

Phil.  Do  you  doubt  it,  Sir  ? would  I live  fam’d  here,  or  dye  to 
become  a ftar  in  heaven  ? lo  fare  I would  kill  all  that’s  mortal,  if 
this  fpear  could  reach  him. 

Leop.  Why,  ’tis  not  for  fear  of  the  gods  then  that  you  are  ho- 
neft  ? for,  fare,  murther  is  worle  then  rape/and  in  this  you  declare 
there  is  fomething  you  prefer  to  them.'  Suppofe  I fhould  now  by 
the  advantage  I could  find  abufe  this  opportunity,  would  you  kill 

me  } 

Phil.  The  gods  forbid  $ no.  Sir,  when  I find  the  Prince  ftart 
back  from  virtue,  and  fo  far  quit  his  own  Rules  of  goodnefs,  that 
have  gain’d  him  the  firname  of  juft,  and  for  my  fake  become  a 
Ravi  (her,  I fhall  quickly  let  him  fee  how  I hate  fuch  a tempter  for 
when  I find  my  innocence  too  weak  to  defend  my  honour  I fhall 
at  leaft  find  honour  enough  to  defend  my  innocence:,  and  I will  al- 
ways dye  worthy  your  love,Sir,when  you  Ihall  refufe  to  let  me  live 
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fo  3 nor  is  death  faulty  then,  but  like  a friend  to  vertue,  finding  op= 
preft  arms  in  her  defence  3 and  ftrikes,  not  to  deftroy  Thillora^  but 
to  refcue  her  honour. 

Leopx  Upon  my  foul  thou  wouldft,  thou  excellent  and  (ingle  in 
thy  goodnefs  3 come  neer  old  man,  and  record  my  vows,  that  if 
thy  Daughter  be  but  gently  born,  herefl  fix  my  heart  3 either  hers 
or  never  womans,  (b  heaven  and  earth  affift  me. 

Phil.  Oh  hold,  Sir,  callback  that  vow  3 be  ftill  my  Prince, 
while  I follow  and  admire  you  as  far  as  fame  finds  faith,  or  pafiage  3 
but  to  be  yours  will  make  me  blu(h  for  ever,  and  the  guilt  will  al- 
ways dejed  me. 

Leop.  By  my  love,  by  . beauty,  innocency,  and  all  that  s fair, 
by  truth  itfelf,  or  Thillora  (which  is  all  thefe)  I (wear,  thy  honour 
1 and  my  vow  I’ll  mold  religioufly  preferve  5 and  if  my  life  be  bleft 
by  thy  embraces,  thou  (halt  command  more  in  that  day  then  I 
would  beg  now  3 do  not  doubt  my  faith  nor  your  power,  which 
nothing  but  your  fears  can  lefien. 

Rav.  The  gods  fay.  Amen. 

Phil.  Rather  all  the  gods  forbid  (uch  Hymens  (hould  attend  your 
blefled  day  3 let  me  firft  (ink  forgotten  into  my  little  grave,  ere  I 
become  the  fubjed  of  fuch  a curie. 

Leop.  Is  this  Philloras  friendfhip  ? 

rhil.  Do  I refufe  this  for  want  of  love  ? no,  Sir,  when  that, 
comes  in  queftion  my  life  is  ready  to  clear  the  doubt  > I know  l 
have  nor  birth,  nor  parts  to  pretend  a fellowfhip  to  Crowns  * the 
fin  and  guilt  of  fuch  an  ad  would  fink  me  lower  then  your  paffion 
has  done  you  3 let  me  be  ftill  your  fubjed  with  my  innocence  3 let 
your  Reafonlove  me  as  well  as  your  paffion,  left  I lofeyourlove 
and  your  value  both ; for  in  unequal  Hymens  beauty  will  find  but. 
affiortreign.  For  Princes  grow  afham’d  of  their  faults  3 and  the 
gods  proted  me  from  fuch  mifery  as  your  depos’d  love. 

Leop.  Will  Phillora  thus  cruelly  punifh  my  love?  thus, for  fear 
of  a poffible  ill,  to  make  me  certainly  miferable  ? 

Phil.  Alas,  Sir  3 my  love  in  all  its  kindnefs  fpeaks  to  you  5 and 
when  you  forget  your  felf  you  ought  to  be  punifh’d  for  that  ad 
more  then  for  your  crimes  to  others.  Iamfurel  fhallbe  feverer 
far  when  you  offend  fo  then  when  you  injure  me  j for  witnefs  hea- 
ven, Leopoldo  is  ftill  moft  precious  in  my  eyes.  Oh,  Sir  3 rather 
hafteto  repair  the  ruines  of  this  day  3 you  were  never  overcome, 
till  now,  and  fink  fafter  amongft  your  friends  then  in  the  Battle  3 
and  I that  would  dye  to  ferve  you,  in  this  command  you  would 
make  me  the  dcftroyer  of  my  Prince. 

Leop.  ’Tisrefolv’d,I  will  be  thine,  or  elfe  a (ingle  life  fate  (hall 
not  deny  me. 

Rav.  Ye  gods,  what  do  I hear  and  fee?  my  glad  heart  is  big 

with  joy. 

•Arcus.  I hear  a noife  of  weapons.  / [_A  noife  in  the  IVoqcI. 

Phil.  Alas,  Sir,  we  have  talk’d  away  our  fafety  3 1 fear  new  dan- 
gers, or  reparation,  worfe  then  death. 

Rav.  Yet  it  we  can  regain  the  wood.  I’ll  guide  you  tg  my  Cave 
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Leopoldo.  Oh  Phillora,  'tis  in  vain.,  they  are  upon  us. 


Part.  I. 


Enter  three  or  four  Souldiers , and  fet  upon  them , and  after  the 
Souldiers  the  Spanifh  Frince  : the  Spanijh  party  drives  the  reft 
off  the  Stage, 


Enter  Al~ 
manzor. 
Leopoldo 
looks  about. 
They  fight , 


Alman.  Yield  thee , wretch , or  this  bold  attempt  (hall  coft 
thee  dear}  thy  (afety  is  in  yielding. 

Leop . ’Tis  he,  and  we  are  alone  $ heaven,  thou  ?trt  kind. 

Alman.  The  villain  has  wounded  me  again  } fubh  a courage  in  a 
Almanzor  is  wretch,  and  of  a beaten  party,  I never  found. 
wounded.  Leopt  There , take  your  length  on  that  earth  your  ambition 
Leopoldo  thOUght  to  enllave } fee  how  one  handful  of  it  has  check'd  that  in 
ZTdinthT' a^  glory  5 my  heart  has  not  mahce  nor  bafenefs  enough  to 
dofc^iCarrns  ftrike  thee  upon  thee  ground,  nor  leifure  to  confider  thy  fate,  until 
and  throws  I have  found  my  dear  Phillora  } lure  thefe  woods  have  paid  his 
him.  debt.  { JExit  Leopoldo. 

Enter  Roderigo,  and  Souldiers. 


Roder,  Thefe  woods  are  fo  thick,  and  the  Rogues  fly  like  deer  in 
them  } ’tis  in  vain  to  purfue  ’em,  where  left  you  the  Prince  ? 

1.  Sou  Id.  I fa  w him  not.  Sir. 

2.  Sould.  Nor  I. 

Roder.  Nor  you  ? ye  dogs,  where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Sould.  We  faw  him  not.  Sir,  finceweleftthe  party. 

Alman.  Roderigo , here,  thy  hand,  prithee. 

Roder.  Ha ! wounded,  and  upon  the  ground  ! 

Alman.  My  hurts  are  Height,  by  chance  of  war  only  5 and  it  was 
a gallant  fellow,  who  ere  he  be,  that  gave  them. 

Rod. Beat  all  the  woods  and  plains, he  cannot  efcapeywhat  was  he? 

Alman.  Seek  him,  but  upon  your  lives  wrong  him  not  } ’tis  but  a 
private  perfon  } but  I dare  fay,  a bolder  foul  tri’d  not  his  fate 
this  day. 


Enter  Souldiers,  bringing  the  Frince  Leopoldo  bound. 

Sould.  This  is  he.  Sir  } we  knew  him  by  your  Highnefs  fword. 

Alman.  'Tisfo,  ufe  him  kindly,  and  carry  him  to  my  quarters. 
If  thy  Prince  had  fought  thus  well  this  day  he  had  not  been  mif- 
fing now  in  Battle. 

Leop.  My  Prince  fought  better  then  the  proudeft  of  you  5 my 
Prince  flood  the  laft  danger  of  the  field,  and  fcorns  to  fly  i he’s 
either  dead,  or  worfe,  in  chains  } nor  can  youboaft  your  victory, 
which  you  ow  to  our  own  fwords  } ’twas  Clytus , not  Almanzor , beat 
Leopoldo. 

Roder.  Away  with  him  to  the  Quarters. 

’ Sould.  We’ll  through  the  woods  again,  and  try  what  ballafthe 
bears  in  his  breeches. 

Roder.  Make  hafte,  and  meet  us  at  the  hill  by  the  wood  fide. 

{ Exeunt  omnes . 


Partis  prima  Finis. 
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The  Names  of  the  A&ors: 


The  King  of  Naples  and  Sicily . 

Ortho , Brother  of  the  King,  (lain  in  a Battel. 

Leopoldo , Prince  of  5 za/)1  and  Naples . 

Alman^or^ Prince  of  Spain. 

Roderigo'^  Hi$  Lieutenant  General. 

Red  amir  a , Sifter  ro  Leopoldo . 

Fidelia , A Lady  of  the  Court. 

Folledor , c ‘ ^ ^ J ^ >,  i 1 

Mi/for*  his  Sifter  J Two  Forefters. 

Ravach^,  A banifhcd  Lord,  of  dead  Ortho's  party. 

N/gro,  > 

Clytus,  > Three  Lords  of  Ortho's  party, in  Arms  in  Caietta. 
Cleon , } 

Palantus , General  of  the  Horfe  to  the  King  of  «S/cz7y  and 
Naples. 

Philemon , An  old  Lord  at  Court. 

Satyr,  In  Love  with  Phillora. 

Arcus  $ A Moor,  Slave  to  Leopoldo. 

Juba,  A Moor,  Friend  to  Arcus,  ^ „ f „ .. 

Cadefs , his  Sifter.  7.  | Both  Pr,foner!- 

Sonldicrs  and  Servants,  fuch  as  the  Scene  Requires. 
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ACT.  I.  S C E N.  I. 


Enter  two  Souldiers,  with  Leopoldo  hound. 

i.Sould.  ^rO  Mutiny  Friend,  the  Day  being  ours,  our 

1^^  j Swords  have  given  us  Title  to  all  you  have. 

2.  Sonld.  I I Your  Throat  is  mine  too,  and  be  ftill 

while  he  geld  your  Pocket,  or  I fhall  fpoil 
^ your  Drinking. 

Leop.  Can  you  anfwer  this  to  your  Officer  ? He  commanded 
you  to  fee  mefafe  to  his  Tent,  elfe  no  fuch  bafe  hands  as  yours 
fhould  have  had  power  to  have  bound  me. 

1.  Sonld.  Come  Sir}  thefe  hands  are  as  proper  to  pick  yout  Poc-  jye  50l)jcjj 

ket  as  the  beft  in  the  Army,  What’s  here  ? A Chain,  by  my  faith,  ers  j / 
and  Cold  too.  chain  nut  of 

2.  Sonld.  D‘ye  hear.  Brother,  no  pocketing , lay  all  down,  faired-  pocket , 

play,  and  when  we  have  done,  divide.  an^  puts  it 

1.  Sonld.  Yes,  yes,  what’s  that  ? A Jewel?  Is’t  right?  a^t 

2.  Sonld.  If  it  prove  falfe  we’ll  have  his in  the  room } nec^' 

this  was  nofmall  Fool. 

1.  And  his  Ranfom  will  be  no  Bauble,  and  let  me  alone  to  ufe 
him  ill  enough  to  make  him  haften  it. 

Leop.  Let  me  go,  and  111  pay  it,  to  either,  and  by  all  the  Gods 
fwear  fecrecy. 

2.  Sonld.  Ha ! hum  ! 


i.  Sonld, 
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his  Breajl. 

He  c .itches 
bold  of  the 
ebaine. 

' They  jlrive 
for  the  chain. 


1 . Sould.  What  is’t  he  fayes  ? 

2.  Sould.  Something  that  carries  reafon  if  we  durft  truft  him. 

1.  Sould.  D’  ye  hear  ? either  truft  him  and  let  him  go,or  cut  his 
Throat;  for  if  he  lives  to  fee  the  Prince,  hell  tell  what  he  has  loft  3 
and  then  we  muft  not  onely  reftore  all,  but  put  fair  for  hanging. 

2.  Sould.  And  ’twould  be  a fad  bufinefs  to  change  this  Gold 
chain  for  a halter  3 My  Friend,  turn  to  the  Tree  and  pfay,  for  I am 
refolved  not  to  lofe  one  link  of  this  chain  for  your  lpan  of  dayes  3 
How  fine  my  Girl  will  be  when  fhe  has  it  on  ! 

1.  Sould.  Juft  as  fine  as  mine,  ’twill  burn  your  fingers  elfe  3 that 
as  the  reft  muft  be  divided. 

2.  Sould.  No,  no,  ’tis  pity  tofpoile  it  5 take  you  his  Clothes  in 
confideration  of  half  3 Come  Friend,  difpatch  this  matter. 

Leop.  Villain,  wilt  thou  rob  me  and  murther  me  too?  Take 
The  Souldier  heed,  thy  wants  may  plead  for  the  one,  but  no  excufe  will  fave  thee 
holds  his  from  that  vengeance  that  fees  thee  if  thou  (halt  ad  the  other  3 The 
Blood  thou  Ihed’ft  in  the  heat  of  battle  may  find  fome  excufe,  as 
drawn  from  an  Enemy,  though  Trealon  brought  thee  there. 

2.  Sould.  Nay,  nay,  no  fentences  3 -Tray,  if  you  can,  or  die, 
overfeen , and  lay  you  were  fairly  advifed  5 ’twill  be  lo,  iudeed 
it  will-,  I cannot  afford  it  cheaper,  will  you  difpach? 

Leop.  Villain  ! 

1.  Sould.  Yet  ’ere  you  do  it,  I fhall  make  bold  with  this. — (Half 
is  my  right,  and  I’ll  have  it.) 

2.  Sould.  It  may  be  fo , but  I fhall  fee  you  prove  that  right  ere  I 
quit  it. 

Leop.  Hell  that  gave  a#Mind  to  men  full  of  Avarice,  and  corrup- 
ted Souls , Luft  for  wealth,  fend  Difcord  the  fruit  of  thatcurfed 
metal  to  fill  their  Hearts. 

1.  Sould.  Let  it  go. 

2.  Sould.  I will  not. 

Leop.  So,lo,that  blow  will  be  reveng’d,I  hope  3 1 have  a weapon 
H flips  donn  in  my  boot,  could  I con  e but  to  ufe  it  3 I might  gain  my  freedom 
his  hands  , by  this  ftrife. — ’Tis  done, now  I am  free  3 But  ’ere  ’tis  known,  let 
gets  t be  me  get  within  reach  of  them  3 Hold,  as  you  are  S ou  Idler  j-,hold,  do 
anFlutTthe not  ^r^ve  f°r  trifles  at  the  rate  of  lives  too. 

firings  that  2.  Sould.  Stand  you  off,  or  I fhall  fpoile  your  expedation  5 You 
hinds  them,  had  hdpe  a good  from  this,but  you  are  couzen’d : keep  off, or  I fhall 
find  a (pare  thruft  fhall  do  your  bufinefs. 

Leop . For  wifhing  your  good? 

2.  Sould.  A pox  on  your  Charity  and  your  baubles  3 1 would  you 
been  both  hanged  when  I met  with  you  3 the  Rogue  has  hurt  me. 

Leop.  If  that  Villain  fcapes  me  I am  ftrangely  couzen’d. 

1 .Sould. I am  wounded  too, will  you  divide  yet  ? And  not  let  him 
laugh  at  both  3 he’s  like  to  be  our  Heir  andExecutor  if  we  agree  not. 

2.  Sould.  I am  content  3 We  are  Fricnds,and  thou  fhalt  have  half} 
Here’s  my  Hand,  and  let’s  difpatch  him. Oh,  he  has  kill’d  me. 

While  they  embrace , the  Princejlabs  the fecond  Souldier,  and  takes 
his  fword3  he  falls.  Thefirfi  Souldier  fetsupon  the  Prince , they 
fight  3 the  Souldier  falls,  his perrmig  drops  off. 

Leop. 


7 he  firft 
Souldier 
Jlril{(S3  they 
fight. 
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Leop.  Ye  gods,  that  thus  have  arm’d  in  defence  of  my  Irino- 
cency,  to  you  I acknowledge  this  ftrange  deliverance  5 I am  free, 
but  whither  to  go  to  keep  that  liberty,  you  that  miraculoufly  have 
lent  it  direft  me  too  3 I would  find  Phi llor a , but  I know  not  where 
to  feek  her  known  and  purfu’d  in  this  habit , though  not  for  the 
Prince,  yet  as  an  Enemy,  will  be  dangerous.  — ha  ! fee  what  fate 
prefents  in  this  Extremity  $ ’tis  a Perriwig,  why  not  ufe  it,  and 
change  habits  with  this  Souldier,  and  fo  attempt  to  pafs  as  one  of 
them  ? it  muft  be  fo,  my  wounds  will  be  my  cxcufe  too,  for  being 
behind  my  Fellows  3 Thus,  like  an  Enemy  to  my  felf  I’ll  prove  a 
Friend,  and  from  thefe  bitter  flowers  this  honey  gather*  and  by 
Fortune  made  equal  to  my  love,  fafely  enjoy  the  conversion  of 
that  maid,  in  this  private  habit,  which  was  refus’d  as  Prince,  when 

fortune  frown’d. 1 ftart  not  at  this  mifery  at  all  3 nor  will  I Heflrlpstbe 

upbrav’d  the  gods  for  thefe  afflictions , ’tis  the  common  fate  of  the  Souldier^ant 
beftof  Princes  3 no  ftory  but  is  fill’d  with  thefe  blots  of  Treafon, carrie{  the 
and  the  certain  Vengeance  that  purfues ’em  3 And  who  e’re  he  b eC/ot!^es 
that  will  venture  into  the  troubled  Seas  that  Empire  Sails  in  muft  the 

let  out  with  a mind  refolv’d  for  all  fortunes  3 Princes  are  but  men,  L»ntu7/W 
and  when  they  have  refolv’d  wifely  let  them  Aft  with  Honour,  and  l0jl  drops  out 


Enter  Bellamira,  Fidelia,  Arcus,  and  Philemon, 

Sell.  /^Ood  heaven,  what  a day  was  this!  My  foul  trembles 
V_J  to  retain  the  fadnefs  in  my  thoughtS3  the  cries  and  groans 
ftill  fill  my  Ears , The  wounds  and  death  that  lies  in  thoufand 
places  are  ftill  before  my  eyes  3 The  horrour  of  lo  many  kindes  of 
Entrances  for  death  makes  my  foul  fad,  to  think  any  man  can  be 
proud  of  conqueft  when  they  confider  at  what  a Rate  of  mifery 
and  Cruelty  ’tis  purchas’d  3 Oh  Fidelia , the  fad  means  and  La- 
mentations that  the  deceived  hopes  will  breed  from  the  fate  of 

this  day  ! (laughter  yet  flying  over  the  Field,  waited  on  by 

death, who vifits  the  Innocent, the  Coward  and  the  valiant,  none 
can  refufe  him.  Yet  nothing  is  fuller  of  wonder  then  mine  own 
part,  who,  this  day  , the  thought  of  a friends  danger  would  have 
begot  a tear  from,  yet  now  am  forced  to  tread  upon  the  blood,  and 
fuck  in  at  my  Noftrils  the  fouls  of  wretched  men,  whofe  laft  thick 
breath  hath  fill’d  the  Air. 

Fidel.  Pray,  Madam,  ceafe  to  weep  , and  employ  all  your  pa- 
tience to  refift  the  violence  of  this  ftorm3  your  Innocency  will  fave 
us  all. 

Bell.  Oh  Fidelia , This  horrour,  nor  the  divers  dangers  of  the 
times,  is  the  load  my  foul  fhrinks  under  3 ’tis  the  lofs  of  my  Royal 
Father,  and  poor  Leopoldo , that  bows  me  to  the  Earth3  yet,  in  midft 
of  thefe  miferies  and  fears  my  eyes  abufe  me,  if  I faw  not  this  day 
in  the  battle  that  fatal  Figure  my  dreams  have  thus  long  convers’d 
withall. 


leave  the  reft  to  Fate. 


[Exit,  of  the  Soul- 
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Fidel.  T was  fure  the  fame  the  Prince  met  this  morning. 

Bellamira.  No,  no,  I faw  her  too}  this  was  not  unlike  her, 
in  habit , I confefs  I have  labour’d  with  my  grief,  and  the  weak- 
nefs  of  my  Sex,  thus  far,  to  fee  if  fate  would  guide  me  once  more 
to  his  fight. 

rhil.  I pray  be  pleafed  , Madam,  to  repofe  here,  whilft  Arcus 
and  my  felf  fee  what  horfe  thole  were  that  entred  the  wood. 

[Exeunt  Arcus  and  Philemon. 
Fidel.  If  there  be  in  nature  fuch  a blefiing  as  you  imagine,  I fhall 
yet  fmile } for  my  heart  tells  me  his  fight  concludes  our  miferies}  yet 
-what  can  be  ftranger  then  the  things  we  have  fecn  and  fuffred  this 
day  ? how  our  fears  have  reconciled  us  even  to  this  habit ! 

Bell.  We  have  not  leifure  to  confider  thofe  lelfer  things  now} 
Yefterday  I Ihould  have  blufh’d  to  let  Fidelia  fee  what  is  now  ex- 
pofed  to  the  view  of  common  men } Behold  the  power  of  Parents, 
whole  command  hides  all , and  my  obedience  is  as  model!:  as  my 
Coats } but  when  I confider  my  mind,  and  what  fate  impofes  upon 
me,  thus  to  purfue  a flying  fhadow  , ye  gods  behold ,,  and  pity  a 
Virgin  wooing,  and  a Virgin  armed  5 ftranger  things  then  thefe  no 
maidens  fortunes  know } Yet  if  1 Ihould  fee  him,  I can  do  any  thing 
fooner  then  tell  him  that  I love  ( and  that  too  I fear  ) fooner  then 
leave  to  do  lo. 

Fidel . From  one  that  has  felt  the  fame  fting  pray  take  a little 
counfel , and  refolve  not  what  you  will  do,  or  fay,  until  you  fee 
him } for  to  hope  to  be  wile,  thus  far  afore,  in  bufinefs  of  Love , is 
Madnefs } The  heart  only  prepares  love  a perfeft  well-come } They 
are  too  much  themfelves  that  can  fpeak  fence } at  fuch  a time  your 
worft  Lover  will  tell  his  Tale  beft. 

Bell.  No  more,  no  more,  ’tis  a Riddle,  all } The  wife  man  is  not 
fure  to  read  it,  nor  is’t  impolfible  to  the  Fool. 

Fidel . I am  yet  afraid  we  are  not  fafe:  for  the  Enemy  purfues 
U9  in  all  places,  and  therefore  let  us  retreat  into  this  wood } yet  whi- 
ther Ihould  we  fly  but  from  our  felves,  that  carry  our  griefs  along 
with  us  •/.:!  . - 1 * r 

Bell.  T his  fword’  too*,  if  all  fear’d  it  as  I do,  though  by  mine  own 
fide.  Repentance  eannot  make  this  day  fo  Innocent  as  my  fears 
would  have  preferved  it}  Behold  ye  powers,  A maid,  whole  feeble 
prayers  could  not  reach  your  throne, thus  upbraids  ye } & as  a more 
powerful  weapon  draws  her  Sword  } your  anger  thus  has  arm'd  our 
Sex,  which  has  ftill  been  taught,  Maids  can  fo  little  glory  gain  in 
fights,  that  they  can  fearce  be  modeftly  angry. 

Fidel.  Treacherous  and  Injurious  men  give  us  a difpenfation  } 
and  nothing  is  more  lawful  nor  model!:  then  thofe  wounds  a Virgin 
gives  in  defence  of  her  Honour. 

Bell.  Alas,  Fidelia , arm’d  women  have  as  far  out-Ihot  their  mark 
as  cowardly  men  fall  fhort  of  theirs}  fighting  women  can  add  lb 
little  to  their  Fame  themfelves,  that  ’tis  fearce  for  their  honour  to 
be  fought  for  } and  if  men  cannot  add  to  womens  fame  by 
fighting  , (which  is  their  Idol  virtue,)  f\jre  we  catch  at  Shadows 
when  we  draw  their  Swords ; and  to  fpeak  really,  that  womaw  hcr- 

u l v nour 
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nour  that  muft  be  held  by  a Sword  is  not  worth  a Swords  cure  3 
for  who  has  once  been  doubted  may  be  innocent,  but  never  fully 
cleared  5 for  fuch  a doubt,  if  it  do’s  not  ftain,  yet  it  dyes  the  minds 
of  the  beft  friends  5 Men,  reafonable  enough,  fear  there  wasfome- 
thing  call’d,  fome  looks  or  words,  fome  motion,  that  becken’d  him 
to  come,  and  made  her  fubjed:  to  the  boldnefs  of  that  Sex  3 fome 
negligence  that  bad  him  hope  a Surprize,  ere  the  boldeft  durft  at- 
tempt fuch  a fort  as  a modeft  mind  3 if  there  had  not  been  fome 
intelligence  within,  or  at  lead  the  guards  of  virtue  deeping,  they 
durft  not  ('I  fay)  hope  3 And  this  is  my  guilt,  who,  in  my  deeps, 
have  given  up  that  mind  and  heart  to  a lhadow,in  my  Dreams,  that 
waking  defended  it  felf  againft  the  world  3 and  now  the  Con- 
querour  infults. 

Fidel.  Oh  Madam,  leave  to  repine  at  a Fate  you  cannot  change, 
but  calmly  obey  the  gods3your  virtue  was  not  wont  to  difpute  their 
wills 3 Remember,  Madam,  you  have  much  to  exped  from  hea-T bey  fit  upon 
ven  e re  you  can  reap  your  withes  3 and  obedience  is  the  only  well-  die  ground. 
come  price  Mortalls  can  pay. 

Bell.  Sure  I am  not  ftubborn,  Fidelia  3 Obedience  is  all  I 
plead  3 for  I am  fo  far  from  refuting  what  they  command  , that 
thou  fee’ll:  I follow  a thadow  becaufe  they  fent  it  3 and  I believe 
all  thele  detires  but  to  many  calls  , to  many  becknings  to  come, 
which  I (hall  cheerfully  Obey  3 I know  there  muft  be  fome  divine 
providence  thut  up  in  that  Figure,  fome  hidden  fecret  fome  knot 
in  fate  that  heaven  has  appointed  my  mortal  hand  to  untie  3 It 
cannot  be  they  thould  pick  me  out  of  a Nation  onely  to 
make  me  miferable  3 No,  no  Fidelia  , "tis  but  to  make  our  joys 
taftc  the  fweeter , that  they  pafs  them  through  thefe  difficulties 
and  fears. 

Fidel.  Now  I prophefie  we  fhall  be  happy  3 and  give  me  leave 
to  fay,  your  former  doubts  have  been  one  caufe  of  thefe  fufferings  $ 
for  to  doubt  their  power  or  mercy  is  the  great  fin  3 for  when  men 
dare  confine  the  gods  to  the  capacities  of  their  narrow  minds  then 
they  cleave  the  Air  with  Thunder,  and  in  fome  high  Example  fpeak 
their  Anger  3 hark,  I hear  a noife  of  weapons,  we  have  talk’d  away 
our  fafety. 

Enter  Arcus  and  Philemon , purfned  by 
the  Enemy. 

Arens . Hafte,  hafte.  Madam,  or  we  are  loft3  this  curfed  colour  of 
mine  is  known  to  be  one  that  fought  on  the  princes  fide  to  day  3 
This  brand  offhame,not  onely  lent  to  be  my  curie,  but  yours  3 
fly,  and  I’ll  kill  my  felf,  and  let  them  believe  I dy’d  of  wounds  in 
the  battle, ’tis  only  me,  me  that  they  purfue,  and  what  wretch  is 
he,  would  live,  when  he  might  die,  to  ferve  ? 

He  turns  his  Sword  as  if  he  would  fall  upont, 

Fell,  Hold,  Arcus , thy  faith  (hall  live  to  be  admir’d,  as  I have  a 
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life  and  Honour,  if  thou  lay’ft  the  leaft  violent  hands  upon  thy  (elf, 
here  I’ll  ftay,  and  expeft  the  word:  of  Fortune. 

Arcus.  Fly  then,  for  Heavens  fake. 

Bell.  We  have  loft  the  way,  and  know  not  where  to  go. 

Vhil.  Enter  this  wood.  Madam,  that  though  we  find  not  the 
Prince  we  may  not  lofe  each  other. 

Bell.  Innocence  ! where’s  thy  home?  Alas,  fhe  has  none  ! Inno- 
cence as  reftlefs  is  as  her  Servants,  fent  upon  Journyes,  as  Fortune, 
or  Oppreffion  pleafes^  no  certain  place  aftign’d  her,  The^  wander 
ftill  over  the  Earthy  Courts  and  Temples  are  but  Inns  to  virtue, 
where  fhe  lodges  for  a Night , but  early  next  day  fhe  muft  be 
gone. 

Fidel.  ’Tis  fad,  the  while,  when  the  Palaces  of  Princes,  nor  Em- 
pire ( beybnd  which  the  ambitious  Sword  alpires  not ) cannot  ter- 
minate her  wandring  fteps,nor  the  Temples  Sacred  Odours  breathe 
air  pure  enough  for  her  to  live  in.  But  thefe  fad  contemplations 
are  not  proper  now  5 leave  them,  Madam,  and  feek  a fafety,  for  fear 
of  worfe  evils  then  we  have  yet  met. 

Bell . Heaven  I obey,  and  but  follow , where  thou  lead’ft  the 
Way.  ' ’ [Exeunt  omnes. 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  III. 

• • • * 1 j * ■ #1  * 

"Enter  Almanzor,  Roderigo  and  Souldiers,  in 
purjuit  of  Bellamira,  Fidelia,  Arcus, 
and  Philemon. 

^/^#.Tyirfue  them,  Roderigo , they  hide  in  every  Bufh,  viftory 
|_  and  fmiling  Fortune  beckens  us  to  come. 

Roder.  ’Tis  a fullen  kind  of  Courage  that  defpair  and  anger  gives 
’em  5 they  have  defended  themfelves  to  this  place , with  a ftrange 
daring,  and  a kind  of  miracle  in  fuccefs. 

Alman.  ’Tis  but  this  defperate  handfull  that  remains. 

[Exeunt  omnes . 

• i ■ j, . i it  J / ’ * * 1 • j ' • • - - J > * * r ' ••  f ’ ’ * - * ■'  1 * 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Pollidor,  Phillora,  and  the  Satyr. 

Phil  T T is  the  Princes  party  that  difputes  the  hill,  I faw  the  flave, 
1 I cannot  be  miftaken  dear  Pollidor , I know  the  Moor  3 my 
Imagination,  nor  my  Love,  which  fo  oft  you  have  upbraided,  can- 
not change  colours,  Pollider. 

Poll.  See  my  Reafon  , Blood , All  I have  freely  given  to  your 
Pafiion  Follow  thy  Fate  $ for  fince  my  Father’s  fatisfied,  I (hall 
without  difpute obey  you  5 though  his  news  furprize  me,  being 
not  apt  to  believe  the  Prince  though  he  offer’d  marriage  5 but  hea- 
Noife  of  wea-VCn  has  time  to  punilh  and  reward.  — hark,  I hear  the  noife  of  wea- 
pons  within,  pons,  ftep  into  this  Wood,  and  fee  what  it  means. 


Enter 
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Fj/fer  Bellamira  Fidelia  with  their  Swords  drawn^  Philemon 
and  Arcus  making  their  Retreat.  > : 

■ ' rd  f»Ot.T)  ■ 'Aiii-jijzu-  • fi  . • •»  - ).:A  ' . .]  • K<fn  oi*:;  ' 

F/^/.  Fly,  Madam. 

Fe/.  O whither,  Fidelia? 

nnii  / i .•  / r«Lr'»*;  */  [jul  _■  n . i » 

Pollidor  and  Phillora,  and  [ides  with  the  Princes party 
and  meet  Bellamira  and  Fidelia. 

, ' ■ f \ ; LflJOV/  ciii/[  Jtol  V s’  i > .7  i>jh  nidi  .>  j-jj  j-JjnjJ 

Pfo/.  See,  fee  the  SlaVe  1‘Tpoke  of,  and  certain  they  mu  ft  be 
Friends  t6  the  Prince.  ' - : : ' '•'■■■  [Among  the  Trees. 

Pol.  The  odds  makes  the  reft  our  Enemies,  and  honour  calls 
Swords  to  their  party.  Stand,  What  are  ybu  ? 

Bel.  We  are  two  that  would  fain  be  Friends  to  thy  Fortune 
what  ere  it  be.  O Fidelia , this  is  the  fame  fatal  Figure  ageh, 

Pol.  The  Word? 

Bel.  'Bellamira.  1 • n 1 fin  i 

Pol.  Pafs  that  way  while  we  endeavour  your  fafety  here. 

'<■  i Exeunt  Bellamira  and  Fidelia. 

Thil.  How  they  tremble!  their  fears  ly  heavy  upon  them  5 
fomefecret  bofoin-fin  which  they  are  loth  tp  part  with  makes  the 
fear  of  death  worfethan  death.  ■ : -> /* 

in  s jjI  1 1; lo  u'- 

Pollidor  and  Phillora  take  part  With  Arcus,  and  beat' thb 
Enemy.  ' 

.m  jrradijt  Ibi  d ( ffibfiuiiiof'! 

; Enter  Bellamira  and  Fidelia. 

ij  i > , . ; j c'f'  i . 

Bell.  This  way,  Fidelia  5 ’tis  the  Deity  that  in  vifions  made  his 
vifits  here,  I cannot  be  miftaken,  Love  and  Fate  have  ftamp’d  the 
Figure  in  my  virgin-minde,  let  us  follow  and  tell  him  lb. 

Fid.  Stay,  Madam,  Whither  will  your  diftradted  griefs  tranfport 
you  ? if  you  be  difcover’d  you  are  loft  for  ever  •>  your  Honour 
too  calls  you  back  5 when  Women  purfue  how  full  of  blufhes  are 
the  moft  innocent  aftions  ? f 

Bell.  But  if  he  goes  ere  I fpeak  to  him  my  foul  will  wither  ftill  in 
the  fear  that  this  fhonld  be  a Dream  too.  O Fidelia , it  is  a cruel 
Fate  that  forces  me  to  thefe  precipices  $ Is  there  no  poffibility  to 
be  happy,  but  we  mud  lofe  fome  grains  of  outvalue?  Has  Ho- 
nour no  Holy-days?  Isherferviceall  toil  of  minde  and  body,  no 
reward  ? Are  Chains"  and  Slavery  the  foie  marks  fhe  defires  to  be 
known  by  ? All  Sting,  all  Thorns,  no  Rofes,  no  Flowers,  no  Ho- 
ney ? Why  (hould  Man  endow'd  with  a reafonahle  minde  facrifice 
to  fuch  an  Enemy  for  fuch  fhadows  as  thefe  ? 

Fid.  Alas,  Madam,  is  this  a time  to  difpute  the  power  and 
will  of  Heaven  ? Let  us  feek  a fafety  firft  before  new  dangers 
finde  us. 

Bell.  No,  Fidelia , I fear  no  new  danger^could  I finde  a cure  for 
this  old  wound  I would  defpile  all  the  Conquerour,  either  with 

Sword 
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Sword  or  Chains  could  bring  $ Why  fhould  his  youth  by  fate  be 
madefo  fit  for  my  love,  and  then  be  fet  fo  far  out  of  my  reach  > 
See  how  he  hunts  for  honour,  how  greedy  of  my  dangers,  onely  as 
they  are  glories  5 for  he  knows  not  me  } his  gentle  Sifter  too  faith- 
ful by  his  fide  without  fear  of  wounds  feeks  them  with  more  fury 
than  we  tremble  at  the  thought,and  gives  the  lie  to  all  that  we  have 
faid  this  day,  giving  and  receiving  wounds}  Yet  a Virgin,  in 
whom  no  ftains  nor  blufh  can  dwell } What  would  thefe  two  have 
been  ? What  ftories  would  they  have  made  if  Fate  had  fet  them 
free, unfetter’d  into  the  world ! What  parts  would  they  have  aded, 
had  not  thefe  Minds  been  hedged  in  and  confin'd  with  private 
births  ! Had  not  that  cloud  hung  o’ re ’em,  who  could  have  beheld 
the  brightnefs  of  that  Virtue  which  fhines  through  their  humble 
Fortune  ? And  fince  my  Dreams  were  not  fafe  from  his  fhadow  one- 
ly,  what  would  the  real  Figure  do  ? Oh  Fidelia  ! 

Fidel.  Why  thefe  tears  ? Why  this  grief,  when  you  ought  to  re- 
joyce  ? This  day  has  remov’d  a feven  years  doubt,  the  fears  of  an 
Age  are  blown  over  in  this  one  objed*  That ’t was  a fhadow  is 
now  removed  } there  refts  onely  fitnefs  now  to  compleat  your  hap- 
pinefs}  Heretofore  you  were  to  wifh  a being  to  your  Love}  now 
when  your  great  Heart  can  defcend  to  meet  a private  virtue  your 
may  be  happy.  Remember,  Madam,  your  Dream,  and  how 
ftrange  a cure  was  appointed  to  heal  this  troubled  Age,  the  marry- 
ing of  a Tree}  and  fee  the  facred  plants,  the  health  and  wealth  of 
the  Foreft,  defigned  for  that  great  work. 

Bellam.  To  Love  and  Fate  I bow  } and  what  they  {hall  appoint 
moft  readily  I {hall  fubmit  to. 

Fidel.  The  night  will  fuddenlyjoyn  in  our  fecurity}  This  way. 
Madam,  we  muft  exped  the  faithful  Arcus . [ Exeunt 
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He  fiitdes'the 

Fitiure^  the 
Souldiers  bo- 
dy lies  by  the 
St  age- fide  till 
novo. 

He  takgs  the 
Future  and 
looks  upon  it9 
and  at  the 
fight  of  it  is 
amazed. 


Enter  Pollidor  front  the  Rescue  of  Bellamira. 

Tall. r I vHis  Girls  pafiion  makes  my  life  a burden  to  me } but  for 
JL  love  of  her  that’s  dearer  than  my  felf  this  Sword  fhould 
with  a kinde  wound  releafe  me,  that  I fhould  fee  her  doat  upon 
the  Son  of  him  that  ruin’d  us,  my  felf  too  hunting  their  dangers, 

and  in  our  bloud  write  our  felves  Friends  to  what  we  hate 

What  have  we  here?a  poor  youth  flain,and  a Pidure  by  him,  of  his 
Miftris  fure  } what  may  be  miferable  is  ftill  fo } I never  yet  knew 
that  blinde  froward,  humourfom  Deity  } Fortune  omit  a mifchief 
that  lay  in  her  power } this  Wretch  that  had  but  one  thing  dear 
to  him,  and  was  no  doubt  precious  himfelf  in  the  eyes  of  fbme- 
body.  See  how  early  her  malice  has  found  her  youth,  and  cut  him 
off  in  his  firft  dangers}  while  to  me  fhe  has  this  day  afforded  a mi- 
raculous Vidory  onely  to  vex  me  } had  I been  unwilling  or  afraid 
to  dy  fhe  would  have  fought  death  for  me  } but  finding  me  weary 
of  life  fhe  aids  me  ftill  againft  my  withes  that  has  no  bufinefs  here — 

Ha  1 What  does  my  eyes  behold?  I dream  fure Ye  Gods 

Whatj 
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What  is  your  will  ? Why  this  Arrange  way.  to  new  miferies  > What 
kinde  of  Curfe  is  this  you  have  fent  me  > ’tis  the  facred  Figure 
fure  of  fome  Deity  prophan’d  and  ravifh’d  by  this  Wretch,  whofe 
Sacriledge  has  from  Heaven  met  a punilhment — O fpeak, (peak, di- 
vine Spirit,  command  me  and  I’ll  revenge  thee.  Twill  not  fpeak, 

Vis  fome  Witchcraft  fure 1*11  By  and  call  help  from  Heaven — - 

What  is  it  that  pulls  me  back  } I feel  fomething  opprefs  my  bread:,  ^ 
my  thoughfs  grow  too  great  and  powerful  for  Reafon  to  com -dLn^Zd' 
mand  : This  Diforder  is  not  unlike  Vhilloras  love,  thus  (he  defcri-  offers  to  out ■ 
bed  him.  O thou  art  a Prophetefs,  I fain  would  go,  but  without 
this  Orange  new  acquaintance  my  heart  fays  no. 

He  Jloops , takes  up  the  Pitture^  attdgaz.es  ont . 


Enter  Phillora. 

Phil.  Twasthe  fame  my  heart  told  me, I knew  the  Moor^O  Vel- 
lidor, this  was  fortunate^to  refcue  the  Princes  Friends,he  mindes  me 
not.  Pollidor^  Brother,  what  is  that  his  eyes  are  fix’d  upon  > a Pi- 
cture  Tollidor , Brother  ! Heaven,  what  ails  he  > Tis  a Picture,  she  looks  uff 

and  of  a lively  form,  divinely  grac’d.  Do*  ftart,  and  figh,  and  on  the  Pi- 
change  colour  5 that  palenefs  thews  the  fright  and  allarm  his  heart  Rare. 
has  taken  at  thofe  eyes : Heavens  you  are  juft  $ and  Love,  if  ever  a 
virgins  heart  given  freely  to  thy  power  found  grace,  be  propitious 
to  my  prayers,  and  feed  the  flame  thou  haft  kindled  in  his  frozen 
breaft,  till  thy  great  name  has  fill’d  hisminde,  and  fick  with  love 
let  him  tafte  that  bitter  Cup  he  made  me  drink  fo  deep  of,  infenfi- 

ble  of  the  pain  he  never  felt So,  fo,  does  your  heart  grow  too  poU;^ 

bigfor  your  breaft,  while  your  ears  are  deaf*  and  yotit  eyes  blinde  fight. 
to  all  other  objects  > Yes,  yes,  talk  on,  fhe’ll  hear  thee  as  thoudidft  b 
me.  So,  fo,  now  thy  minde  has  bufinefs  of  it’s  owri— — PolHdor,  she  » f ^ 
what,  talking  to  thy  felf?  •'  - -f  •'  onf,m.  ^ 

Tol . PhilloraySifter.  1 • • 

I ■•/.  . : T!  i *0 1 ‘1  " A J-'..!  . .:»»  VIL'Jll  • 1 / .7  'Jl 

He  t hr otps  the  Pittnre  downi  and  looks  on  his  Sword * Phillofa 
takes  it  up  and  holds  it.  > c 

Phil.  Ne’re  caft  this  from)  you,  in  vain  thou  think*ft  to  be  rid  of 
it$a  cunning  and  a great  Mafter  has  graved  it  with  a powerful  hand 
in  thy  heart,  try  thy  Philofophy  now4forget  her  ffollidot*^  See  what 
Lethe  can  prevail  y hafte  to  Gaietta , try  if  fome  new  Figure,  fonie 
frefh  object  can  relieve  thy  minde  j Does  Pollidor  now  begin  to 
finde  there  was  fomething  like  Reafon  I faid  todays  O PollidoY, 

I was  thy  wonder  to  day,  but  thou  wilt  be  mine  to  morrow,  and 
thy  own  for  ever.  a ■ ' ■ 

Pol.  Enough,  enough,  Phillora , unlefsthy  heart  hunt  re verfge^ 

.remember  ’twas  but  miftaken  kindnefs  , I then  was  a ftranger  to 
love,  and  therefore  ought  to  be  forgiven  if  I miftook  thy  pafliori  * 
but  whateanft  thou  plead,  after  having  made  acquaintance  with 
the  God,  if  thou  defprfe  his  Prieft  ? Have  but  patience,  and  thou 
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(halt  reap  all  thy  revenge,  and  with  innocence  of  thy  heart  be 
pleafed  with  it,  and  fee  thy  Brother  miferable  even  to  pity. 

Phil.  No,  Pollidor , ’tis  far  from  me  to  feek  Revenge  againft  thee  } 
yet  I muft  confefs  I cannot  be  forry  to  fee  thee  a Lover,  ’twill  po- 
lilh  thy  heart  }*twas  too  harfh,  toofevere  before,  a knotty  rough- 
nefs  hid  much  of  that  beauty  which  now  will  fhine  when  thispafii- 
on  (hall  illuftrate  it  } Love  will  weed,  thy  minde,  and  prune  all 
that  barbarous  wildnefs  that  wanted  fenle  for  others  pains  } and 
thenthy  awaked  honour  and  armed  thoughts  will  defend  Love  and 
thee  againft  the  world,  and  make  thee,  if  it  were  poflible,  more 
welcome  to  Phillora. 

Pol.  Come  near  Phillora^  Does  not  thy  heart  finde  a decay  of  my 
love  ? Haft  thou  not  mift,  this  hour,  the  diligent  minde  that  was 
employed,  follicitous  for  thy  good  onely  ? 

Phil.  Not  I,  me  thinks  Pollidor  is  as  kinde  as  ever,  and  much 
more  lovely  in  this  paflion  than  in  all  the  reafon  thou  wert  fo 
proud  of. 

He  takfs  tbt  Pol.  Why  then  I fear, — —(he,  this  divine  figure  remains  alone 
PiSurefrom  ftill,  though  my  heart  be  gone  to  finde  her  alone,  as  when  the 
PhiHork  dead,  cold  hand  of  her  murder’d  Lover  held  her,  and  none  but  I, 
(wretched  I)  feel  this  fatal  change  } fure  there’s  Magick  in’t, 
how  could  itbe  made  } my  minde  is  ty’d  to  it*-no  other  thoughts 
can  finde  a place}  hunger  and  thirft  I feel  not  but  what  the 
drought  of  longing  love  begets,and  that  (I  fear)will  lick  up  all  the 
warm  bloud  that  circles  my  heart. 

Phil.  No  more,  no  more  } let  us  firft  attend  our  (afety.  and  at 
leifure  feck  a remedy  for  this  ill,  the  Enemy  purfues  us  clofe. 

Pol. Tell  not  me  of  fafety,an  Enemy  at  my  foot  is  not  fo  pleafing 
a fight  as  this}though  it  be  full  of  defpair,’tis  a poifonous  fir e,PA/7- 
loray that’s  crept  in  at  my  eyes,  it  burns  here, and  the  pain  is  beyond 
that  which  Poets  deferibe  Luft,  Ambition,  or  Famine  by.  Yet  my 
vain  heart  would  fain  promile  it  felf  fomething  of  happinefsand 
pleafure  from  this  ftrange  thing.  Victory  nor  Conqueft  is  not  half 
lb  welcome  to  my  heart  as  thisobjedi: } no  fuch  mufick  as  the  har- 
mony of  this  face  5 it  has  fmooth’d  my  brow,  and  calm’d  my  heart} 
all  forms  of  paft  affe&ion,  either  of  love  or  hate,  are  cancell’d,  all 
the  impreffions  of  former  joy  or  anger  one  fight  of  this  has  de- 
ftroyed}  thofe  eyes  have  even  melted  ray  foul,  and  Pollidor  Wes 
ready  to  receive  what  form  (he'll  impofe. 

Phil.  The  Gods  have  heard  my  prayers  fince  Pollidor  is  become  a 
Lover,  and  I (hall  now  hope  my  words  will  again  be  Realbnd 

Pol.  I love  thee,  Philloray  but  thou  art  not  half  fo  handfomeas 
this } Prithee  do  not  leave  me,  left  I forget  thee  and  my  felf  too : 
for  all  the  world  will  vanilh  from  my  minde  beholding  this}  I have 
already  loft  my  anger,  and  can  forgive  Leopoldo  and  the  King,  lb 
(he’ll  but  fmile.  O that  the  divine  hand  that  fram’d  thee  had  but 
given  thee  a tongue  too}  ’tis  all  thou  wanteft  to  beget  a worftiip, 
yet  we’ll  carry  it  home,  and  fet  it  upon  Dianas  Altar. 

Phil.  All  but  Sacriledge  I’ll  joyn  in } take  heed,  Pollidor , how 
you  inccn(e  the  greater  Deity } remember  how  the  youthful  God 
has  reveng’d  himfelf,  remember } I fey,  and  tremble.  PoL 
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Pollid.  It  cannot  be  they  flhould  be  true  gods  3 flies  play  with  ’em 
and  worms  defcroy  them  3 when  they  fall  we  are  fain  to  raife  them  3 
I cannot  worlhip  my  own  creature,  tis  a contradiction  to  make  my 
god  > but  fuppofe  what  thou  believed: , would  Pallas,  Venus , Jnno , 
Minerva , or  the  reft  of  that  glorious  number,  afled  liich  odd  poor 
forms  as  we  adore  at  home,  and  give  to  a mortal  this  divine  frame  } 
See,  fee  if  there  be  not  mercy  in  her  eyes,  calm  peace  in  that  brow, 
innocence  and  juftice  in  thofe  fair  hands  3 is  there  grace  that  men 
could  wilh,  or  women  envy,  that  grows  not  in  this  face  3 is  it  not 
one  it  lelf,  or  rather  all  the  Graces  ? and  therefore  kneel. — Thou 
art  a Virgin  Phillora , here  lay  thy  hand  upon  this  Virgin  turfe,  an^ 
which  never  crooked  Plow  deflowred,  and  by  yon  chafte  fpring, 
whole  lacred  ftreams  with  fruitful  embraces  circles  yon  flowry 
Meads  , never  to  worlhip  any  other  of  herfex,  nor  (hall  any  but 
our  felves  have  leave  to  facrifi ce,  left  we  pollute  her  Ihrine  with 
common  vows,  which  I know  will  difpleafe  her,  for  fhe  cannot  be 
thus  excellent  but  lhe  muft  be  particular,  and  conftanttoo3  for 
conftancy  and  particularity  fhew  the  minds  chaftity  j every  fro- 
ward  Girle  taught  by  cuftom  can  keep  her  body  chafte,  but  the 
mind  is  feldom  fo : vanity,  Phillora , has  a thoufand  ways  to  tempt 
a Womans  mind,  and  nothing  like  love  and  honour  guard  it. 

Thil.  Should  I now  be  as  deaf  to  your  reafon  as  you  were  to 
mine,  and  deny  all  thofe  truths  of  Love  and  Honour  3 what  could 
Tollidor  fay  when  he  fhould  lee  me  dote  upon  another  face,  and 
forget  the  Prince  ? 

Pollid.  I’de  fay  a woman  that  out-lives  her  love  has  out-lived 
her  honour , and  is  from  that  minute  to  be  efteemed  but  as  her 
carcafs,  and  thd  moving  figure  of  fuch  a perjur’d  woman  but  the 
fhadow  of  what  fhe  was,  which  fome  licens’d  Demon  has  ufurp’d 
to  difpatch  his  bufinefs  here  on  earth  in  3 and  fuch  a loofenefs  ftains 
both  the  fame  and  figure,  the  guilt  will  call  fuch  a poy  fonous  ftench 
that  ages  cannot  wafte  it  3 like  trealbn  it  taints  the  blood,  the  grave 
cannot  hide  the  deformity  3 a broken  heart  will  out-laft  the  Mar- 
ble or  the  Epitaph. 

Phil.  From  thee  I’ll  learn  to  love,  be  thou  my  guide  3 while  thy 
great  heart  leads  the  wTay,  who  follows  thee  and  Love  can  never 
ftray. 

Pollid , No  Phillora,  if  I dye  ere  I fee  the  fubftanceof  this  fha- 
dow, I conjure  thee  bury  me  in  this  fatal  place  3 and  on  my  Tomb 
engrave  my  fate,  that  the  world  may  know  here  was  enterr’d  the 
betwitch’d  Forefter3  this  was  he  that  equall’d  Eccho,  and  rival’d 
NarciJJus,  unlefs  that  goddefs  (who  ere  fhe  were)  that  liftned  to  Pig - 
maleons  tears,  would  now  look  down  on  wretched  Pollidor , and 
lend  a life  to  this  beloved  fhadow  i Love  let  it  be  thy  ad,  then  find 
thy  eyes,  that  with  one  fight  of  her  I might  pay  thy  bounty  3 but 
then  take  heed  thy  youthful  deity  do’s  not  become  my  RivaL,  as 
lhe  has  done  the  gods  in  worlhip. 
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Enter  Leopoldo  in  his  dijguife , and  finds  Pollidor  and 
Phillora  upon  the  place, 

Leop.  This  deliverance  had  all  the  favourable  gods  to  friend  3 
my  difguife  will  hide  me  from  the  curious  eye  of  ail,  fince  ’tis  too 
poor  and  low  to  call  the  fearch  of  jealoufie  or  envy  upon  me  5 but 
to  think  of  faving  my  felf  till  I know  what  fortune  is  befallen  Phil- 
lora is  a thought  I cannot  let  enter  my  heart,  pofl'eft  with  care  and 
She  is  lean - fear  for  her. — Ha ! 'tis  (he  3 what  fight  is  this  ? a man  in  her  arms ! 
ing  upon  her  they  are  too  . fee  fhe  leans  UpGn  ^js  breaft  . \>\\  ftr jke  the  viJ_ 

hokin'0  itpvi  lain  to  eart^* — Sure  tisfome  Phantafme  : (he  refus’d  my  love 

1 figure  when  ’twas  accompanied  with  the  offers  of  (acred  Hymen  i and  yet 
Leopoldo  my  foul  tells  me  ’tis  not  pofiible  there  (hould  be  fuch  a curfe  de- 
difcovers  her.  fign’dme  asto  lovea  falfe  heart  3 they  are  blinded,  fure,  with  their 
palfion  , elfe  they  could  not  chufe  but  fee  me  5 ftay,  hefpeaks  to 
her  3 I’ll  obferve,  but  fatally,  if  (he  be  falfe 3 which  my  heart  trem- 
bles to  believe. 

Phil.  Oh  my  Pollidor , keep  it  as  the  treafure  of  thy  life  5 ’tis  a 
jewel  I would  not  part  with  for  the  world,  the  gods  have  fentit, 
keep  it  and  love  it  5 and  now  purfue  thy  fate,  and  heaven  witnefs 
how  much  I love  and  pity  Pollidor. 

Leop.  Ha ! my  heart ! what  do  I hear  and  fee  ? 

Pollid.  Keep  it  ? yes,  as  I would  my  Reafon  or  my  Soul  5 this 
(hall  be  my  Buckler  againft  all  but  thy  fair  felf,  whofe  friendfhip 
I’ll  prefer  before  Empire  $ and  if  thou  imilcfi  Fortune  has  no  fiing : 
thefe  two  leflons  I have  quickly  learn’d,  Phillora,  the  unfortunate, 
and  the  Lover  3 and  they  are  two  parts,  if  thou  frown,  that  I muft 
Ail  the  while  for  ever. — Love,  thy  Army  would  be  numerous,  couldft  thou 

^ l°°Mt{UI>on  to  the  world  (hew  this  Commiffion  5 our  paffion  muft  be  happy  for 
epi  iurc.  t^e  matter  ancj  the  end  is  noble, though  the  fubjeft  be  yet  a myftery. 

Leop.  ’Tis  her  picture,  (he  has  given  it  him  > my  foul  is  on  fire  3 
and  though  I cannot  hope  to  enjoy  my  love,  my  revenge  is  [fill  in 
my  power. 

He  goes  behind  them , andfnatches  the  piffure  from  Pollidor  3 Pol- 
hdorflrzkes  him  with  his  f word . 

Phillora  Pollid.  Villain,  reftorc  it  3 reftore  it  upon  thy  life,  and  quickly. 
parts  em  phil.  What  art  thou  ? why  doft  thou  commit  t his  outrage  ? who 
fent  thee  ? why  doft  thou  purfue  him,  and  not  regard  my  words  ? 

Pollid.  Let  me  kill  the  villain. 

Leop.  The  villain  will  not  be  kill’d,  Sir. 

Phil.  Hold,  fond  wretch  3 though  that  Jewel  be  by  him  prized 
above  his  life,  confider  what  a vain  thing  ’tis  in  thee  for  a fhadow 
thou  knoweft  not  thus  to  facrifice  thy  felf,  and  hazard  the  beco- 
ming one  amongft  the  (hadows;  why  doft  thou  frown  upon  him, 
and  look’d:  with  rage  on  one  thou  know’ft  not  } what,  is  it  for  ava- 
rice thou  would’ft  have  it ) deliver  it,  and  take  a better  value  then 
thy  poor  hopes  can  promife. 

Phil.  Dear  Phillora  , ceafe  to  fue  to  the  villain,  let  me  come  3 
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iVath,  dott  thou  think  I fhali  not  win  when  I 
where  wilt  thou  venture  my  fword  if  I lo(e  her  ? 

Phil.  I do  not  doubt  thy  fuccett,  but  ’tis  bafe  for  both  of  us  to 
deftroy  him  $ and  my  love  for  Phollidor  isfuch,  I will  not  fee  him 
hazard  that  rich  heart  againtt  a common  fword. 

Leop.  Falfe  and  cruel. 

Phil.  Befides,  ’tis  fome  poor  Souldier  of  the  enemy,  whole  wants 
have  engaged  him,  and  for  a reward  he’ll  reftore  it. 

Leop.  No,  fond  Girle  $ I’ll  give  thee  my  part  of  the  earth  firtt, 
and  the  (hort  fpan  of  days  the  gods  have  left  here  I’ll  watte  ere 
that  villain  fnall  boaft  his  viftory  o’re  my  Matter  thatfent  me 
hither. 

Phil.  Thy  Matter  ? who’s  thy  Matter  ? who  fent  thee  ? 

Leop.  Love  and  Fortune,  blind  Guides  I fear. 

Phil.  What’s  thy  bufinefs  hither  5 for  heavens  fake  unriddle  thy 
anger,  fpeak  5 what  wouldft  thou  have  ? 

Pollid.  And  fpeak  quickly. 

Loop.  From  the  Prince  Leopoldo , who  now  lyes  weeping  out  his 
drops  of  life  in  red  tears  on  yonder  hill } and  even  with  his  laft 
breath  mourns  the  lofs  of  thee,  if  thou  be’ft  Phillora , calling  on  thy 
name  } for  love  of  whom,  (lowly  and  unwillingly , he  becomes 
a ftar,  that  art  giving  away  th y felf  into  anothers  arms. 

Phil.  The  Prince  Leopoldo  dye  ! oh  where  ! guide  my  defperate 
feet  to  that  fad  place,  and  thou  (halt  fee  how  vain  his  fears  are  by 
the  hatte  this  heart  will  make  to  meet  him  $ for  charities  lake, 
for  the  Princes  fake,  upon  my  knees  I beg,  reftore  his  Picture,  and 
let  us  go. 

Leop.  What  fhould  I believe  ? 

Phil.  What  villain  gave  the  Prince  his  wounds } could  he  look 
upon  him  and  ftrike  ? 

Leop.  Falfe  and  fair  have  a thouland  ways  to  kill  5 and  there  is 
more  danger  to  Leopoldo  in  thofe  eyes  then  in  his  (word  5 whofe 
frowns  nor  anger  have  any  terror,  ’tis  an  idle  rage  , and  thy  paffion 
only  dangerous  to  thy  felf. 

Pollid.  Death,  fhali  I be  injur’d  and  defpis’d  too  ? fure  I am  not 
fo  weak  an  enemy  as  to  be  beat  with  words  ? 

They  fight  and  are  both  wounded^  yet  Jhe  does  all  Jhe  can  to  part  'em  5 
in  the  mean  time  Almanzor  and  Fvoderigo  come  in  with  their 
companies , and  Jeize  on  both  Pollidor  and  Phillora. 

Phil.  Oh  my  fate.  Fortune  I defiethee  now  5 doft  thou  grudge 
me  the  mourning  for  the  Prince? 

Pollid.  Dog,  treacherous  dog,  this  odds  made  thee  fo  brave. 

i S ould.  See,  Sir,  here  are  two  of  thofe  that  refeued  the  Princett 
Bellamira , who  in  boys  habit  we  furprized,  together  with  Arcui 
the  Moor. 

Alman.  And  what  are  thefe  ? 

Pollid.  We  are  nothing, at  leaft  not  worth  telling  now,  ask  thy  felf 
What  we  are } foolilh  fortune  has  given  thee  the  power  of  dilpofing 
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fools  we  are  that  might  have  look’d  on  and  would  not,  and  now 
pay  for  playing  others  Cards. 

Phil . Tis  yet  my  joy  I ferved  the  Prince,  and  fav’d  his  Sifter  5 
and  know,  T yrant,  if  my  faithful  heart  could  redeem  him,  I could 
know  no  mifery  after  It. 

Roder.  What  is  he  there  ? 

Pollid.  A villain,  one  of  thy  own  train  j but  had  not  her  fond 
pity  fav’d  him,  I had  paid  his  (core. 

Leop.  You  took  one  prifoner  before  from  me  5 but  ere  you  get 
loofe  your  felf  you  (hall  pay  both  fcores. 

Alman.  Roderigo , did’ft  ever  fee  a more  graceful  couple  $ there 
is  fomething  of  greatnefs  in  their  looks  I have  not  l'een  in  perfons 
of  their  rank.  Prithee  anfwer  me  calmly  5 what  ye  are  this  ha- 
bit fpeaks  you  are  no  Souldiers. 

Pollid.  The  unhappy  iffueof  one  chafte  bed,  the  children  of  a 
poor  Forefter  bred  and  born  in  thefe  woods,  led  to  this  fatal  day 
by  chance,  and  kindnefs  to  this  lucklefs  Girle,  who  till  this  hour  has 
always  been  all  my  care  5 but  love,  curious  love  has  found  my  mind 
bufinefs  of  its  own. 

Leopolclo , afde.  Ha  ! what  do  I hear,  Brother  to  my  Love,  and 
I wretched  villain  have  ruin’d  them. 

Roder.  Convey  them  fafe  to  Capua. 

Leop.  Yes,  Sir  5 we’ll  fee  them  lafe,  I warrant  you. Some- 

thing I muft  do  like  an  enemy  until  I can  prove  a friend,  this  day’s 

full  of  fate. Come  Sir,  will  you  march  ? Had  not  my  jea- 

Ioufie  blinded  me  I might  have  feen  a Brother  in  his  face,  and  the 
fatal  figure  in  my  Sifters  Dream. 

[Exeunt  Pollidor,  Phillora,  Leopoldo,  and  troo  Souldiers 


Leopoldo 

returns. 


Manent  Almanzor,  Roderigo,  other  Officers  and  Souldiers  of  his 
party  : Clytus  and  his  Officers  Jiaud  on  the  other  fide  of  the 
Stage , and  Clytus  looks  jullenly. 

Alman.  Atlaft  the  cloud’s  difperft}  and  now  we  may  fee  clear, 
free  and  round  about  a full  vidory,  fuch  a fullen  game  I never 
plaid,  and  had  they  been  of  one  mind,  this  had  proved  a black  day. 

Roder.  How  I abhor  the  very  vidory  treafon  brings  us ! 

Alman.  If  Bellamira  had  notefcaped,  the  whole  work  had  here 
found  an  end , but  if  that  fcornful  fair  one  fall  into  my  hands  fhe 
(hall  fee  how  I can  ad  her  part,  whom  my  anger  and  revenge  pur- 
fues  more  now  then  my  love  did  heretofore. 

Roder.  Your  Highnefs  is  in  pafiion,  elfe  this  anger  to  a Lady  of 
her  birth  and  virtue  is  fo  unlike  the  reft  of  your  charader,  I am  con- 
fident you  would  not  own  it  5 for  to  me  fhe  ftands  much  greater  in 
efteem  for  that  anfwer,  then  if  fhe  had  fhrunk  with  her  fears  and 
fudden  change  of  fortune,  and  fhould  have  liftned  to  your  propofi- 
tions  ^ for  confider  her  part  that  was  born  Daughter  to  a King, 
now  fubjed  to  an  invading  enemy , the  deftroyer  of  her  Father, 
ruiner  of  her  Country,  to  receive  from  him  in  the  height  of  difplea- 
fure  and  anguifh  of  her  mind  a propofition  feconded  by  force  of 
arms  j it  had  been  ftrange  if  fhe  fhojftd  havefent  abetter  anfwer. 

Alman. 
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Almanzor.  All  th  efe  Arguments  are  againft  her  > for  (he  (a  w my 
kindnefs  fuch  , as  when  (he  was  fallen  into  my  power  I offer'd 
from  being  a Subjeft  to  make  her  a Queen. 

Clytus . Subjed  ? Sir,  that’s  beyond  your  contrad  to  make  any 
of  this  Nation  your  Subjeds. 

Almanzor.  Is  it  beyond  the  fword,  Clytns  ? I know  no  other 
Law  nor  Contrad. 

Clytus.  Yes } and  now  in  your  greateft  glory  I dare  tell  you  fo  } 
And  know,  there  is  not  a man  amongft  us,  but  will  fall  upon  thofe 
fwords  you  owe  this  vidory  to, ere  yield  themfelves  your  Subjeds  } 
You  will  find  Naples  fcornes  to  acknowledge  any  oaher  King  then 
their  own  : And  here,  in  the  name  of  all  thofe  that  fent  me,  whole 
Loyalty  fixteen  years  banifhment  and  oppreffion  could  not  weary, 
no  nor  the  virtue  of  thofe  mod  generous  Princes  Bellamy  a,  and  Leo- 
pold*) i whofe  mileries  though  we  lament,  yet  they  had  not  power 
to  feduce  our  Loyalties  5 therefore  do  not  hope  to  fright  us  into 
flavery. 

Roderigo.  Clytus , you  are  in  Paflion,  and  too  fuddain  with  the 
Prince,  and  your  fears  molt  unreafonable. 

Clytus.  That.  Your  anfwer  will  clear  } Know,  in  the  Name 
of  them  whofe  General  I here  ftand,  I again  require  performance 
of  conditions.  In  the  firft  place  , the  delivery  of  all  prifoners  into 
my  hands  5 Then,  that  this  night  our  young  King  be  produced 
and  crown’d  i which  Ceremony  being  part,  your  Highnels  will 
pleafe  to  Command  your  Army  to  retire  towards  Calabria  '■>  where, 
with  all  conveniency  which  we  fhall  provide,  they  may  pafs  for  Si- 
cily } and  according  to  conditions  leave  to  us  our  King  and  the 
quiet  pofleffion  of  all  thole  Dominions,  that  belonged  to  his  Royal 
Father,  the  unfortunate  Ortho  $ Sicily  being  by  us  abandoned  to 
your  Highnefs  as  ’twas  agreed  5 though  1 confefs  my  Heart  bleeds 
to  think  our  ills  had  no  other  remedy,nor  thisdifeafed  State  could 
admit  of  no  gentler  cure  then  the  hewing  oft  thefe  branches,  as  * 
Leopoldo  and  Bellamira^  from  the  royal  IfocktofavetheTree. 

Almanzor.  Clytus , I have  flood  lilent  long,  and  wonder  rather 
then  Patience  bred  that  .Attention  to  this  new  kind  of  Language 
from  you.  Where’s  the  Oppreffion  , Treafon  , and  Tyranny} 
The  wrongs  to  gods  and  men  5 where’s  the  ufurper  againft  whom 
your  Flattery  and  dejeded  looks  and  folded  Arms  ? Thefe  po- 
ftures  and  thefe  words  were  Clytus  his,  when  he  fought  my  aid  } 
Clytus , there,  drove  to  perfvvade  we  were  appointed  by  Heaven 
the  fcourge  of  thefe  mifchiefs , and  made  it  appear  that  Fate 
had  named  me  in  a Dream  feven  years  fince  to  your  fcornfull 
Princefs 5 In  which  I was  pointed  at,  and  the  whole  fucceffe 
of. this  warr  moll  Prophetically  forefeen}  How  often  has  thy 
Flattery  called  me  that  ftranger  that  (he  faw  land  in  that  calm 
Evening}  This,  that  for  reign  habit  that  kick’d  up  the  duft  in 
their  faces  ? And  fee  the  King  and  Prince , all  loft  in  that 
duft,  the  difaffeded  people.  And  now  I know  my  ftrength,  and 
fee  your  Hearts , I will  not  march  one  foot  farther , until 
the  Princes  and  Caftles  are  deliver’d  to  me  as  rewards  of 
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thisvi&ory}  Nor  fhall  you  fee  your  King  till  I1  think  fittotruft 
you,  left  he  find  you  as  falfe  as  I have  done  5 which  Iihall  be  yet 
able  to  punifti  in  your  greateft  Pride  and  ftrength  } For  the  Prifon- 
ers,  poor  and  contemptible  as  they  are,  (for  I know  onely  of  two 
Shep-herds)  yet  fince  demanded  thus  unhandfomely,  not  one  hair 
of  their  heads  fhall  be  deliver’d  }vnor  dares  Clytus  fetch  them. 

Clytus.  Either  produce  the  King,  and  perform  the  Articles  you 
fvvore  to,  or  we  fhall  find  a power  will  be  too  ftrong  for  perjury. 
7hev both  lay  Almanzor.  Perjury! 

bold  on  their  Clytus.  Yes,  Perjury. — Death,  have  we  refus’d  the  Bro- 

fivords , hut  ther  of  our  King,  to  be  ufarp’d  over  and  govern’d  by  a ftranger  ? 
are  parted  j^o  5 Leopoldo , if  any  ftranger  muft  be  our  Fate,  thy  Starr  fhall 
by  company.  gUjJe  us  ^ whofe  noble  Breaft,  this  day,  I rob’d  of  his  honour’d 
Order , and  forc’d  like  a private  Souldier  to  fight  for  his  fafety  5 
yet  then,  had  not  thy  odds  refeued  thee,  or  his  noble  Mind  given 
a protection,  thy  proud  Heart  had  found  a Juftice  fome  worfe  Na- 
ture muft  pay  5 ’T was  he  that  gave  thee  thy  Life  } that  Life  thou 
fo  infulteft  with  over  the  ruines  of  his  Father,  which  (flaveand 
Villain  as  I was,  to  joyn  in  laying  thofe  fad  loads  of  grief  upon  his 
great  Heart)  I’ll  redeem,  or  die  in  the  attempt , if  you  delay 
this  night  to  produce  the  King.  Your  Anfwer. 

Almanzor  Almanzor.  ’Lis  here,  double  T raytor  } here  in  this  fword,and  in 
and  Clytus  the  field,  I’ll  make  thee  read  it  when ’tis  written  in  thy  blood. 
>an''  Clytus.  That  Tray  tor,  though  Truth,  fhall  coft  thee  dear  5 

Perjur’d  Prince. March.  [ Exit  Clytus  and  his  party. 

Leopoldo.  Heaven, thy  Hand  ftill  ! Clytus , my  Soul  forgives  thee  5 
Honeft  and  gallant}and  what  I thought  crime  is  but  virtue  in  thee, 
a id  loyalty  to  thy  Mafter  } and  I’ll  find  a way  to  tell  thee  fo  if  thou 
perfiftr.This  quarrel  may  give  us  power  to  ftrike  once  more  for  our 
Revenge  } -Almanzor' s full  of  thoughts  5 this  quarrel  muft  be  fa- 

tal,they  have  both  too  much  Courage  to  bear  fuch  injuries  as  thefe. 

Rodengo.  Now,  Sir,  has  your  paftion  had  the  full  fwinge  are 
you  deep  enough  in  dangers  ? Have  you  Enemies  enough  ? If  not, 
we  had  belt  leek  for  more. 

Almanzor . ’Tis  better  to  know,  then  doubt  ofa  foe  5 I faw  him 
falfe  from  the  firft  hour  he  had  pofieflion  of  the  Caftle } this  is  but 
pretence  j A few  wretched  Prisoners,  onely  a pretence  to  pick  a 
quarrel  now  the  work’s  done}  It  was  my  curfeto  truft  a Tray  tor} 
yet  if  we  had  not  mift  the  Princes  the  Caftles  had  been  no 
loftes. 

Roderigo.  Sir,  ’tis  now  no  time  to  talk  of  why-nots } this  night 
we  muft  ex  peft  fome  attempt  from  them,  their  bufinefs  is  done, 
the  King  is  ilain,  the  Prince  too,  for  ought  we  know,  his  Clothes 
and  order  being  found  upon  the  ground}  the  people  too  are  armed 
in  their  defence  , and  expeCt  we  fhould  produce  their  King } 
which  abufed  hope  We  cannot  exped  they  fhould  forgive}  and 
we  are  to  believe  this  party  that  have  defended  themfelves 
thus  long  againft  the  King  will  never  yield  to  our  power  by  any 
argument  but  the  Sword : Befides,  you  may  gather  from  Clytus 
what  the  reft  intend,whofe  Forces  are  drawn  apart  towards  Naples, 
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and  thofe  of  Gaietta  remain  ftill  upon  the  pafs } and  can  if  we  op= 
prefs  them,  upon  occafion,  retreat  or  joyn  when  ’tis  to  ruine  us. 

Abnanzor.  What’s  to  be  done  then  ? I am  all  rage  5 1 he  Villain 
Clytus  has  rob’d  me  of  all  my  hopes. 

Roderigo.  You  muft  refolve  to  fight  with  one  of  them  this  Even- 
ing, whilft  divided , elle  tomorrow  twill  beadoublebufinefs  5 
if  not,  march  immediately  to  Capua,  fecure  the  Harbour,  and  this 
night  difpatch  a Galley  for  Sicily  for  fupplies,  and  therein  /end  the 
prifoners  5 for  I believe  them  of  more  worth  then  they  appear,  by 
the  earneft  demand  of  Clytus. 

Almanzor.  Give  order  then,  that  we  may  be  ready  to  march. 

Fortune  , if  thou  fmil’ft  upon  this  A&ion  I (hall  yet  have  time 
enough  to  make  ready  a Revenge  for  the  Villain  Clytus  } whofe 
falfhcod  in  a fatall  hour  has  thrown  me  from  all  my  hopes  of  Love 
and  victory.  As  Leopoh 

Leopolds.  This  Clytus  {hall  know.  do  goes  out , 

Almanzor.  How  now,  the  news ! ^ mee*s  a 

Souldicr.  Sir,  purfuingthe  Enemy  in  the  wood  I have  lodged  Sou?^ie^ 
fome  perfons  of  quality  i who,  by  their  lamentations  for  the  King 
and  brince  Leopoldo , 1 know  muft  be  of  that  party  5 Two  of  them  fops, 
are  remarkable,  a Satyr  and  a Moor. 

Almanzor.  Speak  foftly ,tis  they.  The  Princefs  Bellan/ira , I know 
by  that  Moor } Roderigo  take  a choice  party  and  let  us  fly  to  this 
remedy  : Fortune,  I no  kroner  called  upon  thy  name,  but  thy  kind 
Deity  has  font  a medicine  for  my  Mind, a cure  for  all  my  ills $ Leade 
the  way,  and  for  this  chance  thy  reward  fhall  exceed  thy  hopes  } 

Come,  Roderigo , now  we  may  (mile  again  } Bellamira  will  weigh 
down  the  feales,  and  make  our  Revenge  full. 

Roderigo.  A few  will  do  it, the  quieter  the  better, for  this  wood  is 
full  of  paths  and  caves,  and  there’s  no  hunting  of  them  unlefswe 
could  do  it  by  the  feent  like  dogs.  [_Exeunt  all  but  Leopoldo. 

Leopoldo.  Sure  fomefullen  ftar  purfues  this  girl  j I’ll  follow  loo, 
and  make  it  lad  to  fome.  [ Exit  Leopoldo. 


ACT.  II.  S C E N.  I. 

Enter  Nigro,  Ravack,  Clytus,  Cleon,  Souldiers. 

^•“TTWas  done  like  Clytus , and  to  morrow  we’ll  fecond  thy 
I words  $ let  the  men  be  well  fed  to  night,and  a Dona- 
live  diftributed  for  this  dayes  fervicc. 

Ravack.  My  Children, Clytus,  had  they  many  wounds? 

Clytus.  No,  nor  any  dangerous  5 oppreft  with  multitude  we 
took  them,  and  they  are  now  his  Prifoners } But  this  night,  I fear, 
they  will  be  lent  away,  and  the  rather  that  I was  earned  for  their 
delivery  5 And  I believe  we  are  deceived  all  this  while*,  for  I am 
; confident  the  delivery  or  difeovery  of  our  young  Ring  is  beyond 
his  power,  and  onely  a pretence  to  engage  the  people. 

Nigro.  No  matter,  that  pretence  has  done  our  work,  and  now 

the 
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the  people  are  arm’d,  we’ll  make  them  cut  our  way  through  all  dif- 
ficulties he  canoppofe  5 and  then,  Clytns,  I’llpromife  thee  to  pro- 
duce the  young  Genorio. 

Ravack^.  Let  Cleon  immediately  to  Sea  with  all  his  force,  and  lie 
difpers’d,  that  no  Boats  pafs  the  Harbour  but  what  he  {peaks  with, 
left  we  lol'e  thofe  long  preferred  reliques,  now  his  Prifoners. 

Nigro.  He  has  his  Orders  already,  and  pray  keep  a ftrift  guard, 
Cleon, and  fpecially  on  the  Rivers  mouth  from  Capita,  that  nothing 
pafs. 

Cfo?#.’Tis  time  I were  gone  5 is  there  other  dire&ions  that  I am 
to  exped  ? 

Nigro.  Genorio , King,  be  the  word  to  night. 

Clyt.  Your  accident  in  the  wood  was  ftrange 3 did  the  King  know 
you  at  firft  ? 

Ravack.  No, we  bore  him  to  my  cave, where  he  lay  fome  time  op- 
prefs’d  with  lofs  of  blood, till  we  applyed  our  remedies  3 upon  which 
he  began  to  look  like  one  awak’doutofa  Dream, whofehorrour  yet 
dwelt  upon  his  Mind  5 and  feeing  us  by  him  a Iked  where  he  was, 
and  who  we  were,  and  by  degrees  came  to  himlclf,  and  with  his 
Reafon  found  the  Memory  of  his  late  mercies  5 Much  he  afked  of 
the  bufinefs  of  the  day,  his  Childrens  Fortune,  and  Fate  of  the 
battle  : To  fome  I anfiwer’d  doubtful,  to  others  the  whole  truth  3 
Then  he  enquired  how  he  came  thither  which  I refolved  him  , and 
Branding  in  his  eye  I found  it  fix’d  upon  me  3 and  my  difcourfe  no 
fooner  ended, but  he  inquired  what  I was,why,and  how  long  I had 
lived  there  3 I reply ’d,  longer  in  the  number  of  years,then  I found  it 
in  the  negledted  time^yet  not  led  by  any  curiofity,but  to  find  a ftifety 
for  myfelf  and  children, being  perfecuted  and  crufh’dby  Fortune  3 
Here  I found  a fafety,  and  had  now  forgot  the  world,  and  was 
grown  to  pity  them  that  ruin’d  me  > and  from  this  fecurity  1 beheld 
' the  precipice  I fell  from, and  Philofopiz’d  of  them  that  afpire  thofo 
dangerous  heights  j Then,  with  a ferious  brow  he  alked  me  who 
were  my  Enemies  ? I replyed,fuch  as  Juftice,  Loyalty,and  oppreft 
goodnefs  ftirunk  under,when  my  Prince,the  unfortunate  Ortho, fell  > 
After  which  fatal  day  I chofe  this  folitude  , in  whofe  innocence  I 
had  fpent  my  dayes , enjoying  here  a clear  Mind,  and  Honour 
free  from  Oavery  3 For  in  this  poverty  we  have  prefer ved  a free, 
though  private  virtue,  Sir,  all  my  joy  and  bufinefs  being  two 
pledges  of  a chafte  bed,  and  fruitful  faithful  Love , thofe  two 
Shep-herds  you  faw  me  follow  in  the  battle,  whofe  Maiden 
fwords  are  in  this  dayes  battle  no  left  fortunate  then  ftrange  5 
While  I was  telling  this  ftory  I law  his  breaft  heave  , and  his 
Colour  change,  and  his  Eyes  {well  with  tears  3 and  with  Hands 
lifted  he  cryes  : Ravack , Ravack L,  or  elfe  my  Soul  dreams  what 
it  wifhes : Speak , are  my  Eyes  miftaken  or  no , if  thou  bceft 
the  fame  Ravaek 1 3 for  though  it  be  long  fince  I faw  thee,  yet  there 
are  li  nes  of  my  old  Friend  in  thy  face  3 fpeak  and  make  me  happy3 
for  with  thee  I loft  my  Nephews  > and  if  with  thee  I find  ’em,  the 
gods  are  juft  to  my  vows,for  they  know  my  Heart,and  have  prefer- 
ved  what  I never  had  a cruel  thought  againft.  Speak  and  let  me 


Part.  II.  Or,  'The  Love  of  Shadows. 

die  in  peace,  for  my  Soul  hangs  upon  thy  words  5 it  is  Life  or  death 
thy  anfwer  brings  5 give  me  that  lecret,  ’twill  remove  the  pains  of 
Death:,  Thy  King  and  Friend  begs  this  fecret : Could  thy  fears 
have  given  faith.  Oh  Ravack,  or  now  I know  ’tisthee)  what 
ills  has  fear  of  ills  begot  this  day  ! All  that  was  precious  to  me  is 
loft } Treafon  and  murther  has  deftroy’d  all,  Madnefs  and  jealoufie 
of  foirte  has  thrown  our  Nation  into  the  Slavery  of  a ftrariger, 
rather  then  truft  me  their  Prince  , becaufe  they  had  injur’d  me  5 
meafuring  my  innocence  by  their  own  narrow  hearts  , and  having 
liftned  to  that  black  policy  that  counfol’d  their  guilt  to  deftroy 
me  to  prevent  my  revenge  5 not  believing  it  pofiible  I could  be 
better  then  they,  and  forget  the  wrongs  which  they  cannot  forgive 
themfelves  $ This  is  that  Curfe  whofe  punifhment  ftill  gnaws  the 
mind,  and  Dogs  the  fin  of  Rebellion , whofe  dangerous  paths  are 
lo  full  of  fin  and  horrour  they  dare  not  look  back  nor  think  upon 
them  till  grown  defperate  5 thus  they  feek  a falfe  fafety  in  de- 
ftruftion  to  all } But  if  my  Nephew  live  I (hall  die  in  peace.  Then  I 
threw  my  felf  at  his  feet  8c  kifs’d  his  royal  hand, and  aftur’d  him  that 
his  Nephews  lived,and  ft  ranger  things  in  their  Fortune  then  yet  his 
foul  imagines  j forthofe  Shepherds  I told  him  were  his  Nephews  5 
at  that  he  ftarted,and  called  upon  Fate,  and  Bellamira^ whofe  vifion 
now  was  clears  then  we  difcourfed  of  their  paffions,  their  ftrange 
paffions } he  propofed  a Treaty,  and  his  coming  hither,  which  I 
contented  to. 

Clytus.  Which  Shepherds  ? thofe  you  call’d  your  Children  > 

Ravack;  The  fame. 

Clytus.  Ye  gods,’tWas  their  genius,  fure,  that  made  me  fo  earn- 
eft  for  their  delivery } This  night  we  muft  fall  upon  the  Enemy, 
or  they  are  loft,  fent  beyond  our  reach } My  anger  too  will  make 
them  jealous  what  they  are. 

Nigro.  Heaven,  to  thee  we  owe  our  Sacrifice,  ’tis  thy  hand  has 
play’d  our  game,  and  I hope  a happy  one  5 though  the  day  was  fad, 
and  full  of  Fate  to  fome,  yet  if  the  Night  crown  it.;  ’twill  be  Sa- 
cred for  ever  in  our  Story. 

Clytus.  The  gods  have  done  their  parts,  and  we,that  are  appoint- 
ed here  their  Inftruments,  muft  now  aft  ours  , I’ll  to  Sea  this  night, 
with  Cleon^  who  knows  what  may  be  attempted  , and  ’twill  be  fit 
you  go  , Ravack,^  left  they  doubt  me  $ your  report  concerning 
the  King,  and  prefent  affairs  , will  find  that  faith  I cannot  expeft, 
confidering  my  part  in  thefe  late  miferies. 

Ravack.  You  have  reafon,  and  I’ll  bear  you  Company. 

Nigro.  Let  this  fecret  dwell  with  us  only  till  they  be  deliver’d, 
left  the  wealth  of  that  knowledge  be  thecaufe  of  lofing  it  5 for  we 
are  fure  he  wants  fuch  a pledge  for  his  fafety. 

Clytus.  His  Army  (now  ours  is  drawn  from  it)  looks  like  the  Pa- 
geant that  ftalks  upon  others  legs,  moft  lame  and  defpicable , and 
his  falfe  foul  fhall  find  what  a Force  his  Treachery  has  given  us, that 
could  call  all  the  gods  to  witnefs  his  Falfhood,and  thus  make  us  de- 
ftroy each  other,  to  gain  him  an  eafie  way  to  viftory  5 I am  all  im- 
patience, dll  I have  prov’d  my  fate  with  him. 

Y y y Ravack, * 
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Ravack.  Calmly,  Clytus,  and  rcfolved  let  us  proceed  : now  we 
have  the  game  in  our  hands  take  heed  of  ralhnefs  or  fecurity, 
which  may  be  as  dangerous  as  his  defpair  } let  us  in,  and  refolve 
with  the  King  what  we  (hall' do,  and  to  whom,  e’re  ye  go  , let  me 
prefent  you  both  $ his  pardon  and  bleffing  will  profper  the  work. 
Kings  are  their  Countries  Parents , and  heaven  never  bleft  that 
people  whom  a good  King  curs’d.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  II. 

(A  Scene  reprefenting  a Cave.) 

Enter  Bellamira,  Fidelia,  Philemon,  Arcus,  and  Satyr. 

Arc . A Adam,  wee’l  look  out , if  you  pleafe,  and  fee  what  we 

|V|  can  learn  abroad.  Q. Exeunt  Arcus  and  Philemon. 

Satyr.  Shee’s  loft,  fhee’s  loft.  I’ll  eat  no  more  5 acurfe  on  all  their 
Fidelia  heads  that  fetch’d  us  from  our  quiet  home.  — Let  me  go,  what 
balds  him.  are  you  to  me,  or  I to  you,  I loathe  your  hated  fights,  ’tis  your  mif- 
chiefs  we  mourn  , my  dear  Miftrefs  lived  quiet  here  till  your 
impious  vifit  $ Innocence,  peace,  and  Love  fill’d  every  Circle  of 
the  Moon  till  you  and  mifchiefcame  and  rob’d  us  of  our  peace  5 
Wounded  in  mind  and  body,  my  Love,  and  her  gentle  Brother, 
rage  like  Dogs,  by  the  Suns  poyfon  ftung,  and  rob’d  of  Reafon, 
hunt  put  your  dangers*  and  Death , I fear  } and  I that  have  but 
thefe  poor  Rags  of  Nature , See  how  I am  torn  with  following 

you  5 Hell  on  both  your  caufes  I have  loft  my  love,  and  know 

not  where  to  feek  her,  but  here  in  my  wounded  mind  5 my  heart 
has  her  ftillj  would  fhe  had  ne’re  ftay’d  beyond  this  fold  } if  (he  die 
I’ll  ftarve  my  felf,  I will,  and  poyfon  you  } 1 will,  by  Tan  I will , you 
fhall  not  out-live  my  Love.  [ Enter  Arcus. 

Arcus.  Quick  and  filently  into  the  Cave,  for  there  are  fome  en- 
tred  the  Wood  ^ what  they  are  I know  not. 

Satyr.  I’ll  not  go  in,  but  ftay  and  tell  them  where  you  are,  un- 
lefs  you  give  me  my  love,  or  {hew  me  where  you  have  hid  her,  that 
I may  worftiip  her  grave. 

Arcus.  Shee’s  not  dead,  man,  (hee’s  in  the  Woods  only,  and  to 
morrow  we  fhall  find  ’em. 

Satyr.  To  morrow  ? why  ’tis  not  night  yet  Cramps  and  Aches 
find  me,  and  the  Murrain  eat  my  Flocks,  if  I will  eat  or  Beep  till  I 
find  her  5 all  Night, and  not  know  where  my  Love  is  ? 

Arcus.  Go  in  then,  and  defend  thefe  people  who  thou  know’ft 
(he  loves,  for  fhee’ll  die  if  they  be  hurt. 

Satyr.  Shall  we  leek  her  when  we  have  done  } I’ll  not  ftrike  a 
Dog  elfe. 

Arcus.  See  they  come,  defend  this  pafs , and  then  wee’ll  foek 
her.  [ Enter  into  the  Cave  Bellamira  and  Fidelia. 
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Enter  Almanzor  , Roderigo  and  Souldiers , and  fit  upon 
them } while  Arcus  and  the  Satyr  are  engaged , they  force 
Philemon,  and  get  into  the.  Cave 5 7 he  Satyr  the 
Souldier  fight,  the  Satyr  him  down. 

Satyr.  Yield,  and  let  me  bind  thee,  or  IJ11  pafh  thy  Scull. 

The  Souldier  thrujls  at  him  while  he  fpeakj,  and  hurts  him  5 
he  kills  the  Souldier,  and  takes  his  Sword. 

Arc.  So,fo,  follow  me,and  fave  the  Princefs,  what,art  thou  lame  > 
Satyr.  The  Rogue  has  hurt  me  with  this  fooliih  thing  5 a Bee’s 
fting  is  worfe,  and  yet  I am  lame. 

He  lookes  upon  the  Sword,and  pricks  himfelf  with  it, and Jlarts « 

Exeunt  Arcus  and  Satyr. 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  III. 

. 1 rr  1 

Enter  Bellamira ,and  Fidelia,  prifoners  to  the  Souldiers 
that  difcovered  where  they  were. 

■;  ' - ~r,  rp f ••  rr.'i  ; •.  'j.ail  v > . 

Soul.  X"fO  refiftance,  but  patiently  exped  what  the  prince  com- 
I ^ mands,  or  you  are  dead. 

Bell.  What  Prince,  Villain  ? Either  be  a friend , or  enemy } give 
us  our  Freedom,  or  with  thy  Sword  perfed  that  Treachery  thou 
haft  begun  with  the  worft  of  milchiefs  j Kill  us,any  thing  rather  then 

be  fubjed  to  the  impious  rage  of  that  infolent  Conquerour. 

' ' * 

Enter  Leopoldo,  in  his  dijguifi. 

. j y [ . ( • - ' 

Soul.  Ha, Comrade  ! where’s  the  Prince  ? her?  are  two  of  the  birds 
I promifed  him,  the  reft  are  flown.  (Xeopoldo  looks  about  him.') 

Leop.  They  are  fo,  Tray  tor,  that  thus  art  'armed  with  fuccefs  j 
flare  not,  but  defend  thy  felf } Fly,  Madam , to  any  fafety  if  this 
fervice  prove  fuccefsful,  thank  me  hereafter , if  not  conceale  me, 
what  e’re  you  fee  me  do.  [Exeunt  Bellamira  and  Fidelia. 

Soul.  Madam  ? ’Tis  the  Princels  Bellamira, lure.  — Villain,thou’lt 
live  to  repent  this  Ad. 

Leop.  Thou  fhalt  not,  if  I mils  not  my  aim. 

(They  fight, and  Leopoldo  kills  him.) 
Soul.  Hold, ’tis enough  j my  faults  are  powerful,  and  Treafon 
alone  is  weak,  I am  loft.  (He  dies.) 

Leop.  This  wretch  had  given  up  all  our  hopes  to  the  Invador, 
had  not  my  fate  been  above  him. 

Enter  Almanzor. 

Aim  an.  Souldier,  which  way  went  Roderigo  .<* 

Y y y 2 Loop. 
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As  Alman- 

2 or  goes  out 


bringing 

Bellamira. 


Leop.  That  way  inpurfuit  of  the  Enemy,  — Why  not , in  this 
difguife,  drike  him  dead  and  fecure  all  ? why  not  ? becaufe  Stis  bafe, 
and  unworthy  of  Leopoldo  ^ treachery  has  no  Argument  drong 
enough  to  judifte  it,  fuccefs  cannot  do  it  ^ IT1  follow  him,  defie  him, 
and  as  Leopoldo  take  a full  revenge,  or  give  him  a perfeft  vidtory, 
— Nay,  then  I ftrive  againd  my  Stars  } Yield,  Leopoldo , doop  to 
be  meets  the  Fortune,  War  no  longer  againft  that  froward  Diety,  bent  to  thy 
Souldiers  mine  $ poor  Bellamira,  fomething  I mud  do,  and  by  appearing  (dill 
a violent  enemy  may  gain  a power  to  ferve  her  5 Sir,  do  you  not 
know  this  Priioner  ? ’tis  the  Princels  Bellamira , the  fame  that  the 
Shepherds  took  from  us. 

Alman.  Tis  not  poffible,  this  the  moded  Princefs , fighting  in 
Breeches  ? fure  ’tis  one  of  her  Pages. 

Bell.  What  I am  is  as  heaven  appoints,  who  has  delivered  me 
over  to  your  barbarous  power  5 what  I was  this  morning  is  now  no 
argument,  fince  they  are  pleas’d  to  withdraw  their  bleffings  $ yet 
in  all  conditions  I can  defpife  the  infolent  Almanzor  , prince  only 
in  power.  Have  of  Fortune,  bled  by  chance,  like  her  undefer- 
ving  children , who  claim  neither  by  virtue  nor  merit  what  they 
hold. 

Alman.  You  are  angry  now,  and  I laugh,  and  fince  you  would 
not  be  a Queen,  try  if  you  can  avoid  being  a Slave  ^ and  all  thofe 
graces  of  that  Magick  form  which  once  I loved,  all  thofe  Flowers 
of  Youth  and  Beauty  my  hate  (hall  look  on  , and  fee  wither  in  a 
fcorn’d  fervitude , under  an  envious  and  cruel  Miftrefs,  who  will 
make  my  love  to  thee  as  great  an  affli&ion  as  thy  fcorn  hath  rendred 
it  my  heart } for  fhe  loves  as  violently  as  thou  hated,  to  whofe  re- 
venge I’ll  give  my  intered  up. 

Bell.  The  fame  impious  barbarous  Almanzor  dill,  upon  whole 
power  I’ll  look  with  fcorn,  it  cannot  be  long  liv’d  5 thou  art  too 
wicked  to  be  long  our  Rod } for  thy  threats , they  move  me  no 
more  then  thy  promiles  5 Thou  knowed  I would  not  fell  my  ho- 
nour for  the  fird,nor  be  frighted  from  it  by  the  lad  $ for  know,when 
I will  be  free,  (which  yet  I will  not  be)  ’tis  not  all  thy  guards  can 
keep  me  $ and  to  heighten  thy  rage,  know,  it  is  no  cold  frozen  Na- 
ture, no averfiort  to  Loves  gentle  paffion,  makes  me  defpife  thee. 
For  never  Virgins  bread:  had  more  love  in  it,  that  had  no  more  ho- 
nour then  Bellamira  ^ and  I rejoy ce  to  fuffer  for  thy  Rival , and  he 
(hall  know  it,  that  thy  envious  foul  may  gnaw  thy  heart,  which,  if 
thou  loved,  ’twill  do,  when  thou  fhalt  fee  me  die  for  him  that’s  o’re- 
comc,  and  defpife  thee  though  a Conquerour. 

Alman.  Away  with  her  to  the  Cadle,  and  upon  your  lives  fecure 
her,  I fhall  have  my  time  too  5 what  fuccels,  Roderigo  .<? 


Enter 


Roderigo. 


Exit  Bellamira,  and  tbe  Souldiers  palling  her. 

Roder.  ’Tis  in  vain  to  hunt  them } that  Satyr  and  the  Moor  are  a 
pair  of  Devils,  dout,  and  fubtle  ^ I’ll  not  undertake  fuch  another 
chafe,  for  their  Ikins  5 they  are  all  flown,  but  whither  I know  not  5 
only  one  boy,  I left  him  crying  and  fhaking  in  a bulh. 

Alman. 
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Aim.  That  Boy  we  have,  arid  with  him  all  our  hopes'}  that  in 
Boys  habit  was  the  fcornful  Eellamira  } and  now  Clytus , and  his  in- 
folent  Abettors  will  ftoop  again,  if  my  heart  can  be  brought  to  re- 
concile it  felf  to  her,  whofe  injurious  words  have  again  enraged  it 
fothat  Ambition,  Love,  nor  Intereft  canfcarce  make  me  diffemble 
my  hatred  of  her. 

Rod  If  you  be  certain  ’tis  the  Princels,  away  with  her  this 
night,  or  with  the  morning  Floud,  for  Sicily , together  with  the  reft 
of  your  Prifoners } leave  me  to  make  good  Capua  untill  I hear  from 
you}  befides,  when  you  and  they  are  gone,  they  muft  treat}  for 
to  fight  fignifies  nothing } for  if  they  beat  us  (which  is  uncertain 
too)  yet  they  advance  not  to  their  end  } for  Leopoldo  being  dead, 
and  file  next  Heir,  diffemble,  flatter,  fwear  you  love,  any  thing  to 
appeafe  her  minde,  marry  her  and  confirm  your  Conqueft. 

Ah/ian.  ’Tis  refolv’d  this  night  privately  we’ll  depart,  and  in 

the  interim  order  the  affairs  here  to  your  direction. Diflimulati- 

on  be  thou  my  Friend  while  I banifii  hence  this  idle  paflion  Love, 
and  make  room  for  the  more  noble  Ambition , thou  Cuide  of 
Princes,  Love,  that  precious  nothing,  that  dear  I know  not  what, 
that  makes  us  finde  a difference  between  a Miftrefs  and  other  wo- 
men, Farewell  for  ever  blinde  unbodied  Boy,  that’s  proud  to  be- 
come both  Poyfon  and  Medicine  to  the  minde,  the  wounder  and 
the  wound,  where  he  can  finde  a faith}  elfe  an  indifferent  common 

cheap  companion  for  all  (but  Death)  from  King  to  Beggar  > Points  to  bit 

Here  he  would  have  impofed  Laws,  here  threat ned  Darts,  unlefs  I heart. 
would  fondly  have  worlhipp’d  him.  Fool,  that  wert  made  the 
Slave  of  Nature  ! and  fo  thou^halt  ftill  be  to  Almanzor  when  ere 
thou  dar’ft  appear  charm’d  by  my  fcorn,  and  this  thy  perfect  Cha- 
racter } till  thou  haft  tam’d  her  minde,  and  till  hers  be  kinde,  in 
Ipight  of  all  thy  Power  or  Ait,  Ambition  or  Revenge,  not  Love 
Inall  fill  my  heart. 


[Exeunt  omnes . 


ACT.  III.  S C E N.  I. 

[ And  the  onely  one  of  this  Aft.] 

Enter  Leopoldo,  folus. 

Leap. f i nOolate  I finde  myErrour,  poyfon’d  with  a dangerous 
1 paflion,  Jealoufie,  fooliftily  leeking  what  it  would  not 
finde } the  Curfe  of  all  the  Gods  are  wrapt  in  his  black  thoughts, 
that  yields  to  that  Enemy  of  man,  a Curfe  both  in  the  Root  and 
Fruit:  Firft  he  blinded  my  Reafon,  againft  which  Realon  he 
made  me  doubt  my  Love  > Then  my  eyes,  which  elfe  muft  have 
feen  a Brother  in  his  face,  and  in  this  cloud  made  me  lole  my  lelf  5 
and  then  to  finde  a new  doubt,  another  mifery.  This  Picture 
Picture  of  my  Sifter  found  by  him,  loft  by  I know  not  who,  but 
given  by  fome-body  3 I would  not  doubt  Bellamirat  yeti  am fure 

Stis 
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Stis  hers  ^ neither  (he  nor  my  eyes  are  difguifed  ^ there  is  fome  my- 
ftery  as  well  as  fate  abroad  to  day } I’ll  have  patience  until  I fpeak 
with  her,nor  will  I be  difeover’d  until  I be  fatisfi’d  whofe  this  Pi- 
cture is.  But  fee  how  my  divided  minde  forgets  her  bufinefs,  and 
talks  away  that  little  time  that  refts  for  their  fafety } for  ere  I can 
purfuemy  Defign,  and  return  from  Clytus  his  Quarter,  (whofe 
faith  I now  admire  and  forgive)  'twill  be  too  late  to  ufe  his  friend- 
ship 5 for  the  Prince  is  refolved  with  his  Prifoners  this  night  to 
efcape  for  Sicily  i nor  is  there  a way  left  to  prevent  this  mifehief, 
unlefs  I take  advantage  of  that  truft  that  this  Difguife  has  given 
me,  and  privately  arm  my  friends,  fo  to  furprize  the  Guard  and 
efcape  to  Clytns  his  Quarter  : this  is  our  laft  and  defperate  hope, 
and  this  I muft  put  in  execution  after  the  enjoying  of  fome  few 
minutes  happinefs,  thus  unknown  informing  my  felf  of  that  dear 
knowledge  my  heart  labours  withall,  and  this  benefit  my  mifery 
will  afford  me  $ for  being  thus  levell’d  by  fortune  I may  be  juft  to 
that  excellence  my  better  days  could  neither  enjoy  nor  reward 
without  blufhings,  fuch  and  fo  cruel  are  the  Laws  we  our  felves 
are  bound  to  } and  though  we  can  give  Laws  to  others,  we  are 
yet  Slaves  to  cuftome  and  opinion , condemn*  d to  ftarve  our 
inindes  upon  the  barren  heart  of  fome  perfbn  onely  great  in  birth, 
and  forbid  to  tafte  the  full  bleflings  this  poor  Maid  is  bleft  with — 
Here  they  are  within  this  place,  the  darknefs  will  affift  my  Defign, 
in  hearing  unfeen  what  they  fay  } and  when  I will  I can  by  the  be- 
nefit of  this  light  difeover  my  felf.  [ He  turns  his  dark^L  ant  horn. 

The  Scene  opens  and  difeover s 4 Prifon , where  Pollidor  and  Phil- 
lora  appear  next  the  Stage  chained  to  a Ring  fanned  to  the 
ground  upon  the  other  fide  of  the  Prifon,  and  in  a darker  part 
of  the  Scene  lies  Palantus  chained  behmde  them  in  the 
darf,  Bellamira  chained , and  afar  off  in  profeSive  other 
Prifoners  and  dead  Car  cafes. 

Fhil.  Good  Heaven,  do  I lament  any  thing  of  Prifon  ? Is  not  all 
the  World  Prifon  now,  and  a Prifon  equal  to  a Throne  when  he  is 
gone  ? O Pollidor , he’s  dead,  loft  for  ever,  for  ever,  that’^  the  great 
wound  Death  givesjlet  that  thought  excufe  my  immoderate  grief, 
and  awake  the  guilt  that  has  long  flept  in  thy  vengeful  minde  : 
Thy  Prince  is  fallen,  dead,  negleded,  and  unmourn’d,  and  thy 
heart  afflidfsit  felf  fora  Pidture,  the  loft  fhadovv  of  thouknow’ft 
not  what,  while  the  befc  of  Princes  without  a tear  from  thy  eye 
fills  the  number,  and  is  by  treacherous  odds  become  a fhadow  : O 
ye  Gods,  why  fhould  mankinde,  wretched  mankinde,  defire  to  ftay 
after  him,  and  wither  out  fome  few  Ages  here  5 why  fhould  the 
World  out-laft  that  gallant  Prince,  whofe  death  has  left  it  but  a 
Ca  reals  > 

Pol.  Y our  paffion  onely  tells  you  he  is  dead,  for  nonefaw  him 
fall*  ’tis  onely  in  your  fears  he’s  loft,  and  moft  unjuftly  you  accufe 
me  now  of  hate  5 for  though  I lov’d  not  the  name  of  Leopoldo , yet 
Heaven  witnefs  I now  adore  the  man. 


Phil. 
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rhil.  Prithee  peace,  and  let  me  love  once,  and  but  once  } even 
Tollidor  can  deceive  my  heart  when  the  Prince  is  concern’d.  Dif 
fcmbler,  my  fears  and  thy  wifhes  are  built  upon  the  fame  unluck) 

ground See,  fond  Youth,  fee  the  royal  diftinftion  of  the  brave  , a,ctPS 

Leopoldo  from  other  men,  behold  his  ancient  Order,  the  Chain  too  Order 
I faw  him  wear  this  day}  but  where  is  the  lacred  bread:,  upon  which 
as  upon  holyeft  Altars  thefe  confecrated  Relicks  hung  ? O Tollidor , 

Tollidor , that  Shrine  Murder  and  Trealbn  have  ruin'd,  and  with 
prophane  hands  thrown  down  a Temple  built  by  and  dedicated  to 
all  the  Gods, 

Pol.  All  the  Gods  forbid. 

Phil . Now  you  and  my  Father  may  fmile  , your  hatred  has 
found  a malitious  power  to  joynwith  your  wilhes } try  if  all  your 
Sacrifices  or  penitent  prayers  can  make  fuch  a Prince,  but  I am 
certain  thou  haft  loft  a Friend  } for  do  not  think  it  poffiblel  can 
be  flatter’d  to  out-livc  him  ? and  though  I cannot  hate  thee,  I can 
hardly  forgive  thy  hatred  to  the  Prince,  whom  I (hall  make  hafte 
to  follow  } Thou  art  but  gone  before  to  prepare  the  way } nor 
will  I ftay  here  but  to  difpatch  thy  bufinefs  upon  earth,  and  then 
Tollidor  thou  (halt  fee  me  follow  } but  I talk  too,  much,  untill  it  be 
time  to  juftifie  to  the  world  how  much  l lov’d}  here  I will 
mourn  my  lofstill  Jean  finde  ahandfome  when,  and  glorious  how 
to  follow.  ! f . jid 

Pol.  When  that  time  appears,  Tollidor  will  quit  himfelf  of  this 
unkinde  thought,  and  thou  (halt  finde  me  ambitious  to  have  it  faid, 

I fell  in  Leopoldo' s caufe. 

Phil.  Such  a Monument,  (though  I love  my  Brother)  l would 
live  to  fee  thee  raife  thy  felf  and  the  great  Leopoldo : And  if  thou 
dy’ft  as  handfomely  for  him  as  I would  have  liv’d  faithfull  to  him, 
who  pities  thee,  or  weeps  upon  thy  Grave,  are  no  Friends  to  ei- 
ther : but  thefe  are  words,  and  he’s  dead.  Ye  Gods,  who  would 
have  loft  lb  glorious  an  Enemy?  ’Twas  worth  thy  care  to  have 
preferv’d  him,  though  thou  didft  not  love  him  thou  fhouldft  have 
kept  him  for  a Pattern, his  Virtues  were  wor  th  thy  Love  and  Envy} 
though  he  were  bornn  to  thy  Hate  } Now  thou  haft  yielded  to  his 
fortune,}  for  though  Leopoldo  be  dead  and  fall’n  under  thy  wifh, 
not  under  thy  fword,  a gallant  man  would  not  have  loft  fuch  an 
occalion  to  have  made  himfelf  known  in  his  own  Revenge : now 
the  world  will  fay,  My  Brother  hated  a Prince  he  could  neither 
love,  imitate,  nor  overcome. 

Leop.  Heaven,  can  I hear  this  and  not  relieve  her  ? I muft  inter- 
rupt this  grief,  ’tis  moft  unjuft  to  let  them  be  miferable  for  me 
that  am  the  happieft  man  that  ever  Fortune  ftruck  at  and  mift  } 

How  I (corn  her  poor  malice  ! Prouder  of  thefe  two  Friends  than 
all  thofe  airy  gifts  fhe  has  call’d  back. 

Bel.  Who  thefe  fhould  be  I cannot  imagine  } that  fo  confidently 
avow  their  love  and  hate  to  my  Brother } if  it  be  diflembl’d  it  is 
done  to  the  life } "tis  fome  cunning  highly  wicked,  or  elfe  the  kind- 
eft  that  our  party  has  this  day  ruin’d. 

Pal.  What  Picture's  that  they  rave  of?  This  difeourfe  confounds 

my 
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my  thoughts > a Brother  and  a Sifter } by  their  difcourfe  Ihe 
loves  the  Prince  too : I will  not  yet  be  known,  perhaps  they'll 
be  free,  and  I may  know  more  by  chance  than  by  queftion 
what  that  Pitture  is,  the  lofs  of  mine  makes  thefe  Chains 
heavy. 

Leopoldo  Leap.  Madam,  ftart  not,  I befeech  you,  nor  defpile  the  Propofi- 
jlcps  to  If  if  tion  I fhall  make  for  your  fafety  * becaufe  you  fee  me  poof. 

Sijier.  geim  gure  thou  art  miftaken,  doft  thou  not  fee  thy  Errour  ? 

Leop.  When  'tis  to  lerve  you,  Madam,  my  confidence  I hope 
will  finde  your  pardon,  elfe,  miferable  as  I am,  I would  die  fooner 
than  betray  the  divine  Bellamira. 

Bel.  Speak  foftly  then  what  ’tis  you  defign. 

Leop.  Firft  be  pleas’d  to  know  ’twas  I redeem’d  your  Highnels, 
the  Souldier  that  defir’d  to  be  conceal’d,  which  fervice  I Ihould 
not  remember  but  to  beget  your  faith.  Know  the  Tyrant  boafts 
your  captivity,  and  vows  fuch  miferies  as  (hall  make  you  proud  of 
his  embraces  ere  he’ll  embrace  them } this  wak’d  my  heart  [5  and 
could  my  fingle  revenge  have  ferv’d  you,  upon  the  place  I had 
ftruck  him  to  the  earth. 

Bel.  Sure  I dream*  whence  comes  this  gentle  found  > and  how 
came  fo  much  humanity  to  get  a power  in  this  barbarous  place, 
where  Luft,  Force,  and  Treafon  reigns ! How  came  thy  charity  to 
get  admittance  hither ! 

Leop.  Leave  to  wonder.  Madam,  and  give  faith  to  me,  for  our 
time’s  fhort,  and  ’tis  not  ev’ry  hour  I can  ferve  you  in  : This  night 
you  muft  prepare  to  follow  my  directions,  and  attempt  your 
efcape  j for  you  are  with  the  morning  tide  defign’d  for  Sicily , 
Where  you  muft  prepare  to  fuffer  what  the  Conquerour  fhall  im- 
pofe. 

Bel.  Wonder  not,  I prithee,  at  my  want  of  faith  ? I have  been 
fo  little  acquainted  with  civil  language  fince  I came  into  his 
power  that  yours  amazes  me  * I have  this  day  received  nothing 
but  Injuries  from  Men  and  Elements,  abandon’d  by  all,  ana 
treated  as  the  fcandal  and  infamy  of  our  Sex,  like  lome  Vagabond 
that  had  ftray’d  from  Honour  and  Virtue. 

Leop.  Give  me  leave  to  remove  even  the  greateft  of  your 
griefs } the  King  and  Prince  live,  I fpeak  a truth  as  great  as  your 
joy  } Balantus  too  is  fafe,  and  your  fellow  Prifoner  here,  and  thofe 
two  you  heard  difcourfe  even  now  are  Friends  to  whom  your 
Highnefs  owes  much  5 they  are  yet  but  private  virtues,  but  the 
world  (hall  know  them. 

Bel.  Thou  art  my  good  Angel  fure , May  I know  who  thou  art  ? 
Certainly  I will  not  betray  thee. 

Leop.  Hereafter,  Madam,  you  (hall  $ let  but  this  night  pals,  and 
truft  me,  and  Heaven  curie  me  if  I betray  you. 

Bel.  He  lighs,  fure  he  has  been  miferable  himlelf  he  is  fo  fenfible 
of  mine,  and  now  fome  heavy  grief  hangs  upon  his  heart  3 I am 
curious  to  know  what  kinde  of  milery  can  make  this  poor  Souldier 
fad. 

Leop. 
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Leop.  What  kind  of  mifery  ? alas,  Madam,  miferies  have  not  one 
fling  I have  not  felt,  aqd  her  bitterelf  roots  are  now  my  food.  — — , 
Nature  cannot  be  dilguis’d,  though  my  body  be.  \_He  weeps. 

Bellam.  He  weeps  } what  are  the  miferies  that  thus  wound 
thy  foul  ? for  tears  are  her  blood  3 didft  thou  ever  love  unfor- 
tunately ? 

Leop.  Never,  Madam. 

Bellam.  Canft  thou  have  wit,  courage,  kind  Nature,  andafoft 
foul,  and  yet  not  love?  ’tis  ftrange  that  Love  and  Honour  fhould 
be  Grangers } without  love  all  thy  vertues  are  not  thine,  they’re  but 
Lodgers,  Inmate  excellencies,  and  may  be  feduced,  if  not  aily’d 
to  thy  heart  by  Love } therefore  leave  to  hide  thy  mind  and  for- 
tune from  mei  which  I know  mult  have  fomething  greater  in’f 
then  thy  words  or  condition  fpeaks  •>  dare  you  venture  your  life 
rather  then  your  grief? 

Leop.  Take  all  thefecretsof  my  heart,  I love. 

Bellam.  How  by  inftinCt  I found  his  grief!  humanity  and  ci- 
vility but  guide  to  Love,  whofe  paths  all  that  have  honour 
tread. 

Leop.  Once,  and  but  once,  Madam  5 and  therefore  I may  lay  I 
lov’d  , though  my  eyes  have  much  beauty  feen  written  in  her  belt 
characters,  yet  in  all  my  days  I was  never  pleas’d  with  more  then 
one  ftoryofthat  fair  volumn,  and  my  griefs  are  now  the  fear  I 
fhould  lofe  the  Book  ere  I have  read  it  out } fori  have  but  newly 
begun  the  Hiltory  of  her  face  , but  I lole  time  when  ’tis  molt  pre- 
cious, bccaufe  ’tis  yours  5 for  know.  Madam,  I muft  retire  to  the 
Guard,  of  which  I am  one,  but ’tis  to  ferve  you  ? as  foon  as  I have 
contrived  your  fafety  I fhall  give  your  Highnefs  notice  ^ in  the 
mean  time  I’ll  difcover,  by  this  light, who  are  your  fellow  piiloners » 
but  pray  be  pleas’d  to  conceal  your  felf  till  I give  the  lign. 

Leopoldo  walks  from  Bellamira  toward  the  rejl  of  the  prifoners. 

Bellam.  Sure  this  foul’s  miftakcn  > it  cannot  be  fuch  a princely 
mind  (hould  be  hid  and  buried  in  a Cottage,  nor  fate  let  fo  much 
honour  grow  lo  neer  the  earth,  while  a Prince  declines  beneath  the 
mean’ll:  wretch  , and  becomes  a Have  to  his  pallion,  and  lubmits  to 
the  word:  of  ills,  a barbarous  luff,  a fin  that  fhame  and  repentance 
attend  here,  and  honour  hereafter. 

^ \ r * I V ■>..*•*  iJ  Ju”  dl  £ -■»  '*  viv* 

Leopoldo  opens  his  dark^lanthorn  , they  all  know  and  gaz£ 
upon  him. 

i i ' tint  ■;"»{  aViv'" : • . rrrt 

Pollidor.  Ha  ! ’tis  he,  the  fame  Villain  that  fnatch’d  my 
PiClure. 

Phil.  His  hated  fight  brings  back  my  anger  S oh  that  l were  free, 
to  revenge  the  Prince  upon  thy  finful  head. 

Bellam.  Good  gods,  what  do  I fee,  proteCt  me  heaven  $ ’tis  the 
lame  figure, my  heart  fails  me,  the  Shepherdefs  is  there  too.  Oh 
Fate,  Fate,  there  is  no  refilling  thy  decrees. 

Z z 7, 
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Palan . Thanks  for  this  friendly  light,  now  I (hall  know  the  Au- 
thors of  that  difcourfe  my  foul  fo  much  liftned  to  3 Ha  ! ’tis 
the  young  .Shepherdefs,  I’ll  fpeak  to  her,  I’me  fure  (he’s  a friend. 
Fellows  in  mifery,  and  friends  to  Leopold , fuch  I know  you  are  by 
your  difcourfe,  and  to  fuch  the  name  of  Palantus  is  not  unknown  3 
and  gentle  Maid,  by  all  thy  heart  loves  belt  I conjure  you  tell  me 
what Pidure  ’tis  you  lament  the  lofs  of,  fori,  wretched  I,  have 
this  day  in  battle  loft  all  my  foul  doted  upon  5 for  my  royal  Mafter 
and  his  noble  Family  are  this  day  ruin’d,  and  in  this  mifery  I have 
loft  the  jewel  of  my  heart  3 ’twas  a Legacy  my  Mafter  gave  me 
with  his  dying  hands 3 ’twas  a little  Pidure,  but  of  the  greateft  vir- 
tue living,  if  heaven  have  fpar’d  her. 

Pollid.  Palantus  nor  his  Mafter  I know  not,  nor  his  Pidure  5 but 
if ’twere  that  I found  to  day  in  the  Wood,  heaven  and  earth  ftiould 
meet  e’re  I’de  part  with  it  to  any  hand,  but  death’s  3 his  cold  Com- 
mifiion  ftiould  only  force  it. 

Palan.  ’Tis  rudely  anfwer’d,  yet  if  there  were  no  other  difficulty 
in  regaining  it  then  thy  barbarous  mind  can  oppofe. 

Pollid.  You  promife  your  felf  too  fall  the  vidoryo’re  him  that 
would  complain  neither  of  you  nor  fortune,  if  he  left  it  when  the 
fword  could  win  it. 

Palan.  Prithee,  who  art  thou  that  talk’ft  thus  in  chains  ? 

Pollid.  One  that  neither  knows  nor  fears  thee  3 one  that  will 
neither  do  nor  take  an  injury. 

Palan . Prithee,  who  art  thou  ? 

Pollid.  No  more  nor  lefs  then  thou  art,  an  honeft  man. 

Phil.  I’ll  inform  thee  what  he  is  3 we  are  two  Plants  that  grew 
together  from  the  fame  root  in  thele  peaceful  Woods  3 we  are 
two  that  till  this  day  never  faw  an  enemy  3 but  who  can  be  friends 
to  thofe  that  hate  the  Prince , whofe  caule  drew  our  fwords  } 
and  though  we  be  crulh’d  thus  with  thy  Mafters  ruine  3 yet  I 
wifh  there  were  no  more  danger  in  either  of  your  fortunes 
then  you  two  will  bring  upon  each  other.  For  know,  Palantus^ 
thy  faith  to  thy  dead  Mafter  is  admir’d  by  all  5 but  none  values 
it  more  then  Pkillora , a name  yet  a ftranger  to  thee  and  the 
world,  being  fprung  this  day  in  blood  3 know  it’s  the  fame  un- 
fortunate Girle  thou  faw’ft  this  day  in  the  Foreft  3 and  this  whom 
thou  threatneft  is  my  Brother  5 what  he  and  I have  done  this 
day  to  appear  friends  to  thole  royal  names,  Leopoldo  and  Bella- 
mira , is  not  unknown,  though  yet  never  bleft  with  one  fight 
of  them  but  in  their  miferies,  which  are  but  the  allies  of  his 
greatnefsi  let  not  then  a lhadow  divide  luch  friends  3 though 
my  Brother  love  the  Pidure , yet  he  has  juftice  as  well 
as  love. 

Palan.  Gentle  Maid,  forgive  the  paflion  my  love  and  mifery  be- 
got 3 and  to  you,Sir,  the  ignorance  of  whom  I anlwer’d  will  excufe 
the  wildnefs  of  my  words  3 pray  let  us  calmly  inquire  by  what  ac- 
cident your  Brother  came  to  find  and  lofe  that  Pidure,  by  which 
I can  eafily  colled:  whether  it  be  mine  or  no. 

Phil.  Pray  delcribe  yours,  that  will  inform  us. 

Palan. 
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Palan.  Mine  was  in  a box  of  gold,  enamell’d  with  Phillamorte 
and  black  ( the  fad  colours  that  are  worn  by  me  forlorn ) the 
Cypher  two  xx  croft,  within  a figure  of  an  armed  Pallas  } the 
hair  brown,  the  forehead  calm  and  full  of  peaces  Juno's  eyes,  fair 
and  full  of  mercy  } but  I want  Poetry  to  exprefs  her  beauty, 
to  which  the  gods  have  give  a minde  equal  to  all  Ihe 
bows  to. 

Phil.  Tis  the  fame  my  Brother  found  in  the  Wood,  and  that  bar- 
barous perfon  there  fnatch’d  it  from  him  5 and  e’re  we  could  regain 
it  again  the  enemy  furpriz’d  us. 

Pa lan.  Which  is  he  ? 

Pollidor.  That , there  he  ftands  5 but  if  ere  I get  a free- 
dom I’ll  make  thee  repent  it  at  as  fad  a rate  as  I lament  the  loft 
now. 

Palan.  Villain,  reftore  my  Picture,  or  thou  It  find  my  chains  too 
weak  to  hold  me  from  thy  throat  5 tis  the  fame,  now  I lee  him  I 
know  the  Perriwig  and  clothes. 

Leop.  You  wrong  me,  I never  took  it  from  you,  nor  ever  law 
you  before. 

Palan.  Villain  and  Tray  tor,  thou  ly’ft  5 and  were  I loofe  I’de 
- make  thee  acknowledge  it  in  thy  hearts  blood  > I would  I could 
look  the  (lave  dead. 

Leop.  You  are  angry,  and  I muft  laugh  at  it}  look  here’s  the 
Pifture  you  have  loft  } I have  it  and  I will  keep  it. 

Palan.  Thou  dar’ft  as  foon  drink  poyfon  5 and  a9  fafe  either  of 
you  may  do  it  when  I am  free. 

Phil.  No  more  of  this  rage  } ceafe  to  injure  a man  you  know 
not  , and  defpifc  not  a man  you  have  never  proved  } your 
loves  are  nobler  far  then  your  hatreds  can  be } your  love  has  a gal- 
lant caufe , your  hatred  a meer  imagin’d  one  , for  a painted 
Card  the  curious  thieft  of  an  Artift’s  eye  > befides , we  know 
Pallantus  dares  as  much  as  any  man}  and  therefore  he  Ihould 
not  talk}  and  all  honeft  men  dare  any  thing  that’s  juft  } and 
he  that  will  more  then  is  juft  is  a bolder  man  then  Pol- 
lidor. 

Leop.  Excellent  Maid. 

Palan.  Forgive  me  gentle  Maid,  and  I have  done}  and  now  t 
turn  to  thee,and  calmly  I conjure  thee  by  a Souldiers  honour,  give 
it  the  perfon  thou  took’ft  it  from. 

Leop.  Neither  of  your  two  threats  nor  prayers  (hall  force  it  from 
me } yet  fuch  a power  thofe  eyes  have  over  me,  that  you  (hall 
command  it  for  one  kifs  of  your  fair  hand}  dil'pofe  of  it  as  you 
pleafe  > and  let  me  ftand  the  fury  of  their  difpleafure. 

Phil.  Gentle  Souldier,  give  it  to  my  Brother  > thou  took’ft  it 
from  him,  and  with  it  all  his  peace  of  mind}  juftice  is  on  his  fide, 
for  I law  thee  fnatch  it  from  him.  [Leopoldo  kjjfes  her  hand^and 

gives  her  the  pi8»re» 

Leop.  There,  difpofe  of  it  as  you  pteafe. 

Palan. Oh,for  an  hours  freedom,and  a (word  to  difpute  this  right. 

Leop.  You  (hall  have  both,  Sir  3 and  be  alham’dof  your  threats 
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too  ere  long  ^ fear  not,  I have'Jlaid  up  your  lye  for  you. 

Pollid.  ’Tis  the  fame  5 look  Phillora , here’s  our  better  Angel 
come  again  $ fo,  now  I defie  Fortune  and  all  her  falfhood}  frown  on 
here’s  my  peace  which  I’ll  not  give  for  all  thy  fmiles  5 how  I love 
ipy  eyes  now,  better  then  I did  my  hands  before ! they  faithfully 
held  their  hold,  while  thefe  like  cowards  let  thee  go  , ’tis  theno- 
bleftfenfeof  any,  and  informs  the  knowing  foul , makes  acquain- 
tance betwixt  us  and  the  great  works  of  heaven,  and  obliges  our 
hearts  mere  then  all  the  reft  5 fee  how  it  feafts  my  mind  with  thefe 
thin  colours  only  ! how  gracefull  too  the  eye  is ! what  it  borrows 
the  tongue  and  heart  pays  5 how  juft  and  innocent  the  eye  is  ! it 
never  wrongs  in  converfation,  nor  withers  one  flower  in  this  Gar- 
den 5 fhe  fills  her  felf,  and  yet  leaves  no  one  beauty  lefsfor  her  de- 
light : Now,  Phillora , my  foul  feeds  upon  this  divine  objed,  and 
yet  neither  ftains  nor  begets  a blufh  5 but,  oh  my  fears ! who  can 
this  be  ? that  thought  lies  heavy  upon  my  foul , and  when  ’tis 
known  how  to  be  won  5 were  fhe  to  be  fought  for,  I would  not 
doubt  my  fate  5 but  this  gentle  fex  muft  be  perfwaded  and  flat- 
ter’d from  their  freedom  , and  for  me,  a rude  Woodman,  bred 
in  thefe  Forelts,  where  fhall  I finde  loft  words  to  fpeak  my 
griefs  , and  rock  her  gentle  mind  a fleep  } while  her  foul 
liftens  to  the  ftory  of  my  Love  and  mifery  5 rough  as  my  life 
I fear  fhe’ll  think  my  nature  too,  and  tremble  at  the  thought  of 
our  converfation,  and  fly  my  embraces. 

Phil.  No,  Pollidor , thefe  are  not  thy  faults  > Pollidor  was  never 
barbarous,  rough  and  cruel  are  not  Pollidors  crimes  5 that  that 
ftains  thy  heart  was  want  of  love , who  elie  might  promife  to  him- 
felf  fuccefs  in  all  that  honour  can  be  engaged  in  : be  therefore  a Lo- 
ver, and  that  powerful  deity  will  teach  thee  how  to  conquer  all 
thole  doubts. 

Pollid.  Be  a Lover ! how  like  a young  Lover  thomfpeakeft ! 
can  all  that  would  be  Lovers  ? no  Phillora , Love  puts  nothing 
to  the  queftion  that  God  moves  in  commands  5 why  elfe  do’s 
this  fhadow  bind  me?  which  I can  thus  throw  from  me$  but 
how  can  I remove  that  that’s  figur’d  in  my  mind  ? no,  no  j I may 
fnarle  and  be  angry,  like  a Wolf  in  the  toil,  but ’tis  too  iate$ 
the  Hunter’s  come,  and  I am  now  his  prey } yet  if  I could  but 
know  who  I love,  and  fee  it  pollible  to  be  believed  how  much 
I love,  I fhould  not  repine  at  the  price  I pay  for  her  faith  : But 
alas!  I catch  at  air,  and  my  love  isfpent  on  fhadows  } and  when 
I find  it  more  real  I fear  my  delpair  muft  encreafe  too  5 for 
if  fhe  be  mortal  fhe’s  fome  eminent  perfon  fure,  and  where  fhall 
I compafs  proud  titles  to  heap  upon  her , to  raife  her  name 
above  the  people,  topleafe  her  vanity,  when  they  fhall  wonder 
and  reverence  as  fhe  palfes  by  ? where’s  that  wealth  and  jewels 
whole  envied  worth  and  charming  beauty  may  affed  and  emu- 
late her  bright  eyes  ? had  I a Scepter  , whofe  power  ( like 
Leopoldo)  I might  throw  at  her  feet,  and  like  him  to  Phillora  by 
fuch  a fervice  fpeak  my  love,  then  I might  hope : but  alas ! all 
I have  to  plead  is  love  $ and  all  I can  do  for  her  is  to  love  her  ? 
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and  what  is  that  to  her  ? when  I fhall  urge  it,  (hell  fay,  who  do5s 
not  ? what  then  is  my  love  in  order  to  my  happinefs  , till  (he 
loves  too  , but  idle  air , loft  and  forgot  like  the  found  that 
breath’d  it  ? 

Phil.  What  is  love  ? why , it  is  fent  thy  punifhment  $ a re- 
venge that  his  Deity  has  taken  for  being  fo  cruel  to  my  paffion  3 
and  fee  if  thou  haft  not  already  forgotten  my  griefs,  negligent 
of  the  mifery  I (uffer  for  fear  of  the  Princes  danger,  only  mind- 
ful of  thy  own  pleafure  3 and  canft  thou  (unkind)  hope  I fhould 
joyn  in  thy  loy,  while  thou  art  fo  negligent  of  my  fadnefs  > no 
Pollidor , firft  thou  (halt  tafte  my  grief  > what  if  fhe  be  dead  thou 
loveft  ? 

Pollid.  Ha  ! what  haft  thou  faid  ? 

Phil.  Dead , as  Leopoldo  , fallen  under  fome  wicked  hatred. 

Suppofe  murther  and  treafon  tearing  in  pieces  that  noble  form, 
and  Pollidor  looking  on,  held  back  by  a Sifters  envy  only  3 what 
thinks  Pollidor , could  my  reafon  hold  him  ? could  he  be  perfwaded 
to  look  on,  and  not  draw  his  fword  torefcue  her  ? thou  art  filent 
now,  this  was  thy  Sifters  cafe  to  day  , when  thou , unkind,  re- 
fufed’ft  to  lend  a hand,  or  fuffer  me  to  go  to  ferve  the  Prince  3 
and  fee  how  the  gods  have  reveng’d  my  quarrel  3 and  thou  that 
couldft  not  be  perfwaded  to  love  the  beft  of  things,  Leopoldo , now 
dot’ft  upon  the  leaft  of  things,  a (hadow  of  thou  know  ft  not  whom, 
who  perhaps  is  dead  for  love  of  another. 

Pollid.  Dead ! oh  Phillora , that  doubt  has  ftruck  me  to  the 
foul  3 pale  horrour  fills  my  mind  3 the  tapers  of  my  eyes  grow 

dark  3 ftruck  with  that  fear  they  grow  drovvfie. -If  thou  be’ftHe  looks  on 

dead  may  the  clouds  grow  hard,  and  thefeafons  be  fhufled  again  ihe  pitturc 
into  Chaos,  and  deftroy  the  feeds  of  nature  3 if  thou  be’ft  dead  let 
the  fpring  no  more  prove  a common  cradle,  but  with  falfe  concep-^61^” 
tion  become  their  fatal  tomb. 

Phil.  Who  this  fhould  be  that  thus  in  fhadows  walks, and  wounds 
the  hearts  of  men,  I cannot  guefs  that  know  none  but  my  felf  of 
all  our  fex3  nor  will  not  doubt  my  Brothers  fortune  if  fhe  grow 
not  without  the  reach  of  honour  > but  if  thy  ftar  be  placed  in  a 
region  as  high  as  mine,  then  we’ll  figh,  and  mourn,  and  dye,  and 
leave  to  the  world  the  lad  ftory  of  our  Tragedy. 

Pollid.  Alas  Phillora^  death  is  the  only  thing  that  anhoneftman 
ought  not  to  fear  3 nor  did  I ever  apprehend  him  3 but  in  the  per- 
fbns  of  them  I loved  their  dangers  make  him  dreadful  3 ’tis  not 
thefe  chains,  nor  thus  to  be  loft  in  a croud,  or  buried  in  a dungeon, 
frights  me  3 ’tis  fear  of  this  and  thy  fate  that  wounds  me  3 for  I 
am  certain  we  cannot  dye  forgotten,  we  are  not  worfe  then  Plants. 

Shall  I believe  Phillora  and  Pollidor  can  when  they  perifh  be- 
come lefte  then  Herbs  and  Roots  ? they  by  dying  lofe  nei- 
ther kinde  nor  vertue3  nay  the  afhes  of  fome  things  my  Father 
fays  are  medicinable  3 and  death  fure  cannot  fo  quench  fame  or 
virtue , but  fome  that  have  virtuous  minds  will  preferve  our 
ftory,  whofe  fortune  will  finde  pity,  though  there  be  few  to 
imitate. 
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Thillora.  Yet  my  Soul  is  lick  with  thoughts  that  we  muft 
languifh  and  wither  here  , then  die  opprefs’d  in  the  dark,  and 
go  I know  not  whither  5 and  if  not  forgotten  our  felves,  yet  ig- 
norant ofwhat  Fates  our  Friends  fuffer  5 Thefe,  Pollidor,  are  the 
bitter  wounds  that  ftrike  before  death,  and  wound  deeper  then 
death  it  felf. 

Bellamira.  ’Tis  he,  but  how  to  believe  him  or  Fate  I know  not  j 
one  of  the  two  deceive  me  5 feven  years  I have  loved  hisfhadow, 
and  now  no  fooner  find  him  but  he’s  loft  beyond  redemption  5 
hisfhadow  nor  his  obfcure  birth  are  notfo  impoffible  to  my  Fate, 
as  his  Love  of  another  * can  it  be  that  I fhould  be  fo  curs'd, to  dote 
upon  a man  below  me,  and  be  defpis’d  too?  Heavens  make  him 
worthy  of  my  Love,  or  me  worthy  of  your  care/ 

Poliidor.  No,  Phillora , all  other  thoughts  have  given  place  to 
this  great  one  5 this  deare  objedof  mine  Eyes  and  Heart  I cannot 
part  with,  nor  divide  from  my  Mind  } Phillora  was, but  this  is  now 
her  bufinefs  5 A thoufand  kifles  1*11  give  each  day  to  this  pale  fhrine, 
while  Love  and  Grief  will  lend  me  life. 

Palantus.  Hold,  as  thou  haft  Honour,  hold  5 and  prophane  not 
that  pidure  with  thy  Lips  5 all  but  that  I can  fuffer,  till  kinder 
Fate  will  give  me  leave  to  difpute  my  right. 

Poliidor.  Not  kifs  it  for  fear  of  thee  ? Yes,  and  die  upon  it. 

Palantus.  You  will,  wretch  ? I (hall  make  thee  live  to  know  that 
Princefs  is  to  be  kneei’d  to,  and  not  be  approach’d  but  with  fa- 
crifice  of  thy  life  i For  know,  (to  thy  defpair)  ’tis  the  Princefs 
Bellamira’s  picture  that  thy  luftful  Lips  have  thus  prophan’d. 

Bellamira  afide.  Ha!  whatfayeshe?  my  Picture! 

Palantus.  Docs  your  Soul  fhrink  at  the  name  of  her  ? Wretch, 
when  thou  fhalt  fee  her  Eyes  thy  Heart  will  turn  to  afhes  for  this 
Infolence  } and  thy  proud  thoughts  find  an  humbler  Altar  to  offer 
thy  fawcy  fames  at  then  thy  Princefs  Breaft. 

Phillora.  The  Princefs  Bellamira!  Oh  Poliidor  y our  Fates  area- 
kin  If  ill  ^ and  ’tis  my  joy  we  fell  from  a height  fit  for  Princes  to  afpire 
unto:  Great  and  noble  (though  unhappy)  were  our  Loves  5 But 
if  (he  be  that  gallant  perfon  Fame  fpeaksher,  how  came  you  by 
her  Pidure  ? Palantus  is  her  Subjed  as  well  as  Poliidor  , and  all 
fuch  are  fet  at  equal  diftances  in  Honour } Any  thing  that’s  a 
Gentleman  is  as  near  this  hope  as  Palantus  $ Did  fhegive  you  this 
Pidure?  , 

Palantus.  She  give  it  me  ! no,  fond  Girl  $ (he  has  a Soul  of  ano- 
ther temper,  tis  a Jewel  of  a double  value  as  ’tis  hers  5 the  greateft 
wealth  of  my  Heart  that  never  loved  ought  but  her,  though  I ne- 
ver yet  durft  tell  her  lb:  But  with  care  and  fear  kept  diligent 
watch  to  hide  my  paflion,  as  thy  fond  Brother  has  done  to  pub- 
lifh  his. 

Phillora.  If  fhe  did  not  give  it,  by  what  right  can  you  pretend  to 
it  more  then  my  Brother  ? 

Palantus.  By  my  Royal  Mafters  Bounty , who  this  day  when  he 
fell  in  my  arms  (full  of  age  and  wounds)  from  his  Breaft  he  pluck’d 
that  Jewel  and  gave  it  me,  with  his  commands  to  wear  it  as  his 

laft 
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laft  favour,  a prefent  fit  for  my  hopes,  that  never  dufft  aim  at 
more  then  her  fhadow,  too  well  acquainted  with  her  generous 
Mind  5 w hofe  royal  branches  will  never  bear  fuch  low  fruit  as  my 
Love  that  was  born  her  flave.  Her  Brother  too,  (to  whom  thou 
hall:  avowed  hate)  my  God-like  Mafter^  A Prince  whofe  great 
Soul  has  ftill  been  my  pattern,  and  Imuftdie  ere  I can  imitate  5 
whole  kindnefs  ftill  kept  me  warm  in  my  Royal  Mafters  bofome, 
and  honour  d me  with  his  trufts  too  $ His  Mind  never  ftayn’d  with 
jealous  thoughts  of  my  greatnefs  with  the  King,  which  are  the 
great  ties  upon  my  Heart , not  to  abufe  their  favour  as  the  un- 
grateful, ambitious  pretentions  of  a flave } But  here  my  Breaft 
has  worn  in  fecret  that  fire  whofe  grief  was  known  onely  to  one 
as  unhappy  as  mv  felf, whom  I lament  no  lefs  then  I love  the  other.—  f e'PealV tG 
And  now  I beg  from  thee,  for  that  royal  families  fake,  be  fo  juft  ^Souldier  ** 
to  thy  King  and  Princefs,  as  to  redeem  from  that  rude  hand  thofe  Enemu 
facred  reliques } See  how  he  hath  ftain’d  it  with  his  hot  breath  ! 

Thy  hands  are  loofe  5 or  butreleafe  mine,  and  I’ll  tear  the  figure 
from  his  Heart  too.  Good  gods,  I alwayes  kneel’d  to  it,  and  had 
thy  Soul  been  fill’d  with  Honour  thou  would’ft  fooner  have  kift’d 
the  Plague  then  have  prophan’d  it  thus. 

Pollidor.  ’Tis  Truth  he  (ayes,  my  Heart  condemns  me.  Here,  p0]j-lcj0r  ^ 
Souldier , prithee  carry  it  to  him,  not  for  fear  of  thee,  but  her  b fad  and  full 
fuch  reverence  and  fuch  fear  as  we  pay  the  gods  her  name  has  0f  thoughts 
bred  here,  which  is  the  trueft  Valour:  And  here  Iconfefs  my  all  this  while 
felf  a young  and  ignorant  Lover,  take  it  and  forgive  me  j take  it 
and  be  a friend  to  him  that  will  dote  upon  thee  for  loving  that 
Princefs  with  fo  much  more  gallantry  then  himfelf,  Yet  you 
nor  fhe  ought  to  be  angry  with  me  for  not  finding  a way  I 
never  trod  before  ^ The  is  the  firft  time  l ever  faw  any  thing 
better  my  felf  we  are  two,  a Brother  and  a Sifter, that  have  loved 
each  other  with  as  much  Innocency  and  Paffion  as  you  can  boaft  j 
and  yet  we  kifs  when  we  love  moft.  < Leopoldo 

Palantns.  Now  can  I fcarce  refolve  to  take  it,  his  Heart  has  &ve*  Pa*an‘ 
high  fenfe  of  Honour ; How  rude,  and  how  calm,  in  one  minute  ! e 
would  I had  fome  of  that  power  again  that  I loft  this  day  but  to 
ferve  thee  with, that  all  the  world  might  wonder  at  the  Friendfhip 
of  us  Rivals  in  a defperate  Love. 

rollidor.  Oh  Phillora , thou  fett’ft  out  firft,  but  I fhall  overtake 
thee,  if  not  over-run  thee  j for  my  Heart  is  wounded,  I hope,  to 
death,  with  this  new  kind  of  grief. 

Palavtus.  If  we  out-live  this  misfortune  thou  fhalt  be  my  friends 
the  Brother  that  lay  in  the  fame  womb  with  me  fhall  not  be  pre- 
fer’d  before  thee. 

Bellamira.  Heaven  ! thy  hand  is  working,  and  as  invincibly  as 
fatally. 

Phillora.  Oh  Pollidor  , dear  as  my  Souls  blifs , leave  to  ftab  my 
Heart  with  thefedelperate  groans } Lookup,  or  elfe farewel  5 do 
not  think  to  go  and  leave  me  behind  $ We  are  both  miferable, 
the  fame  caule  too,  and  all  our  joyes  were  of  kin  5 we  are  ally  *d 
in  our  miferiestoo,  and  we  will  die  Brother  and  Sifter  5 lam  now 
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vfolle&ed , and  can  chide  that  paftion  that  accus’d  thee  even  now, 
and  thus  kifs  thofe  Eyes  whofe  dear  light  is  my  Hearts  fire  5 Oh 
PoUidor , thy  tears  have  mortal  poyfon  in  them,  Farewell  5 The 
gods  call,  and  by  a thoufand  wayesbecken  us  to  come  i and  to 
refufe  their  fummons  would  look  rude  in  us  that  have  Honour 
and  Peace  of  Mind  gone  before  to  make  our  way.  Oh  PoUidor^ 
we  mud  part,  forc’d  by  a fullen  Fate,  and  broken  heart  5 Love, 
and  the  Prince,  give  fatal  wounds.  [she fwootts. 

Pollid.  PhiUora  ! Sifter  ! Oh  ye  gods,  fpare  this  poor  Girle,  and 
take  a ftubborn  heart } Oh,  fhe’s  gone  ! help,  as  you  have  charity, 
fome  water,  fetch  fome  water. 

Leop.  Heaven,  and  all  good  things  forbid  this  early  mourning 
for  fuch  virtue  in  the  bud  5 unkind  froft,  to  nip  fo  loon  the  faireft 
Rofe  that  Nature  ever  boafted.  Art, thy  Envy  has  deftroy’d  her, 
becaufe  thou  could5 ft  not  imitate  her  Excellency.  She  breathes  > 

Oh  look  up, gentle  PhiUora. and  hear  thy  Prince  conjure  thy  Soul  5 if 
Love  be  her  errand,  bid  her  ftay  \ Leopoldo , thy  Leopoldo  calls 
her  back  ^ for  if  thou  dyeft  thou  haft  loft  thy  way,  and  to  find  Le- 
opoldo , ftay. 

Pollid . Bellaw.  Palant.  Leopoldo  ! 

Leopoldo.  Yes,  Shep-het  d.Leopoldo. 

Phillora.  Leopoldo  ! Sure  I heard  that  name  > that  voice  had 
a power  to  call  me  from  my  Grave  } Eut  why  does  Pollidor 
abufe  his  Sifter,  does  he  take  delight  to  fee  her  miferable? 

Leopoldo . Hence  all  thoughts  of  low  fears,  this  cloud  I thus  dif- 
perfe  See,  Gentle  Maid, behold  thy  Leopoldo. — Oh  thou  ftrangely 
Excellent,  above  the  merit  or  weak  faith  of  dull  men  5 W’hofe 
puts  off  bis  ftory  will  make  paft  Hiftories  blulh,  and  ftirink  their  narrow  fame 
Souldiers  }nto  nothing, when  thy  faith  and  excellency  is  knotvn  } And  I blufti 

clones.  tQ  thjnk  how  much  I owe  thy  Virtue,  and  how  little  Fortune  has 

left  me  to  pay  thee  with. 

PhiUora.  Tis  he,  ’tis  the  Prince  5 Oh  let  me  kneel  toyou,  Sir  ^ 
why  does  your  noble  heart  thus  ftoop  to  fave  a piece  of  earth,  whofe 
infed ion  you  ought  to  ftiun  ? 

Leopoldo.  See,  kind  Fortune  has  thrown  me  down  from  that 
greatnefsthat  divided  us  laft , onely  to  make  me  capable  of  thy 
Friendfhip  now  } And  when  I wifli  my  felf  greater  then  fhillora , . 
may  Treafon  find  me  $ Here  is  perfect  happinefs,this  is  full  joy  $ for 
what  is  joy  (g  ntle  Maid)  but  hope  ftrip’d  from  our  fears,  that 
hung  like  rags  upon  them  and  darkened  their  Beauties  ? 

Bellamira.  My  Brother  ! Then  the  gods  are  careful  of  poor  Bel- 
lain  ir  a.  .■  . 

Leopoldo.  If  my  Love  be  welcome  here,  but  thy  lafety  I have  no 
with  in  ftore. 

PhiUora . Welcome,  Sir,  as  winters  fun,  or  lummers  (hade,  wel- 
come as  your  own  withes,  welcome  as  your  fafety  to  my  Heart, 
that  loves  and  fear’d  you  were  betray’d  3 Oh  give  me  leave  to 
kneel,  and  in  filence  at  your  feet  weep  out  our  joyes  which  are 
fofurpriftng  I want  words  to  exprefs,  and  am  fain  to  ufe  thefe  Em- 
blems of  grief  (my  tears)  to  utter  it.  1 . . 
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Tal.  The  prince  Leopolds? $ good  heaven  where  was  my  mind  i 

Leop.  From  your  Brother  I beg  forgiveneis,  for  taking  his  pi- 
cture jealous,  I confefs,  he  had  too  much  Intereft  in  the  Excellent 
Phillora-,  for  finding  her  in  his  Arms,  the  fight  blinded  me  fo  I 
could  not  difcern  the  Brother  in  his  face  5 Thus  love  is  pleas’d 
to  Triumph  (Fill  in  afflicting  our  minds  with  unreafonable  hopes, 
fometimes  , and  other  fome  with  as  idle  fears.  And  now  , Pal- 
lantus  , can  you  accufe  me  for  having  robb’d  you  of  your  Pi- 
cture ? but  I can  reconcile  all  3 for  I believe  the  fame  Souldiers 
that  took  me  robb’d  you  , and  in  the  wood  fpoil’d  me  of  fuch 
Jewels  as  I had  about  me,  for  which  they. quarrel’d  in  the  divi- 
fion  5 The  advantage  I took  hold  of,  and  flew  them , and  then 
took  one  of  their  habits  to  fave  my  felf,  and  ferve  my  friends, 
which  you  are  $ who  I muft  now  acquaint  with  the  happy  news  ^ 
the  King  lives,  found  and  known  molt  miraculoufly  by  your  Fa-  p0-wts  ‘ 
ther  the  old  F orefter,  who  knew  his  Signet  upon  his  finger  5 the  reft  p0iiidor^ 
of  our  friends,  I hope,  are  efcaped  , for  I hear  of  no  other  Prifoners 
but  our  felves.  — And  by  this  my  Sifter , I hope , belie  ves  I am  a Steps  to  bit 
Lover  j however  I know  (he  is  dear  Bellamira.  Sifter. 

Omncs.  The  Princefs  Bellamira ! is  (he  a prifoner  too  ? 

Leop.  Dear  Bellamira , hide  not  thy  face  > let  us  refolve  like  our 
felves,  and  ACt  thofe  decrees  with  honour , and  leave  the  reft  to 
the  gods  5 for  we  fee  how  little  we  can  command  our  own , or  rule 
others  fortunes.  m , 

Bell.  This  was  the  Shepherd  that  refeued  me , and  faved  my 
brother.  j • it 

( Leopoldo  loofes  hk  Sifter,  and  brings  her  towards 
theCothpany .) 

Pol.  ’Tis  the  Princefs  $ then,  oh,  be  dumb,  for  ever  dumb,  fince 
thy  guilty  tongue  has  betray’d  thy  heart.  — - Yes,  Madam,  ’twas 
my  fortune,  and  the  only  grace  that  the  ever  (hewed  me,  when  (he 
gave  me  power  to  fave  the  Prince , and  if  (he  will  let  me  die  for 
your  Highnefs,  I have  all  my  withes. 

Bell.  I pray, Sir,  quarrel  not  with  Fortune,  me-thinks  you  owe 
her  much,  and  are  ftill  likely  to  be  in  her  debt  for  more. 

The  prince  loofes  all  their  chains  Phillora  goes  to  the 
princefs , and  kneels. 

Phil.  Oh,  Madam,  upon  my  knees  I fall  , and  beg  a pardon  for 
our  unreasonable  hatred,  which  our  Ignorance  was  only  guilty  of. 

Bell.  Kneel  not  to  me,  gentle  Phillora , whofe  friendly  heart  has 
Juftice  to  all  our  kindnels  and  if  I can  live  to  pay  my  fcore  to  this 
Company,  I (hall  then  die  endebted  only  to  the  gods,  whofe  mercy 
will  take  our  Faith  for  further  Sums. 

Phil.  Softly , I pray , left  the  bufie  ear  of  Jealous  mifehief 
(watchful  to  our  deftru&ion)  catch  this  dear  Secret. 

Leop.  Pray  let  me  deliver  to  your  Love  and  Care  this  Jewel  of 
my  life } for  know,  Bellamira , I have  vowed,  ( and ’tis  written  in 
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Heaven,  and  here  I again  confirm  it,)  Never  to  marry  any  but  this 
Maid  3 and  if  fate  frown  upon  that , a ftrange  curfe  find  me  if 
ever  I quit  my  freedom. 

rhil.  Oh  hold,  Sir,  call  back  that  ralh  vow,  and  be  ftill  worth 
the  love  and  envy  of  all  the  world. 

Leop.  If  Phillora  fays  I am  happy  my  joys  are  currant  5 her  ftamp 
only  can  make  them  fo,  that’s  my  vow } for  I will  purchafe  thee  at 
the  rate  of  all  things  but  my  Honour. 

Phillora . Why  do  you  vow  fo  rafhly,  Sir?  before  you  have 
call’d  your  Rcafon  to  counfel  ? my  heart  is  fo  much  yours  it 
will  not  confent  you  wrong  your  felf}  and  I am  fo  proud  of  my 
Innocence , and  reall  Love  to  your  Highnefs , that  I mull  not  con- 
fent to  that  vow  } For  though  I am  the  private  Iflue  of  a poor 
Forefter , yet  my  heart’s  too  proud  to  Love  every  common  Vir- 
tue } nor  is  it  every  Prince  that  I could  love,  nor  do  I find  my 
mind  fo  fubjeft  to  the  vanity  of  our  Sex,  as  to  be  pleas’d  with  their 
loving  me  } therefore  be  pleas’d  to  live  my  Prince , or  I (hall  die 
your  handmaid,  and  (hew  my  love  was  greater  then  my  ambition, 
which  few  women  arrive  at  in  Story. 

Bell.  No  more  of  this  kind  war  now,  for  heavens  fake}  Put  on 
your  difguife,  for  fear  we  be  all  loft  in  your  difeovery. 

Leop.  I (hall  obey,  and  fo  muft  you,  Bellamira 3 Do  you  not  find 
fomething  like  your  dream,  Sifter  ? - — Me-thinks  there  is  fo  much 
fate  in  thefe  accidents,  that  we  war  with  heaven  when  we  difpute 
them  } See  thy  vifion  reveal’d  3 are  we  not  all  laved  by  thefe  Fo- 
refters  ? the  King  loft  and  found,and  thefe  two  Cedars  of  the  Foreft, 
whofe  fate  heaven  only  knows  ? 

Palantus  kneels,  and  offers  Bellamira  the  pitture. 

Pal.  Upon  my  knees.  Madam,  I reftore  this  jewel 3 The  grief  and 
diftra&ion  my  foul  was  in  wounded  this  day  with  thouiand  mife- 
ries,  will  plead,  I hope,  a pardon  for  the  fault  my  Tongue  has  made 
in  difeovery  of  a Saucy  paliion 3 yet  I could  wilh  the  whole  King- 
dom were  as  guilty  as  Pallantu /,  their  love  would  have  been  left 
dangerous  then  their  hate. 

Bell.  No,  Pallantus , if  it  be  dear  to  thee,  keep  it } and  value  that, 
as  I (hall  do  thy  Friendfhip  3 for  I have  long  known  thy  heart , and 
fhall  truft  thee  hereafter  with  the  Secrets  of  mine 3 my  father  has 
found  thou  art  faithful,  and  grateful 3 And  all  the  gods  fo  blefs  me 
as  I love  thee  for  it,  with  all  that  thou  canft  hope,  or  I can  in  honour 
give  3 and  if  I have  Intereft  in  Pallantus  he  will  obey  me 3 What  ’tis 
I command  him  Fidelia  (hall  tell  him 3 till  then  I am  filent,  and  her 
love  (hall  fpeak  the  reft. 

Pall.  Madam,  I have  much  pretence  to  love 3 but  I fhall  doubt  it, 
and  not  hope  your  reward,  when  I fhall  refofe  a ready  obedience  to 
all  your  Commands. 

Leop.  Farewell,  Phillora,  our  lafety  calls  me,  pray  be  filent  here, 
when  I am  gone,  for  they  are  jealous  of  me  already  3 this  night  it 
polfible  wee’ll  make  our  cfcape  to  Clytus  his  quarter,  of  whofe  heart 
and  faith  I am  folly  fatisfied  3 The  keys  are  now  in  my  power  } and 
in  the  dead  of  night  I’ll  call  ye : The  word  fhall  be,  Phillora. 
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Omnes.  All  the  gods  proteft  the  Prince.  [ Exit  Leopoidus. 

Tollidor.  What  do  they  mean  by  his  figure  in  a Dream,  and 
point  at  me  , and  talk  of  her  Love  > fure  I dream  3 when  I have 
feen  the  word:  of  Fortunes , Twill  always  be  in  my  power  to  die  5 
there’s  none  fo  wretched  but  (he  can  affoord  him  a grave , her  Eyes 
are  fix’d  upon  me. 

Bell.  Why  do’s  my  heart  tremble  at  the  fight  of  him  I thus 
long  have  defired  to  fee  ? why  fhould  I apprehend  this  hour  as 
dangerous  ? Yet  I feel  a pain  without  a name,  a power  not  known  ^ 
3tis  lefs  or  more  then  Love,  Yet  not  arrived  at  guilt  5 ’tis  neither 
fear,  nor  defire } why  Ihould  I blulh  then  to  own  the  Joy  and  kind- 
nefs  I have  for  him  ? 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  I. 

The  Scene  JIwtsy  and  Leopoldo  comes  in  ( alon-e.J 

Leopoldo.  f TOw  vain  and  Infolent  is  man,  that  dares  call  thefe 

JL  X the  weaker  Sex  ! when  we  confider  the  A&ions  of 
Virtuous  Women , the  thoufand  dangers  and  difficulties  they 
muff  pafs  through  e’re  they  arrive  at  that  great  name  5 what  pa- 
tience, what  courage,  what  refervednefs,  what  filence,  what  mo- 
defty,  how  quick  of  fight,  fbmetimes  to  apprehend  approaching 
dangers,  to  fhun  them,  and  again  not  feeming  to  fee  fuch  as  meet 
them  in  the  face,  their  checkings  and  forbidings  of  Nature,  deny- 
ing, when  {he  calls  loudeffi,  and  moft  pleafing  to  their  fenfe  when 
Ihe  prompts  them  to  be  women  5 Yet  we  fee  them  many  times,  in 
pure  fenfe  of  their  Honour,  deaf,  and  dumb,  and  lame,  even  when 
wealth  , dignity , and  beauty,  becken  uftto  them  to  come  j all 
thefe,  and  thoufand  difficulties  more,  almoft  impoffible  to  our  fenfe 
(that  have  taken  up  a liberty  to  Ad  the  contrary)  they  daily 
perform,  with  a watchful  diligent  virtue  , whole  generous  minds 
have  impofed  thefe  Laws  upon  themfelves,  and  now  thofe  Laws 
muft  be  obeyed  before  they  can  command  a fair  name } while 
vain  men  a flume  a Diety,  and  believe , if  they  have  Courage 
they  can  with  their  Swords  build  themfelves  Trophies.  In  fhort, 
from  thefe  Excellent  fufferers  within  I may  conclude , nature,  and 
all  good  things  ought  to  be  committed  by  deftiny  to  the  care  of 
that  foft  Sex,  who,  till  they  love , and  give  themfelves  away  ta 
men,  can  do  nothing  little.  [ Exit  Leopoldus, 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  II. 

^ \ 

Enter  Arcus,  Phidelia,  Filemon,  and  Satyr  with 
proviftons  upon  his  hack. 

Phil.  QjO,fo,  lay  down  the  provifions  here  5 come.  Madam,  let  us 
O retire  into  this  Rock,  until  the  tide  ferves,  then  we  fhall  be1 
called  j for  we  have  agreed  with  an  old  Fifherman,  an  acquaintance 
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of  the  Satyrs,  who  for  his  Matters  fake  will  fafely  convey  us  to  fome 
port  that’s  free  from  the  Conquerours  power  ^ but  we  mutt  lie 
clofe  till  then,  for  the  Enemy  are  already  in  the  Town,  but  the 
height  of  the  Cliffs,  when  we  have  the  night  to  friend , will  fecure 
us;  under  whofe  protedion  we  mutt  make  our  efcape,and  leave  the 
reft  to  Fortune. 

Satyr.  I’ll  go  too.  1 11  not  ftay,  until  I find  my  gentle  Miftrefs  5 a 
curfe  fall  on  his  head  has  frighted  my  love  from  her  home  5 the 
plague  of  Ambition  and  crofs  love  torment  him  day  and  night  3 
may  his  Eyes  ne’re  fhut  till  I have  bleft  mine  with  a fight  of  her  ^ I 
fear  (he  is  hurt,  my  heart  akes  fo  5 this  bufie  trouble  of  my  mind 
was  never  fo  unruly  as  now  ^ it  makes  me  fick,  my  Spirits  grow 
weary,  I faint  to  death , a cold  fweat  and  fadnefs  is  all  o’re  my 
breaft. 

Arcus.  Flow  lively  this  poor  wretch  defcribes  my  pain  ! But  die 
Arcus , and  all  the  world,  e’re  the  knows  I have  a thought  of  Love  5 
yet  all  my  refolution  cannot  keep  me  from  repining  at  my  fortune, 
made  by  nature  fo  oppofite  to  what  I love,  and  as  if  defign’d  for  mi- 
feries  her  heart  is  by  fate  given  to  a fhadow  in  a Dream^My  firft  crofs 
loft  a friend,  dear  as  my  Eyes,  whofe  kindnefs  and  faith  but  fpeak 
that  love  which  his  modeft  Sifter  could  neither  tell  nor  hide  : toge- 
ther our  miferies  found  us , but  to  this  day  I could  never  know  his 
Fortune,  being.,  by  different  lots,  become  the  flaves  of  different  Ma- 
tters, and  my  heart  apprehends  his  death } our  Countrey  elfe  would 
ere  this  have  difcover’d  him,  pur  colour  in  this  nation,  making 
us  as  publick  as  odious  5 A gallant  and  a faithful  Servant  ’twas  as 
ever  prince  made  a Friendfhip  with^and  had  not  our  miferies  ftruck 
us  in  the  fpring  of  our  defign,  fomething  worth  ftory  might  have  be- 
fallen us  Curious  to  fee  the  world  our  youths  ventur’d  into  dan- 
gers ^ to  which  flavery  was  our  firft  ftep  $ but  my  fate  was  not  to  be 
fatisfi’d  with  one  Captivity  5 not  miserable  enough  fhe  thought, 
while  only  my  body  was  in  chains,  and  therefore  lent  thefethat  gall 
my  mind  5 Love,  blind  partial  Love  will  have  me  his  prifoner  too, 
only  to  (hew  the  variety  of  his  flaves } Why  elfe  did  he  throw  away 
a dart  upon  me,  where  there  is  no  poflibility  of  being  any  thing  but 
his  Have  ? But  I am  refolved  neither  my  condition  nor  pafiion  {hall 
be  known,  but  in  my  Epitaph}  and  there,  by  a filent  Lover, I'll 
ftand  diftinguifh’d  from  the  croud  of  Rivals,  which  my  heart  only 
emulates  in  worfhip } but  fee  the  fate  of  men,  the  leaft  deferving  is 
moft  fuccefsful  5 And  barbarous  Ahnanzor  by  an  impious  conqueft 
has  power  to  revenge  himfelf,  and  infult  over  the  miferies  of  that 
Princefs  5 But  I am  ftill  a wretch  to  talk  while  fhee’s  in  chains , Yet 
if!  out-live  her,  let  bafe  and  ingrateful  be  writ  upon  my  name 5 
This  night  I’ll  find  the  proud  Conquerour,  and  print  a thoufand 
wounds  upon  his  breaft,  or  fall  a Martyr  to  thole  great  names, Leo- 
poldo  and  Bellamira, which, though  they  were  guefts  too  great  for  my 
fad  heart  to  contain,  yet  their  lofs  is  death. 

Fidel.  Ahs,  Arcus,  we  have  all  th.e  fame  intereft  in  this  general 
grief  $ This  grief  and  common  Calamities ,( like  the  infeded 
Air  ) wounds  all,  to  whofe  dangers  I mutt  add  a wound  of  mine 
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own , and  the  cure  grows  ftill  more  defperate  $ I have  loft  my 
friend  , the  kind  and  faithtul  Tallantus  is  fallen  5 and  I mull 
fear,  though  I cannot  know  , his  mifery  , the  uncertainty  of 
whole  ill  wounds  deeper  then  any  danger  that  can  threaten  my 

felf. 

Phil.  No  more  of  this  imagin’d  danger  $ but  retire , and  wifely 
attend  our  own  fafeties , that  we  may  preferve  our  felves  till  we 
know  what  fortune  has  befallen  our  great  Mafter , which  we  can- 
not hope  , unlels  this  Night  we  make  our  efcape  $ within  we  may 
relblve  what  to  do.  [_Exennt  omnes . 

ACT.  IV.  S C E N.  III. 

Enter  Almanzor,  2 vith  his  fervants  only. 

Alman.  £End  for  Roderigo , put  all  things  in  readinefs,  ’tis  refolv’d 
J^this  morning tyde  I’ll  be  gone,  and  with  me  bear  the 
fcornful  caufe  of  my  afflidion  5 That  blind  foolith  boy  is  neither 
won  by  realbn,  Intereft,  nor  flattery,  and  fet  without  my  Swords 
reach  5 he  is  not  to  be  bribed  nor  won  by  facrifice  neither,  like  his 
friend  fortune  j fome  way  I muft  find  to  reconcile  my  felf  to  that 
fond  Diety,  or  all  my  hopes  are  loft.  [ Enter  Roderigo. 

Alman.  Roderigo^  I am  thinking. — 

Roder.  Of  Love,  Sir,  I know  you  were. 

Alman.  Of  Love,  yes  of  Love,  and  fent  for 

Roder.  Me,  to  inform  your  Highnefs  of  his  humour  } faith,  Sir, 
I know  him  as  little  as  you  reverence  him  5 his  kinfman  , and  his 
mother,  I have  pradifed,  ( a Bottle,  and  a Girle  ) thefe  kind  friends 
I can  lerve  you  in  ^ for  the  other  young  Gentleman,  he  lpoils  con- 
verfation, and  affeds  corners,  either  to  kifs  or  crying  I hope  your 
Highnefs  is  not  inclin’d  to  that  Idle  humour,  pray  will  you  let  me 
hear  you  figh  5 upon  my  Confidence  you  will  make  but  an  ill  Lo- 
ver 5 1 dare  alfoon  undertake  to  hedge  the  Eagle  in,  as  you  win  the 
Princefs  j yet  they  fay  there  are  as  many  and  certain  ways  to  win 
a woman , and  as  many  holes  into  her  heart  as  there  are  upon 
her — Bafta.  — But  believe  me.  Sir,  there’s  one,  if  you  can  hit  it, 
is  worth  them  all. 

Alman.  This  is  a kind  of  knowledge,  Roderigo , that  few  are  igno- 
rant in  ^ but  yet  let  the  god  defpile  me  if  I fear  either  of  them  , and 
though  Poets  and  Lovers  ftill  confpire  to  beget  a terrour  in  our 
hearts,  yet  my  reafon  tells  me,  even  from  thofe  lamentable  Stories 
that  make  love  feem  fo  dangerous  , that  we  mo  ft  unjufty  blame 
Love  when  ’tisthe  Lover  that’s  in  fault,  for  Love  is  not  inhimfelf 
our  Enemy  j Love  is  as  wholfome  and  as  natural  a paflion  as  any 
that  affeds  the  heart  , and  only  corrupted  loves  are  dangerous  5 
Love  and  Wine  may  both  be  poyfon’d  5 fhould  we  therefore  curie 
the  Vine?  No, ’tis  Love,  wounded  with  Jealoulie  and  Inconftancy, 
or  Infeded  with  difdain  ^ Love  fet  too  high,  or  too  low  ,,by  birth 
or  Nature  oppos’d,  which,  thus  fet  out  of  her  reach,  or  fo  low  in 
the  Earth  that  Honour  cannot  ftoop  to  gather  her  bleflings  j or 
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elfe  at  fuch  a height  that  even  Hope  lofes  his  Leap,  and  the  noble 
Fruit  hangs  ftill  to  tempt  us : or  a worfe  Curfe  than  all  thefe, 
which  is  my  fate,  to  love  a fcornful  Maid  that  loves  another : 
thefe  are  the  true  grounds  of  Lovers  miferies,and  their  Errours  are 
falfely  laid  upon  Love,  and  all  our  ftubbornefs  call’d  his  Crimes, 
when  we,  not  Love,  are  blinde,  who  is  indeed  the  gentle  Ty  of  all 
Mankinde,  though  he  be  made  many  times  the  moft  innocent  Root 
of  many  mifchiefs,  and  would  be  all  Honey  ftill  but  that  our  Rea- 
fon  gives  him  a Ring  j Reafon,  Roderigu,  which  Chain  the  Gods, 
have  thrown  upon  us  5 for  we  no  fooner  covet  and  know  what 
would  pleafe  us,  but  we  finde  it  ftill  forbidden } and  from  this 
Root  (this  Reafon)  allthe  foregoing  miferies  are  deriv'd  5 kinde 
Nature  elfe  would  be  obey'd,  and  all  thefe  troubles  pafs  without  a 
thought  or  grief.  But  to  our  bufinefs,  which  l*m  fure,  Love  (hall 
never  be  with  Altnanzor . 

Rod.  Yet  ’twould  be  fit  to  be  civil,  and  either  fend  or  go  your 
felf  to  the  Prifon,  you  have  handfome  caufe  enough  to  yield  you 
an  Excufe  5 diffemble  your  paft  anger,  being  in  the  heat  of  battel, 
incens’d  by  her  fcorn  , whofe  (harp  language  and  your  wounds 
fmarting  made  you  fpeak  and  aft  beyond  your  Reafon  : Come  Sir, 
when  you  can  win  two  Crowns  with  a few  fair  words  never  refufe 
to  play  at  any  game  Fortune  propofes : befides,  I have  obferv’d  it. 
Women  fooner  forgive  faults  done  to  them,  than  thofe  they  do  to 
others  5 for  their  fhame  is  more  than  their  anger  can  be  $ and  ’tis 
eafier  flatt’ring  their  weaknefs  into  pity  than  ripening  their  Reafon 
into  Ju ffice  or  Diferetion : The  left-fide  is  predominant  in  them 
ftill:  coufdlluve  onp  Woman  better  than  another,  (which  I am 
fb  far  from  believing  Virtue,  that  I think  I ought  to  be  beaten 
for’t)  if  I did  not  with  your  game  win  any  Woman  I’de  never  com- 
mand Men  again.  Death,  what  Cards  would  you  have  to  play  if 
thefe  lofe  ? A young  handfome  General,  a Prince,  and  Conque- 
rour,  that  has  wit  and  courage,  and  yet  be  ftrangled  in  an  Apron- 
ftring ! figh  and  let  a Smock  fmother  me ! They  fhall  bury  me  un- 
der the  Gallows  when  I dy  of  that  Difeafe  $ No  faith,  if  any  of 
them  be  too  hard  for  me  it  fhall  be  in  Bed,  and  there  let  them  ufe 
me  as  they  pleafe  5 I care  not  whether  I win  or  lofe  in  their  arms, 
and  he  that  defires  more  of  Love  than  fuch  a kindnefs  is  mad  : 
when  I embrace  her  if  fhe  fmile  and  do  fpeak  like  a Lover,  let  her 
heart  be  as  bufie  as  fhe  pleafes,  and  make  any  other  happy  till  I 
mils  her  company.  I do  not  remember  I ever  figh’d,  yet  I think  I 
have  had  my  fhaaeof  Women,  but  I would  not  befo  miferable  as 
to  remember  any  of  their  faces  for  a Kingdom,  for  then  I might 
be  fubjeft  to  Conftancy,  a Difeafe  harder  to  be  cur’d  than  the 
Pox  5 Conftancy  is  really  a weak-ftomack’d  Lover  : My  heart  di- 
gefts  a Miftrcfs  prefently,  and  hungers  for  another;  thirfts  and 
enjoys  her  without  any  thought  of  Conftancy  and  Remembrance  5 
but  the  laft  is  as  dangerous  as  if  my  Supper  fhould  ly  in  my  belly 
always,  where  fhould  my  Dinner  go  ? If  ever  your  fine  Arguments 
perfwade  me  to  be  one  of  your  one  Meals  men,  you  fhall  geld  me  $ 
(jive  me  an  appetite  every  meal  in  the  day,  and  kinde  hearts  to 
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feed  on , Wit  and  Beauty  will  finde  a Cook,  and  we*ll  make  out 
Sauce  our  felves. 

Aim.  This  Do&rinel  am  no  Heretick  in ^Roderigo  5 yet  I believe 
you  will  allow  a man  may  love  one  Dilh  better  than  another,  and 
fo  far  I am  a Lover. 

Rod.  Faft  and  get  a ftomack,  Sir  5 then  all  that’s  young  and 
kinde  is  fair  and  pleafing  $ fo  far  I am  happy  though  no  Lover. 

Enter  to  them  Leopoldo,  and  another  Souldier. 

Sould.  All  things  are  in  readinefs  for  your  Highnefs  departure, 
and  weonely  ftay  for  your  direction* 

Rod.  I’ll  wait  upon  your  Highnefs  to  the  Prifon. 

Aim . Is  all  ready? 

Sould . Yes,  Sir,  but  ’tis  (bmewhat  of  the  darkeft  to  put  to  Sea, 
within  two  hours  the  Moon  will  rile  5 and  being  not  ftreightn’d  in 
our  time,  I lhall  counfel  your  Highnefs  to  ftay  a little^  two  hours  of 
the  Ebb  carries  us  out  of  all  dangers* 

Aim . When  *tis  time  call  at  my  Quarters } Come,  Roderigo , 
within  we’ll  relblve  of  this  new  bufinefs,  Love. 

[Exeunt  omnes  except  Leopoldo. 

Leop.  This  I feared  j but  ho\V  to  prevent  it,  fomething  as  fpeedy 
as  their  milchief  muft  be  thought  of. 

Exit  Leopoldo. 

A C T.  IV.  SCEN.  IV. 

The  Scene  of  the  Prifon  is  dijcovcred,  and  the  Prifoners  in  it. 

Bellam.X  T THy  this  fadnefs  now  when  our  great  griefs  and  fears 
VV  are  over?  Why  thus  ingrate  fully  in  filencedowe 
receive  bleffings  we  fcarce  could  hope  for?  when  all  our  Fates 
both  of  Love  and  Hate  were  doubtful, none  were  fad^the  great  and 
general  calamity  paft  without  concern,  Pollidor  and  Palantus  with 
all  their  Faith  and  Loyalty  could  finde  room  for  Love  and  Anger  } 
and  now  when  our  Ioffes  are  repair’d  they  figh  and  droop  for  fha- 
dows. 

Phil.  And  Pollidor  that  never  knew  Love,  Fear,  nor  Grief,  but 
mine,  till  this  Figure  fill'd  hisbreaft,  now  when  he  Ihould  facrifice 
droops  and  hangs  his  head  like  Flowers  oppreft  with  Ihowers  j 
now  when  kinder  Fate  has  unriddl’d  all  our  doubts  beyond  our 
hopes,  difperfing  all  thofe  mifts  we  muft  have  wandred  in,  by  the 
bright  eyes  of  the  divine  Bell  amir  a.  F y Pollidor , canft  thou  be  for- 
ry  for  any  honour  the  Gods  have  heap’d  upon  thy  Miftrefs  ? Thy 
fadnefs  now  is  (elf-love,  and  {hews  her  Excellence  is  too  great  a 
Gueft  to  lodge  in  thy  narrow  heart.  Fond  Man,  wouldft  thou  be 
happier  than  to  love  and  be  belov’d  by  fuch  a perfon  ^ a begging 
Lover  with  her  alms  is  richer  than  thofe  that  triumph  in  the  fpoils 
and  embraces  of  another  Queen. 

Bel.  I fee  our  paflions,P/>/#0n*,are  the  innocent  thoughts  of  pure 
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minded  we  love  Honour  and  Virtue  onely  $ and  when  they  are  in 
fafety  we  know  no  fears : thele  men  have  Defigns  and  farther  ends 
in  their  defires  than  their  blufiiings  dare  declare,  elfe  our  joys  mult 
have  found  theirs. 

Phil.  ’Tis  too  great  a truth,  Madam,  I can  prove  it  in  my  felf  5 
for  my  condition  is  equally  miferable  to  theirs  5 Are  not  my  youth 
and  hopes  equal  to  Pollidor  s ? Are  not  my  dangers  great  as  yours  > 
Is  not  my  ftake  as  great  and  rich  as  any  that  now  diftrufts  their 
fortune?  Is  there  not  the  fame  diftance  betwixt  me  and  my 
happinels  that  you  tremble  at?  Yet  I fmile,  becaufe  I know  I 
defire  no  unreasonable  thing } all  my  wilhes  are  to  fee  thefe  Princes 
happy. 

Bel.  Can  you  hear  this  and  not  blufh  to  finde  two  Maids  prompt 
you  to  finde  your  relblution  ? We  that  are  efteem’d  the  weak  Sex, 
that  Shadows  have  led  in  Chains,  I that  have  fuffer’d  under  a de- 
fperateLove  without  groaning  or  crying  out  for  help,  feven  tedi- 
ous Winters  afflicted  with  a Figure  in  a Dream,  and  till  this  day  ne- 
ver faw  the  thing  I lov’d,  yet  now  ’tis  met  it  (hall  not  make  me 
guilty  of  a blulh  for  any  a&ion,  though  I know  there  be  a Fate 
and  future  Prophecy  wrapt  in  this  Cloud  (which  thou  art)  and 
even  my  own  willies  have  fomething  in  them  which  I can  fear  \ but 
Bellamira  will  dy  rather  than  ftain  her  ftory  5 and  if  Pollidor  and 
Talantus  have  that  honour  they  pretend  they  will  ceafe  to  afflidt 
our  mindes  with  their  fadnefs,  and  patiently  expeft  that  Birth  Hea- 
ven and  Nations  have  thus  labour’d  to  bring  forth. 

Pal.  Thus  at  your  feet  I fall,  ftruck  more  by  this  Virtue  now, 
than  by  your  Beauty  heretofore : O ye  Gods,  the  divine  Bellami- 
ra' s miferies  but  fet  her  off,  and  upbraid  your  juftice  that  could 
negledt  fuch  a minde  when  they  had  taken  pains  to  make  it.  And 
now  be  pleas’d  to  know  my  filence  was  no  guilty  fear  of  my  own 
misfortunes,  but  revolving  in  my  minde  your  fatal  Dream,  whole 
every  particular  is  explain’d,  which  makes  me  wonder  who  this 
Youth  can  be  whom  Fate  has  mark’d  out  for  the  Envy  of  Man- 
kinde,  though  Nature  have  confpir'd  again!!  him,  and  let  him  as 
far  from  the  reach  of  his  happinels  as  there  is  diftance  between 
a Cottage  and  a Crown  $ yet  lee.  Madam,  if  fadnels  have  not 
feiz’d  his  heart,  deftin’d  to  lodge  the  greateft  Gueft  that  ever  yet 
poffeft  the  minde  of  man,  Bellamira' s love. 

. Phil.  Sure  Pollidor  has  notfo  poor  a fpirit  as  to  be  lad  for  him- 
felf}  I Ihould  hate  him  more  than  I love  him  now  if  I believ’d 
his  heart  could  be  fo  narrow  as  to  wilh  his  own  happinefs  at  fuch 
a rate  as  prophaning  of  this  Princefs^  add  for  lefs  thou  can!! 
not  hope  to  purchafe  her  : Let  not  this  grieve  Pollidor , but  refolve 
to  follow  thy  Sifter  ftill.  Remember  *twas  Hie  that  led  thee  to 
this  degree  of  Honour  : Remember  how,  contrary  to  Nature, 
Sex,  and  Cuftome,  infpir’d  by  the  Deity  of  Love,  I laid  violent 
hands  upon  thy  heart,  and  forc’d  thee  to  receive  thofe  glories  thou 
now  art  proud  of,  in  fpight  of  that  low  mean  hatred  of  a gallant 
Prince  which  would  have  held  thee  back : Ldbk  upon  thefe 
wounds,  there  is  a beauty  in  them,  and  a grace  even  in  thefe  fears. 
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fuch  as  no  Virgin  can  excel  with  all  the  art  of  drefs  5 and  I glory 
more  for  having  receiv’d  them  for  the(e  Princes,  then  in  any  my 
revenge  gave  this  day  upon  our  enemy. 

Follid.  Certainly,  when  your  Highnefs  (hall  conlider  my  part, 
’twill  not  appear  ftrange  that  my  mind  is  poflefs’d  with  wonder  ^ 
and  then  I hope  my  filence  will  find  your  pardon : I would  I had 
loft  my  Reafon  with  my  hopes  5 that  enemy  Reafbn  that  inform’d 
my  foul,  and  made  me  alpire  that  happineft  5 the  lofs  of  which  (he 
now  prefents  with  horrour  to  my  mind.  Yet,  know  all  the  world, 
follidor  can  neither  repent,  diflemble,  nor  tame  his  love,  though 
he  can  dye  when  a lefs  caufe  then  your  Highnefs  difpleafure  calls  j 
but  will  not  be  hired  to  live  at  a lefs  rate  then  your  pardon.  And 
fhillora  may  call  to  mind  fomething  confonant  to  this  fatal 
Dream  $ do’s  (he  not  remember  how  in  our  moft  innocent  day^, 
the  Dreams  our  diftra&ed  deeps  have  had  ? what  honours  and 
what  worftiip  has  been  paid  us  from  crouds  of  unknown  faces  > 
which  compar’d  with  this  waking  Dream  feem  to  revive,  though 
darkly  and  afar  off,  fomething  from  thofe  nothings  5 and  thefo 
thoughts  begot  that  guilty  filence  which  difpleas’d  my  Sifter. 
But  though  fhillora  can  chide  my  filence  now,  I fear  (he  will  (hort- 
ly  find  her  heart  fubjed  to  thoughts  too,  whole  ftrange  kind  of 
fortune  is  like  troubled  waters  now,  and  the  ftorm  is  yet  in  her 
ftreams  j but  when  ’tis  fetled,  honour  and  quiet  of  mind  will  di- 
vide thy  heart}  for  though  (he  thinks  now  her  heart  will  defire 
nothing  but  leave  to  love  the  Prince  5 know,  fhillora , thofe  roots 
that  are  in  the  fpring  contented  to  fend  forth  a bud,  their  follici- 
tous  natures  are  bufie  ftill  to  nourilh  them  5 fuch  is  thy  heart  now 
Love  but  buds  in  it,  and  it  will  break  to  fee  that  after  all  thy  care 
that  flower  thou  doteft  on  (hould  hang  upon  anothers  bofome  } 
and  all  thy  fweets  and  graces  wither  in  that  (hadow  5 and  while 
thou  dy’ft  to  make  a handfome  ftory , fome  one  left  excellent,  but 
more  fortunate,  forfeit  on  thofe  fweets  thou  pineft  for  5 then 
thou  wilt  find  how  vain  and  idle  a good  pity  is,and  that  fruit(if  they 
love)  poor  and  virtuous  fhillora  may  reap  $ for  pity  is  a good 
that’s  ftill  attended  with  mifery,  dear  bought,  being  never  pur- 
chas'd at  left  rates  then  ruine  5 and  they  may  be  happy  that  can 
pity,  but  the  wretched  are  ftill  their  fobjeft , now  thou  hang  ft  thy 
head,  blafted  with  this  fad  truth  , and  now  thy  foul  is  awakned  I 
defie  thy  heart  to  be  at  peace. 

fellam.  Alas,  fhillora , ignorant  of  the  dangers  we  were  in  made 
us  laugh  in  this  ftorm  5 and  thofe  waves  which  we  were  pleafed 
with  to  fee  toft  our  Barque,  threaten  deftruftion  to  us,  unpra&is’d 
in  that  dangerous  element,  which  Pollidor , like  a Pilot,  wifely  ap- 
prehends, and  arms  againft  the  known  ill,  whole  dangers  I dare  not 
now  behold : fomething  above  Reafon  muft  fecure  our  Reafon,  elfe 
fadneft  and  defpair  muft  find  us  all. 

Phil.  Madam,  I have  heard  all,  and  (hall  conclude,^  s to  play  a 
Game  that  muft  be  loft^  is  childifh  > fo  to  throw  up  all  Cards  that 
agree  not  with  our  wifties,  (hews  covetoufnefs  and  impatience  5 we 
do  not  always  play  for  gain,  fometime  company  and  paftime  en- 

B b b b gages 


$62 


Bdlamira  her  Dream 


Part.  II. 


A prifoner 
Tvitbin  the 
Cave , cries 
for  help* 


gage  vis  t and  I am  refolved  fuch  fates  as  are  dealt  me  I’ll  receive  $ 
and  fhew  how  much  I am  above  that  fortune  that  oppofes  me  5 and 
if  I cannot  be  happy,  yet(againft  my  miferies)  I have  this  remedy, 

I dare  dye } that  pale  gueft  needs  but  little  invitation  5 efpecially 
to  thofe  that  care  not  to  live,  nothing  is  fo  eafie,  nor  fo  pleafing 
as  to  dye  : and  we,  Pollidor3  that  are  but  beggars  at  this  feaft, 
may  go  when  we  will  without  taking  leave , or  being  mifs’d. 

[_A  prisoner  within  the  Cave  cries  for  help. 
Prifoner  within.  Help,  help  for  charity. 

Bellas.  Whence  came  that  cry  for  help  > 

Prifoner.  As  you  have  charity  help  the  wretched  5 oh  my  fate ! 
rnuft  I look  on  and  fee  his  dear  limbs  torn,  and  not  have  power  to 
help  him’ } 

Bellam.  What  ftrange  mifery  is  that  that  hands  in  need  of  our 
help  to  relieve  him  , that  are  our  felves  loaden  with  mif- 
fortunes  ? 

Vhil.  Heaven  blefs  the  Prince  from  ufe  of  fuch  a fuccour  $ hark, 
whence  came  the  cry  ? fure  ’twas  from  above  5 I fear  the  Prince 
may  be  difeovered  in  his  delign  of  our  fafety  5 iffo,  lafie  flow  death, 
in  fpite  of  thy  envy.  I’ll  find  a way  to  meet  the  Prince,  and  haften 
thy  vifit  hither. 

Prifoner.  Are  you  all  deaf  to  our  miferies  ? have  the  wretched 
nofenfeof  others  mifery  ? are  your  hearts  hardned  to  our  fuffer- 
ings,  who  beg  nothing  but  the  mercy  of  a fpeedy  death  ? 

Pollid.  Tisinthe  Cave } fome  other  prifoners,  fure,  I’ll  take  a 
light  and  fee  in  what  our  charity  can  ferve  them. 

Palan.  Hold,  I hear  thePrifon  door  open,  and  that  light  comes 
this  way  5 be  filent  and  obferve,  left  fome  unlook’d  for  danger 
happen. 

Pollid.  ’Tis  about  the  hour  the  Prince  bad  us  expeft  him. 

The  door  opens , Enter  the  Prince  Leopoldo  feemingfomevchat  fad. 

Bellam.  Some  new  calamity,  I read  it  in  thy  eyes,  Leopoldo  5 
fpeak,  what  fate  mu  ft  we  expeft  ? 

Leop.  The  time’s  too  fhort  to  execute  my  defign,  for  now  at 
this  inftant  the  Guards  are  coming  to  fetch  you  forth  j and  this 
night  you  muft  away  for  Sicily ^ in  company  of  the  Tyrant,  whole 
defigns  my  heart  dreads  to  think  of,  which  e’re  he  (hall  execute 
I am  refolv’d,  though  I facrifice  my  life.  I’ll  ftrike  him  to  the  earth  5 
this  muft  fuddenly  be  done,  unlefs  we  can  furprize  the  Guards, 
and  thus  in  the  dead  of  night  make  an  elcape , fee , here  are 

Weapons  for  all. Thus  armed  and  thus  unexpe&ed,  who  knows 

what  fuccels  may  attend  the  juftice  and  refolution  of  this  a&ion  ? 
Phillora  is  the  Word  5 Here  then  let  us  embrace,  as  friends  and  fel- 
lows in  a great  calamity,  whofe  fad  eftates  admits  no  cure  but  this 
defperate  attempt. 

They  embrace  ?hil.  The  gods,  and  Prince  Leopoldo  s fortunes  guide  us. 

one  another.  Prifoner.  Oh  the  mifery  of  men,  fall’n  below  the  pity  even  of 
the  wretched  themfelves ! 

Leop . 


He  gives 
them  all 
weapons. 


Part.  II.  Or,  The  Love  of  Shadows, 

Leop.  What  voyce  was  that  > 

Palan.  ’Tis  fome  wretch  in  the  Dungeon  5 juft  as  your  Highnefs 
op’ned  the  door  he  call’d  for  help,  and  your  coming  put  us  ott  from 
inquiring  what  it  meant. 


Leopoldo  takes  the  Candle  and  Lanthorn , and  his  Dagger  in  his 
hand,  goes  to  him , difcovers  in  the  Scene  with  his  light  carcajjes 
of  dead  men , and  other prifoners  chain  d upon  the  ground  5 and 
at  the  appearance  of  the  light  jome  Foxes  run  away . 


Leop.  Alas,  alas ! how  cruel  are  men  to  men  ! See,  if  the  very 
beafts  do  not  prey  upon  the  living  members  of  the  wetched. 

Trifoner.  Sir,  your  habit  fpeaks  you  a Souldier,  and  fince  you 
are  Matter  of  thofe  great  bleifings,  Arms  and  Freedom,  be  merci- 
ful to  the  wretched,  who  only  beg  fome  charitable  wounds  10  re- 
lieve them  } I hope  you  will  not  find  your  fvvord  the  power  for  fuch 
an  alms.  See,  Sir,  two  of  many,  two  in  number,  one  in  blood 
and  mifery,  the  dearer  part  of  my  foul,  all  that  the  Plague  and  Fa- 
mine has  left  to  finifhfuch  fad  fates  as  a cruel  enemy  (hall  impole, 
defpifed  and  forgotten,  neither  worth  his  cruelty  nor  his  care,  un- 
lefs  your  fword  relieve  us } and  yet  our  crimes  are  onely  our 
Nation. [l hey  are  Moors . 

Leop.  Your  colour  fpeaks  you  ftrangers  5 and  your  miferies 
have  begot  a pity,  which  I have  time  onely  to  relieve,  but  not  to 
inform  my  felf  of  5 what  were  thofe  that  run  away  ? Here  be  re- 

Trifoner.  Foxes,  who  daily  haunt  this  place,  and  will  fcarce  ex-  lefts  the 
peft  while  we  are  dead,  but  grown  bold  upon  our  aftli&ions  prey  trlJ°ners. 
upon  the  living ; yonder  lyes  my  friend  oppreft  with  ficknefs 
whole  words  they  defpife  } nor  could  all  our  threats  nor  cries  pre- 
vail •)  flavery  has  fo  defaced  the  image  of  the  gods  in  miferable  man, 
that  the  creatures  have  loft  the  refped  and  reverence  due  to  him  5, 
dull  captivity  has  given  fuch  ftrange  allay  to  that  rich  metal 
that  man  was  at  firft  coin’d  in,  that  we  are  not  currant  among 
beafts. 

Leop.  Sir,  we  are  prifoners  too } and  now  upon  forcing  our  free- 
doms a fword  and  liberty  I can  give  j and  ft  you  will  take  your 
fortune  with  us  you  fhall  be  welcome. 

Trifoner.  When  I have  afforded  this  charity  to  my  friend  I fhall 
moft  readily  joyn  in  any  defign,  to  be  reveng’d  on  this  barbarous 
enemy. 

Leop.  One  of  thofe  keys  I believe  will  open  his  locks  5 and  while 
you  perform  that  charity  I’ll  fatisfie  my  felf  concerning  thofe 

Foxes. How  fhould  they  come  hither  ? furely  there  is  a 

way  out , elfe  how  could  they  come  in  ? I’ll  fee  the  ififue  of  this 
chance.—  [ The prijoner  runs  to  his  Sijter  and  releafes  her. 

Sijler-prijoner.  Oh  Brother,  what  new  blefiing’s  this  that  gives 
thee  to  my  Arms,  what  means  this  freedom  ? will  they  at  latt  be 
kind,  and  let  us  dye  ? 

Brother-prifoner . No,  gentle  Sifter,  a better  ftar  guides  us  5 and 
far  from  hence  be  thofe  fad  rites  of  Funeral,  till  we  have  taken 
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fome  revenge  upon  that  barbarous  power  under  which  we  have 
thus  long  fuffer’d.  [Bellamira  and  the  rejl  come  to  them. 

Bellam.  Sir,  your  goodnefs  I hope  will  excule  our  tardy  vifit, 
when  you  (hall  know  we  are  under  the  fame  llavcry,  and  but  this 
hour  releas’d  from  our  chains. 

Bother-pnfoner.  Our  gratitude,  * not  our  excufe  is  due } and  all  my 
paft  miferies  you  have  buried  in  this  great  bleffing,  and  I (hall  at 
laft  be  free,  or  dye  revenging  the  injuries  this  poor  Girle  has  fuf- 
fer’d, the  only  precious  part  of  my  foul  5 whofe  youth  has  been 
perfecuted  with  the  worft  of  ills  that  Love  or  Fortune  could 
threaten,  and  all  for  loving  a gallant  man  5 whofe  noble  heart  I 
know  would  bleed  could  he  but  fear  the  miferies  ihe  fuffers  for 
him,  though  he  be  her  Prince.  This  ambitious  paffion  has  made 
her  tafte  many  a bitter  thought  : Her  colour  makes  this  (lory 
ftrange  to  your  ears,  and  this  black  makes  it  look  like  a fable, 
when  we  fay  we  love , though  here  be  the  fad  example  of  that  lit- 
tle god,  great  in  power  5 whofe  dart  has  fir’d  her  private  mind,  and 
the  faucy  flame  afpires  her  Prince’s  breaft}  yet  (he’s  nobly  born, 
and  what  was  my  bleffing  proved  her  mifery  5 for  had  not  I been 
bleft  with  his  friendfhip  fhe  had  notne’re  been  miferable  with  the 
fight  of  him  } this  as  a fecret  her  troubled  mind  conceal’d  till  the 
Prince  was  loft  at  the  fatal  battle  of  Carthage  ^ fince  which  mifery 
I have  wafted  my  days  in  flavery,  and  by  chance  met  this  poor 
Girle,  hunting  through  divers  miferies  a peaceful  grave,  feduced 
by  a Witch,  who  ignorant  of  her  fex,  being  ask’d  her  fortune,  bad 
her  feek  her  happinefs  in  the  hand  of  a white  woman,  ftrange  and 
impoffible. 

Sifler-prifoner.  I am  very  faint,  yet  my  heart  divines  fome  bleF 
fing  from  the  fight  of  thofe  fair  eyes. [To  Phillora. 

Bellam . How  my  foul  {hakes  to  hear  this  poor  Maids  mifery  ! 
and  my  pity  would  fain  believe,  amongft  us,  fhe  might  find  that 
bleffing  that  feems  moft  defperate  in  her  fortunes.  Palantns^  pray 

give  her  fomething  to  drink. And  be  not  dejeded  with 

thoughts  of  paft  ills  > you  are  now  amongft  a company  that  dare 
vie  with  your  moft  defperate  thoughts  > and  yet  will  not  doubt  the 
rewards  due  to  their  innocency. 

Phil.  Her  fortune  is  fo  like  my  own  I cannot  but  love  her,  I grow 
concern’d  too  in  her  miferies. 

Sijler-prifoner.  My  thanks  is  due  to  all  5 but  the  joy  and  won- 
der of  this  hour  has  made  me  negled  the  payment,  which  I (hall 
do  in  prayers  to  all  the  gods,  that  ye  may  never  know  the  ufe  of 
fuch  a kindnefs,  by  having  tafted  thofe  fad  calamities  that  wound 
my  mind. 

Palan.  Be  quiet  and  refolved  $ for  I hear  fome  noife  at  the  Pri- 
fon  door  , which  way  went  the  Prince  ? let  us  retire,  for  they  are 
now  (hutting  of  the  door. 
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The  Scene  of  the  Prifon  f)uts. 

Enter  as  out  of  a Cave , by  the  Seafide^ frighted^  the  Satyr 
and,  Fidelia  , Arcus  and  Philemon. 

.S^.TTJ'kher  my  Eyes  decewed  me , or  they  were  foxes  3 Ifaw 
I*;  them  leap. 

Arcus.  Foxes,  fool  ? whence  fhould  they  come  ? 

Phil.  Why  from  their  burrow  among  the  Rocks,  forc’d  with 
hunger  to  feek  their  prey  $ finding  us  in  their  way,  what's  more 
natural  for  thofe  beafts  then  to  force  through  us  ? Let  us  return 
and  fee  if  we  can  find  any  fign  of  thei  r paflage. 

Arcus.  How  eafie  *tis  to  give  fire  to  fear ! Our  late  danger 
makes  us  apprehend  every  noife.  Hark,  ‘tis  fomething  fcrapes 
within. See,  lee,  the  furrs  hang  upon  the  Rocks  ftill  j how  con- 

temptible a thing  this  fear  is ! 

They  no  fooner  enter  the  grot  which  muf  be  made  inprofpe&iveto 
prefent  a Cave  by  the  Sea  fide but  they  hear  one  knock  within. 

Arcus  takes  the  lights  and  goes  towards  the  hole , and  finds  the 
Foxes  furrs  upon  the  Rock. 

Fidel  How  long  are  the  hours  that  forrow  loves ! Time  pafleth  She  loo^ 
like  a thought  when  we  are  happy  j But  Oh,  how  tedious  will  my  towards  the 
grief  make  the  few  dayes  I have  to  live ! Ha  ! 'tis  fire,  fome  ftar  hole  where 
fure  j Arcus , do  you  fee  that  light  ? the  foxes 

Arcus.  'Tis  fomething  ftrange , but  what  Heaven  knows  ^ came  out ^and 

light  in  the  earth  ! Be  not  amazed,  colled  your  felves } If  our  fears 
be  true,  what  is  there  in  fortune  left  for  fear?  Hark,  I hear  a Jr 
noife  too,  liften. — Do  you  not  hear  a noyfe  and  ftrokes  ? Tis  fome  hole  and 

Witchcraft  fure. ’Tis  a man,  I hear  his  voice,  and  his  words  beckons  them 

have  reafon } I’ll  fpeak  to  it  what  e’re  it  be. Ho  ! within,  what  <0  come  to 

art  thou  ? how  earn’d:  thou  to  this  cave  ? what  feek’ft  thou  in  this {**• 

place  of  mifery?  within 

Leop.  I’ll  anfwer  it. A wretched  Prifoner  whom  the  merci-  tyis  ’ t[ 

lefs  Enemy  hath  expos’d  in  chains  to  the  rage  of  wild  Beafts  $ What  rvent  and  l 
e*re  thou  art,  for  charity  give  fome  relief  to  the  wretched,  by  in-  do  fee  the 
forming  our  miferies  where  thou  art,  for  thy  light  has  deceived  ftmor  Moon 
me  purfuing  of  thofe  Beafts  that  would  have  devoured  us  5 I an(l 
hoped  to  have  found  a paflage  this  way,  which  now  is  defperate.  * 'at 

Arcus.  Hark,  fure  I know  that  voice.  7hebreachof 

.Le.And  I that  found, or  elfe  my  mileries  deceive  m e.Arcus! Arcus  the  Sea . 

Arcus.  Prince  Leopoldo  ! 

Leopoldo.  The  lame  j ftruck  with  wonder  and  amaz’d,  what  are 
we  next  to  exped  from  Fate  ? Are  we  all  Prifoners  then  ? 

Arcus.  No,  Royal  Sir , we  are  in  freedom  yet,though  their  nets 
are  pitch’d  about  us } Help,  help,  Philemon  fo  remove thefe  ftones, 
and  force  a paflage  here. 

[ They  pluck Jlone  after  Jione  away  fill  the  Prince  comes  out . 

Philemon , 
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Phil.  Oh  Sir,  this  is  a blefied  chance,  and  gives  fome  hope  of 
better  fortune. 

Arcus.  Are  you  alone,  Sir?  are  all  your  royal  branches  lop’d 
from  you  ? All  our  great  marks  to  which  we  bent  our  loyal  hearts 
is  all  loft  ? All  dead  in  this  fatal  day  but  wretched  Arcus  .<?  Is  the 
nobleft  piece  of  earth , the  Princefs , loft  ? Is  ftie  gone  to  make 
a ftar  in  Heaven  ? 

Leop.  No,  kind  and  faithful,  no  fuch  fadnefs  is  due  tothisdayes 
lofs  ^ The  Ring,  my  Sifter,  Palantus  , and  the  gentle  Forefter,  all 
arefafe^  But  how  is  theftory  of  an  age  5 and  this  time  too  pre- 
cious to  be  fpent  in  any  thing  but  faving  thofe  friends  that  are 
all  within  this  dungeon  , Juft  now  refolved  to  attempt  our 
efcape,  which  I propos’d  by  the  advantage  of  this  habit , being 
yet  unknown  to  the  Enemy,  and  trufted  as  one  of  their  guards 
and  while  we  defign’d  our  bufinefs  two  wretches  in  the  Prifon 
cried  for  help  5 and  going  to  inquire  the  caufe  I faw  two  foxes  fly 
the  light,  which  I purfued,  believing  reafonably  enough  they  had 
fbme  pallage  forth. 

Arcus.  Thefe  were  the  foxes  that  frighted  us  $ For  Heavens 
fake,  Sir,  let  us  return  and  bring  forth  thofe  dear  pledges  of  our 
Lives , we  have  a boat  and  all  things  ready  to  efcape  this  tyde. 

' Satyr.  Is  my  Love  there  too  ? Is  her  Brother  well  ? Shall  I go 
fee  her  ? My  Soul  melts  with  fear  of  loling  her  $ I’ll  worfhip  thee, 
if  thou  wilt  love  and  not  hurt  her  } King  of  men  I have  beenfick, 
and  my  Mind  pines  when  my  Eyes  lofe  fight  of  her. 

Arcus.  No , Satyr,  you  muftftayandfteal  through  the  Rocks, 
to  haften  the  Barque  away,and  then  you  {hall  fee  your  Love  5 Elfe, 
not  a fight  i let  the  reft  ftay  and  expeft  the  Satyrs  return  and  the 
Sea-men  with  the  Barque. 

Leop.  Arcus  and  I’ll  return,  and  do  you  exped  us  here. 

[ Exeunt  Arcus  and  Leopoldo  by  the  hole. 

Enter  Satyr  and  Sea-men. 

Satyr.  See,  fee,  the  old  man’s  come. 

Phil.  So,  fo,  where’s  the  boat  ? 

Fijher-man.  Behind  the  cliff, where  I was  commanded  to  exped; 
Exeunt  where  we  have  both  wind  and  tyde  to  friend. 

Sea-wen  Phil.  Away  then  with  thefe  provifions  aboard,  exped  us  and 
with  pro - lie  quiet  till  we  come. — Hark,I  hear  their  tread, that  light  is  theirs. 
vjfiens . Fid.  At  length,  I hope,  the  fury  of  the  gods  is  paft,  and  we  may 

yet  live  to  fee  an  hour  of  joy  j they  come,  they  come. 

Enter  the  Prince  and  Bellamira  at  the  hole,  then  Pollidor  and 
Phillora  5 Arcus^e-r  before  with  the  light , then  Palantus  and 
the  two  Moors  prifoners  Bellamira  embraces  Fidelia,  and 
the  Satyr  cries , andruns  to  Phillora’/  feet  and  kijfes  them. 

Bellant.  What  thinks  Fidelia  .<?  Have  we  yet  overcome  the  mife- 
ry  threatned  in  that  fatal  Dream  ? 

Leop.  No  more,  filence  is  now  our  next  part } nor  is  there 

time 
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time  to  tell  our  joyes } away.  Arcus , guide  us  to  the  boat  5 and  till 
we  have  a fit  time  and  place  to  exprc-is  it  let  every  joy  keep  in  the 
kind  Heart  that  bred  it. 

Bellam.  But  where’s  our  new  friends  and  fellow-prifoners  > 
AlalSjFi^/M,  *tis  not  we  alone  that  are  miferable  } for  here’s  one 
ofthefaddeft^ndmoft  miferable  pieces  of  Innocence  and  Beauty 
that  e’re  yet  begat  a ftory. 

[^Arcus  and  the  Moors  gaze  upon  one  another. 

Arcus.  What  ftrange  fight  is  this  ? ’tis  he. 

Prifoner.  I cannot  be  deceived  5 Love  has  as  curious  Eyes  as  Ma- 
lice, and  we  may  as  foon  hide  our  felves  from  death  as  friendfhip  5 
And  the  gods  are  kind,fince  our  Eyes  are  again  bleft  with  the  fight 
of  the  Princely  Arcus.  [ He  runs  and  kneels  to  him. 

Arcus.  Welcome,  faithful,  but  as  thou  loveft  me  yet  conceal 
roe  } therefore  rife,  and  excufe  my  parting  thus  abruptly  from  thee, 
to  flie  to  one  to  whofe  virtue  I’ll  pay  that  duty  thy  knee  hath  given  „ . 

jnc. CadeJJe  .<?  It  muft  be  fo,  and  this  cloud’s  too  thin  to  hide  thee  f1, 

from  my  Eyes  and  Heart.  Maiden 

Cadejfe.  Cadejfe^nd  the  humbled  of  all  that  bows  to  the  Princely  Moorland 
Arcus  ^ But  why  does  .your  Highnefs  bow  to  me  ? Jke  kneels 

Arcus.  The  reafon  thou  (halt  find  in  the  Love  and  Service  of  my t0  him. 
life,  if Cadejfe  will  receive  my  vows. 

[_Bellamira, Leopoldo,  and  the  reft  ponder  to  fee  them  kneel  to  Arcus. 

Be  Ham.  Did  they  kneel  to  him  ? _ 

Fidelia.  Ifaw  them  kneel.  Leopoldo 

Leop.  Sir,  this  pofture  of  your  friends  does  not  at  all  furprife  us  j 
for  your  Mind,  where  you  are  known,  has  ever  fpoke  you  Prince  5 
and  if  you  have  not  been  treated  like  one,  you  cannot  blame  Le- 
opoldo , whofe  value  was  equal  to  all  you  would  fet  upon  your 
felf ; And  now,  Sir,  I conjure  you  by  all  our  kindnefs,  let  not  our 
roiferies  make  you  hide  this  fecret  from  us. 

Arcus.  Sir,  I fhall  no  longer  hide  my  felf  from  the  great  Leopoldo , 
of  whom  I beg  pardon  for  having  thus  long  done  it  5 ’Twas  a Vow 
made  when  our  curiofities  had  by  chance  engaged  us  in  the  battle 
of  Carthage , where  the  Syracufians  got  the  day,  if  we  were  taken, 
to  conceal  our  names  untill  we  met  again  ^ which  being  hereab- 
lolved  in  Pyrrhus , Leopoldo  (hall  find  a fervant  faithful  as  Arcus. 

Bellam.  Pyrrhus ! See,  Phillora , this  is  that  Prince  Ihe  even  now 
mourn’d  inprifon  ? Sir,  when  you  were  Arcus,  I considered  er’e  I 
would  command  $ But  as  Pyrrhus , I fhall  onely  beg  you’ll  give  me 
leave  to  fullfil  a Prophecy , and  from  my  hand  give  a prefent  to  this 
Maid  5 which  when  fhe  (hall  know  I am  a Virgin  too,  perhaps  (he’ll 
find  as  much  wonder  as  I fhall  joy  to  fee  another  happy.  , 

phillora.  This  Omen  begets  a ftrange  thought  in  my  troubled 
Mind. 

Cadejfe. Madam^l  have  neither  will  nor  power  of  my  felf,by  dou- 
ble tyes  a fervant  to  the  Prince  j and  fhall  with  joy  obey  what 
ever  he  commands. 

Pyrrh.  Nor  will  I pretend  a power  there  greater  then  I fhall  give 
the  Princefs  Bellamira  here,  whofe  commands  are  the  welcomed 

things  * 


Bellamira  her  Dream  : Part.  II. 

things  my  Heart  ca«  wifh,glad  to  find  my  Love  approved  by  fo  great 
a Miftrifs  in  the  School  of  Honour  $ By  whofe  name  I vow  to  the 
gentle  Cadejje  an  eternal  Faith,  and  Hymen  (hall  witnefs  my  Vow. 

Omnes.  All  the  gods  fay  Amen. 

Bell  am.  We  muft  be  gone,  but  whither,  oh  whither ! Sad  Fate  ! 
that  muft  be  gone,  but  knows  not  where  to  find  a fafety  ! 

Leopol.  Not  whither  ? Yes,  to  Gaietta , where  faithful  Clytus 
refides } Wonder  not  that  I call  him  faithful,  time  will  unriddle  all  $ 
and  (I  hope)  my  Sifter  will  not  refufeto  truft  thofe  that  I efteem 
faithful,  untill  we  gain  Gaietta  $ Love  and  Bellamira  $ Fortune  (ball 
guide  us. 

Bellam.  I fubmit,  and  where  Leopoldo  trufts  will  not  afk  a why$ 
and  if  Clytus  be  faithful,  and  we  efcape,  let  us  hereafter  no  more 
throw  the  fcandal  of  blind  guides  on  Love  and  Fortune  5 but 
freely  deliver  our  felves  to  their  protc&ion.  [ Exeunt  omnes. 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Clytus,  Ravack,  Cleon,  Souldiers  and  Sea-men, 
fuppofed  aboard  their  Galley . 

C/^./^Ommand  them  pique  their  Oars,  and  let  her  drive  with 
V_y  the  Tyde,  left  the  quietnefs  of  the  night  difcover  us 
with  the  noife  , the  Moon  is  rifen  too. 

Sea-men.  Sir,  The  boat  that  came  from  the  Town  is  put  under 
the  Cliff,  and  there  we  faw  lights. 

Cleon.  Give  order  to  hide  ours,  left  they  betray  us  as  theirs  have 
done  them. 

Sea-men.  Ours  are  hid. 

Clytus.  We  have  the  wind  and  tyde  to  friend,  (he  cannot  to  fea 
but  we  muft  meet  her  5 if  {he  fall  into  the  flay,  the  other  Gallies 
are  ready  to  oppofe  her  5 Come,  Sir,  let  us  look  out,  ’tis  a fine 
Evening. 

Ravack.  ’Tisfb,  and  if  our  honeft  intentions  find  their  gods,  I 
hope  to  fee  a glorious  day  in  Naples.  [ Exeunt  omnes . 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Almanzor,  Roderigo,  and  Souldiers. 

Almanzor.T^  Oderigo,  if  you  can  think  of  any  thing  to  be  added 
XA  to  your  Commiffion  or  Inftrudions,  fend  after  me 
and  it  {hall  be  confirm’d. 

Roderigo.  At  prefent  I can  think  of  nothing  j for  till  your  High- 
nefs  and  the  purchafe  be  arrived  in  Sicily , (which  is  indeed  the  root 
of  all  your  bufinefs)  all  other  thoughts  are  idle  5 and  pray.  Sir,  let 
me  prevail  with  your  paffion  this  night  to  treat  them  civilly , and 
make  excufes  to  the  Princefs  for  your  paft  negle&s , Confefs  you 
know  the  debts  are  great  you  muft  pay  er’e  fhe  can  believe  you  a 
Lover  > and  if  you  prevail  not  with  her  Heart , confider  how 
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miferable  you  muft  be  though  you  fhould  force  her  to  a Marriage, 
when  you  muft  fleep  in  the  bofome  of  an  oppreft  incens’d  princefs 
that  looks  upon  you  as  the  Murtherer  of  her  father,  brother,  and 
deftroyer  of  her  Countrey  5 Which,  with  that  foft  gentle  palfionate 
Sex  is  a grief  above  all  the  reft  5 her  heart  muft  tell  her  ’twas  prince 
Almanzor , that  deftroyer  of  the  man  fhe  loved,  to  your  face,  the  an- 
guifh  of  foul  threw  out  that  fecret  knowledge  which  upon  my  life 
the  perfon  himfelf  could  never  win  from  her  5 but  diftrafted  with 
her  affliction,  or  anger,  tofpight  your  heart,  has  given  you  a fecret 
her  bofome  friend  ne’re  was  partaker  of. 

Alman.  ’Tis  reafon  all  thou  urgeft,  and  I confefs  my  felf  a beaft 
when  my  paffion  rules  me  5 but  I will  now  endeavour  to  redeem 
my  fault. 

Roder.  Sir,  your  Civility,  If  it  does  not  get  you  a wife  , yet  it 
will  oblige  her,and  make  her  your  friend  , ’twill  be  no  fmall  advan- 
tage to  your  fuccefs , and  having  her  in  your  power,  it  may  divert 
ways  advance  your  affairs  in  Sicily  } Her  love  and  paffion  for  ano- 
ther, with  the  right  (he  has  to  the  Crown, and  Intereft  in  the  people, 
you  may  by  compounding  her  freedom  fecure  your  Conqueft  in  Si - 
oily  } think  on’t,Sir,  and  let  not  paffion  for  a woman  feduceyou^and 
Remember  Kingdoms,  Sir,  are  fcarce,  and  there  are  many  chapmen, 
and  women  are  common ,and  grow  every  where}  let  us  be  wile  men. 
Sir,  and  when  we  cannot  do  what  we  would,  do  what  we  can. 

Aim.  How  now,where’s  your  fellow,that  we  fent  for  ? Q£».Sould. 

Sou  Id.  And  pleafe  your  Highnefs,  we  cannot  find  him } ’tis  not  a- 
bove  an  hour  fince  he  went  into  the  prifon,  whofe  doors  are  ftill 
lock’d,  and  the  key  in  the  Inward  fide. 

Alman.  Did  you  knock  ? 

Sould.  Yes,  Sir,  but  nobody  would  anfwer. 

Roder.  Death ! not  anfwer.  Sir,  let’s  force  the  doors. 

They  all  go  out  towards  the  doors  of  the  prifon , which  they  force 
: open  } They  all  draw  their  Swords , and  with  Torches  in  their 

hands  enter  the  prifon , which  is  the  fame  Scene  where  Bclla- 
mira  and  the  prifoners  lay . 

Roder.  Here’s  the  neft,  but  the  Birds  are  fled. 

Alman.  Hafte  to  the  guard,  command  no  perfon  whatfocver  pafs 
without  my  order,  let  them  feize  all. 

Sould.  Perhaps,  Sir,  they’re  hid  } for  tis  not  poffible  they  fhould 
begone,  and  the  door  {hut. 

Alman.  Search,  Villains,  ’twill  concern  you , for  your  lives  are 
at  ftake. 

Sould.  Your  Highnefs  found  us  upon  our  duties,  the  doors  {hut, 
we  cannot  anfwer  for  a prifon. 

Roder.  What  Path  is  this } it  is  full  of  the  new  fteps  of  many  feet} 
let’s  follow  thefe  figns,  fee  whither  it  leads. 

They  follow , and  the  Scene  Jhuts , and  they  come  all  out  with  their 
Torches  at  the  hole  of  the  Cave  where  the  princes  came  out. 

Cccc  Alman* 
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Alman.  Here  they  have  efcap’d,  but  'tis  certain  this  pafs  was 
found  by  chance  ^ and  being  fo  lately  gone  cannot  be  far  from 
hence  ^ fearch  the  Rocks  hereabouts,  they  are  but  three  men,  un- 
arm’d, and  two  women  } let’s  lofe  no  time , Roderigo , but  di- 
vide, and  call  if  you  fee  any  body  } this  Accident  has  deftroy’d  all 
our  hopes 5 fool, fool,  too  late  thoufindeft  the  punifhmentof  thy 
barbarous  rage. 

| Exeunt  omnes. 

ACT.  V.  S C E N.  IV. 

Enter  Leepoldo,  Pollidor,  Pallantrus,  Arcus,  Cadeffe, 
Bellamira,  Phillora,  and  the  other  Moor. 

Leap.  TS  it  far,  we  muff  go  ? 

Anus.  X No,  Sir,  the  Boat  Rides  under  yon  Cliff. 

Enter  to  them  the  Satyr  and  Philemon. 

Philem.  Hafte,  hafte  aboard,  ’or  we  are  all  loft  $ a party  of  arm- 
ed men  purfues  us,  I faw  them  and  their  lights  Iffue  from  the  Cave. 

Leop . To  the  Boat  then  dear  Bellamira,  and  with  thee  takethefe 
our  friends,  and  deareft  pledges  of  our  lives  5 Philemon , by  all  thy 
paft  kindnefs  I conjure  thee,  take  it  not  unkindly  that  I defire  thy 
age  to  retire  with  thefe  to  a place  of  fafety. 

Bell.  I’ll  not  ftir  unlefs  Phillora  will  be  my  Guard. 

Poll.  Gentle  Phillora , let  me  once  prevail,  and  now  wait  upon  the 
princefs  Bellamira  while  I with  Faith  and  Duty  follow  the  brave 
Leopold 0. 

Phillora.  I obey,  and  fcorn  to  doubt  that  fate,  that  the  prince, 
and  Pollidors  fwords  ftrike,  to  defend. 

Leop.  Away,  away,  I hear  their  noife  j when  we  are  engaged  lie 
off  from  the  Shore  j if  we  be  fortunate  we’ll  call  you  back.  The 
word  fhall  be  Vi&ory  and  Phillora. 

\jExeunt  omnes . 


ACT.  V.  S C E N.  V. 

Enter  Almanzor,  Roderigo,  and  their  Company. 

Roder.  /^Outage,  Sir,  it  muft  be  they,  they  fly  us  5 ’tis  impoffible 
they  fhould  have  means  to  efcape. 

Alman . Let’s  purfue  them  clofe  then. 

[ Exeunt  omnes . 
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ACT.  V.  SCEN,  VI. 


57* 


1 


Enter  Clytus,  Ravack,  Cleon,  and  Seamen. 


Cleon.  * | ^Hofe  lights  a fhoar  muft  be  they  5 they  have  now 
X doubled  the  Point,  the  Boat  too  is  but  a fmall  Fi- 
Iher-man. 

Clytus . I counted  them  by  their  lights,  they  are  not  above  a do- 
zen in  number  5 let  us  land  a fmall  party  upon  this  Point , and  ’tis 
impoflible  they  Ihould  efcape  us  , for  we  are  now  betwixt  them 
and  their  Boat , which  I have  commanded  the  Galley  to  fur- 
prize. 

Rav.  I am  of  Clytus  his  opinion , and  that  it  be  executed  with 
diligence. 

Cleon.  I’ll  command  the  Boat  aflioar  then.  [ Exeunt  0 nines „ 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  VII. 

Enter  Leopoldo,  Pollidor,  Pallantus,  Arcus, 
and  the  Moor  prifoner . 

Leap.  £Tand,  and  make  good  this  pals,  by  this,  our  Friends  are 


o fccur’d  sand  let  us  make  them  find  the  danger  of  putfuing 
a Lyon  to  hie  Den. 

Enter  to  them  three  Souldiers,  Almanzor  rtW^Roderigo. 

■ " * fr.  ' S w>  1 . , * . I -m 

Alman.  See  Roderigo , here  they  are. 

Leop.  Ha ! Almanzor  ! nay,  then  the  Fates  are  kind. 

Pol.  Is  there  no  more  of  you  ? Fools,  what  made  you  venture  up- 
on even  terms  ? do  you  think  our  Innocency,  and  the  Princefs  Bella* 
miras  caule,  is  no  odds  ? 

Roder.  Ha,  how  the  devil  came  they  Arm’d  } 

Leop.  Hence  this  difguife.  — Shall  ftories  lay  Leopoldo  feared  to 
be  known  when  Fatefet  him,  Man  to  man, to  dilpute  Fortunes  with 
Almanzor  > no  T yrant,  fee  Leopolds*. 


Tot.  Yes,  Almanzor  5 but  lee  a Saucy  Wood-man,  that  will  ftrike 
the  faireft  Deer  in  the  herd,or  fall  at  his  foot.  [Poll .and  Alman  figbh 
Roder.  And  the  belt  is  belt  cheap. 

He  fights  with  Leopoldo,  and  the  rejl  man  to  man  j Pollidor  wounds 
Almanzor  ,and  cry  s}t  hat  for  Bellamira.  — and  that . And  kjUs  him. 


Whilfi  Leopoldo  throws  off  his  Souldiers  Coat , and 
makes  himfelf  known , Pollidor  jpeaky. 
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Aim  an.  O!  and  this  laftfigh  for  ’Bellamira.  0 [Hedies. 

[Teopoldo  difarms  Roderigo 0and  befalls  too. 

Leo.  Ly  thou  there. 

Rod.  To  fall  under  Leopoldo  0 though  it  be  ill  luck;,  'tis  no  fhame} 
your  chance  is  good. 

Leop.  And  fo  is  Roderigo' s } and  let  him  thank  this  Difguife  for 
his  Life,  under  whofe  protection  this  day  I fafely  heard  him  fpeak 
like  a Man  of  Honour,  which  has  made  me  forget  he  was  an  Ene- 
my— —Hold,  every  man  hold.  Let  us  not  ufe  our  Advantage 
with  cruelty,  while  I embrace  the  noble  Tollidor , and  congratulate 
with  Princely  Pyrrhus  our  ftrange  delivery. 

Pyrrhus.  Though  nothing  be  welcomer  than  the  Princely  em- 
braces of  Leopoldo , yet  let  us  remember  how  dear  thefe  pawns 
.are  which  yet  are  expos’d  to  Fortune } and  when  they  are  lafe  let 
us  rejoy ce  as  Winners. 

1:7  .7.  .TTA 

Enter  to  them  Ravack,  Clytus,  Cleon,  Bellamira,  Fidelia, 
Phillora,  Cadefle,  Philemon^  and  the  Satyr  } they  being  all 
together , Ravack  difeovers  to  all  the  Company  who  Pollidor 
and  Phillora  were. 

- •«  * - ill  v ^ \ i • ' J . • ’j  'I  | , *?*y  > ^ 

Pollidor.  Ha ! the  Princcfs , taken  1 this  my  Soul  apprehend- 
ed : See  Sir  how  bufie  mifehief  has  been,  and  prepare  to  redeem 
the  Princefs.  ^***st^: 

;7  i 

[’Pollidor  ujfers  tofght  with  Clytus,  and  Ravack  appears. 

Ravack.  Hold,  Pollidor , while  I to  Prince  Leopoldo  dhcover 
-a  Secret  which  will  feem  ftrange  and  full  of  wonder , yet  wit- 
mefs  Heaven ,.  I fhall  deliver  nothing  but  a happy  Truth,  a 
Truth  that  has  already  found  the  wifh  and  faith  of  the  per- 
fons  moft  concern'd  } and  to  gain  the  fpeedier  credit  with  your 
Highnefs , be  pleas'd  to  receive  this  Signet  from  you  r Royal 
Father,  who  impatiently  expeds  your  Highnefs  at  Gaiet.ta^  the 
Princefs  and  this  joyfull  Company  are  already  latished  with 
my  news  which  I fhall  begin  with  throwing  at  your  feet  the  old 
Ravack.  •'  .7  ft  ' \ ' . ■ , -/ 

Leopoldo.  Ha!  Ravack, alive! 

Ravack.  A.  Name  fometimes  well  known  to  Palantus , who 
here  prefents  to  your  embraces  our  King,  and  your  Kinfman,  the 
young  Genorto , Son  to  the  unfortunate  Ortho , whom  crofs 
Fate  has  thus  long  hid  in  the  perfon  of  the  gallant  Pollidor.  A 
Secret  not  lefs  to  him  than  to  your  Highnefs*  for  which  upon  my 
knees  I beg  his  pardon.  .vAa 

Leopoldo.  Is  this  my  Royal  Kinfman  ? 

[He  runs  to  Cenorio  and  embraces  him. 
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Pollidor.  What  do  I hear  ? 

Ravack.  Be  not  amaz'd  at  this  new  Truth  5 for  it  was  by  the 
counfel  of  your  Friends  we  conceal’d  your  Birth  and  Quality, 
which  I fhould  have  difcover’d  could  I have  promis'd  my  felf  your 
fafety. 

Pollidor.  Have  I loft  the  dear  rhillora  by  this  knowledge,  Is  not 
{he  my  Sifter  ftill  ? 

Ravacl{.  Yes,  Royal  Sir,  rhillora  is  a Branch  from  the  fame 

great  Stock And  what  change  this  knowledge  may  bring  her  jye  Htrm  tQ 

Fortune  wemuft  confult  your  Highnefs  breaft  3 my  heart  flatters  Leopoldo, 
it  felf  with  hopes  of  happy  Hymens. 

Leopolclo.  Then  the  Gods  have  been  careful  of  poor  Leopoldo , 
whole  heart  rhillora  knows  wasrefolv’d  (at  the  price  of  all  things, 
but  my  Honour)  to  have  purchas’d  her  friendfhip  3 and  I will  not 
now  be  fo  faulty  to  her  as  to  fear  her  faith. 

rhillora.  If  fullen  Fate  had  robb’d  the  noble  tninde  of  the 
great  Leopoldo  of  all  thofe  Royal  Dignities  that  diftinguifh’d  him 
Rom  common  men  (as  Fortune  threatn’d  once  this  day,  acting 
her  worft  to  deftroy  him  ) yet  my  Soul  witnefs  I fhould  have 
torn  from  my  head  all  thofe  unlook’d-for  Glories  fhe  has  heap’d 
upon  me,  to  have  repair’d  the  Prince,  from  whom  I beg  that 
Hymen  now  I refus’d,  and  defie  the  World  (being  Leopoldo  s)  to 
make  me  miferable  or  faulty.  , » ■ r :r. 

Leopoldo.  To  Gaietta , and  there  let  the  Gods  fee  us  poflels 
the  blelling  they  have  prepar’d  for  us , but  firft  let  me  embrace 
the  faithfull  and  kinde  Ravac who  as  a Father  (hall  ever  be 
lov’d  and  reverenc’d  by  us 5 and  to  you  . Sir,  though  once  an 
Enemy,  thus  I open  my  arms  } no  Excufes,  cljitns , this  habit 
gave  a fufficient  fatisfa&ion , in  which  as  a private  Soiildier  I 
heard  thy  difpute  with  that  unhappy  Prince,  by  whofe  difeourfe 
I can  witnefs  Clytus  his  faith  to  his  Prince,  which  has  reconcil’d  me 
to  all  his  Errours.  .j.u  -•  . 

Clytus.  Your  goodnefs,  Sir,  has  bound  nay  heart  for  ever}  I 
confefs  ’twas  a blinde  zeal  I follow’d  my  Mafter’s  interefb’ 
with } and  my  faithfull  heart  has  found  this  great  bleffing  for  his 
reward.  [He  runs  and  kneels  to.  Genorio^ 

Leopold . Bellamiraj  thy  Hand  Bellamiraj  Is  there  fo  much 
of  Pollidor  remaining  in  Genorio , as  ftill  to  defire  to  change  a 
Sifter?  If  there  be,  let  Bellamira  ftrive  to  out-vy  rhillora 
in  Love  and  Faith,  and  thus  become  one  Root  again,  while 
the  different  Branches  bear  the  fame  Fruit,  Love  and  Friend- 
lhip.  , , \ ;[zkey  all  forft  embrace. 

Pollidor.  Sure  .’tis  not  believ’d  I fhould  bode.  words  to  exprefs 
my  joys}  this  is  a bleffing  I muft  thus  approach  upon  my  knees,  and 
(hall  always  poffefs  as  Servant  to  Bella wira. 


•J.tfj!  I 
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viol ' » 


[Lie  kneels  to  Bellamira. 


Bellamira.  Your  knee,  Sir,  but  teaches  me  what  I owe  the  King, 

• nor 
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nor  will  I allow  you  have  a greater  {hare  in  this  joy  than  I : this 
blefs’d  difcovery  has  clear’d  us  of  all  the  guilt  that  ftain’d  our 
Family,  while  the  precious  bloud  of  your  felf  and  Phillora  lay 
upon  our  name.  This  Storm  has  happily  wak’d  me  from  a fatal 
Dream,  and  now  is  fetling  into  Innocence  and  Peace.  Heaven 
witnefs  how  dear  the  name  of  Genorio  was  ever  to  me  5 and 
fince  the  kinder  Fates  have  made  him  and  Pollidor  all  one, 
my  heart  has  nothing  left  me  to  wilh : Now  lean  rejoyce  when  I 
call  to  minde  the  doubtfull  hopes  Genorio  (as  Tollidor ) lately 
purfu’d}  and  I hope  this  confeffion  that  I believ'd  Pollidor 
lov’d  will  fatisfie  Genorio  $ he  that  defires  more  Arguments  of 
my  Love  than  a Faith  of  his  muft  dy  unfatisfi’d  by  Bellamira  5 
for  I can  tell  it  all  the  World  fooner  than  Pollidor , and  hide  it  too 
from  all  but  him  j what  is  the  reft  of  Fortune  that  Ihould  make 
Tollidor  thus  fad  > 

Tollidor.  My  filence.  Madam,  is  neither  fad  nor  dulnefs,*  but 
a bufie  minde,  confus’d  and  furpriz’d  with  joy  of  un-imaginable 
bleffings,  in  which  the  Crown  was  the  leaft  part.  They  were 
the  thoughts  of  the  divine  Bellamira  that  drew  my  Reafon 
into  my  felf,  that  I might  with  an  humble  thankfull  heart  con- 
template the  great  Giver  and  the  glorious  Gift.  Can  you  be- 
lieve, Madam,  your  Friendlhip  is  to  be  poffefs’d  with  lefs  than 
diftratting  joys  ? At  this  time  to  be  deaf  and  dumb  fpeaks  Love 
beft,  and  my  ambitious  heart  whifpers  there  is  a hope  in  this 
change  that  I may  out-live  my  defpairs. 

Bellamira . No  more  of  Fear,  Sir  5 for  know,  I do  not  hide  my 
joys,  curious  to  conceal  them  or  my  thoughts  from  Pollidor  ^ but 
becaufe  I fear  ’cwould  look  like  Diffimulation  to  tell  him  how 
happy  this  day  has  made  me  $ and  now  I beg  he  will  let  me  con- 
ceal my  joy  for  my  own  fake,  as  I did  my  grief  this  day  in  ten- 
dernefs  of  Pollidor , whofe  griefs  were  then  the  affli&ions  of  my 
heart. 

Pollidor , Vanity  and  folly  would  onely  afk  more  than  your 
great  heart  freely  gives : Know,  Madam,  when  I have  wafted  my 
life  in  gratitude  my  laft  breath  (hall  be  my  laft  thanks,  if  I pofteft 
fuch  a Dleffing  as  to  be  yours  for  ever. 

Palantus  and  Fidelia  are  all  this  while  talking  together , 
and  Leopoldo  and  Phillora  5 Leopoldo  kjjjes  PhilloraV 
hand. 

rO 

Leopoldo . By  this,  and  by  this  Phillora , I conjure  thee  no  more  of 
doubt  nor  fear.  Heaven  and  Earth  are  reconcil’d,  and  we  (hall 
ftand  the  marks  of  their  blefiings  here. 

Phillora.  With  you,  Sir,  there  is  fulnels  of  joy  j and  I (hall  be 
forc’d  to  ufe  all  the  virtue  Heaven  has  fent  me  to  receive  this  blef- 
fing  of  Leopoldo" s friendfhip^therefore  ceafe  to  afk  any  thing  of  Phil - 
lor  a that  has  nothing ‘left  in  her  heart  to  give  but  your  felf  again, 
and  when  unkinde  you  will  rob  me  of  that  I will  dy  to  make  me  a 
• pafiage 
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paffage  through  my  heart,  for  nothing  but  death  can  force  that 
dear  name  from  thence. 

Leop.  No  more,  no  more  5 this  kinde  ftrife  and  emulation  in 
your  love  will  make  us  wafte  a happy  age  together.  Palantus 

Pal.  From  your  hands.  Madam,  with  joy  I receive  and  give  this  vf\!s  t0- 
faith,  and  I doubt  not  but  Fidelia  will  approve  my  faith  the  better  arnaa 
for  having  feen  it  try’d  by  defpair,  and  approv'd  by  fo  great  a Judge 
in  Love  as  the  divine  Betiamira. 

Fid.  Nor  (hall  I think  my  heart  left  brave  for  being  folded  in 
thofearms  your  Highnels  refus’d,  nor  efteem  the  love  and  friend- 
fhipof  Palantus  worfe  for  having  been  worn  by  fo  brave  a Prim 

cels.. 

Bel.  This,  Palantus , is  that  I had  to  beg}  and  now  I conjure  thee 
by  all  that  love  and  gallantry  thou  haft  been  fo  diligent  to  Ihew  the 
world,  pay  here  thy  vows  to  friendlhip,  and  I Ihall  be  happy  by  be- 
ing able  to  make  my  dear  Fidelia  fo. 

Pal.  Madam,  my  love  was  always  obedient,  but  here  is  no  occa- 
sion to  (hew  it  j and  now  I lament  the  virtues  of  the  fad  and 
kinde  Fidelia  which  give  me  no  room  to  exprefs  your  power.  Fi- 
delia has  a Beauty  and  a Virtue  to  be  fought  after  at  the  price  of 
Kingdoms,  and  hazard  of  all  that’s  moft  dear  to  man,  and  ’tis  to 
injure  her  to  receive  her  as  curtefie  from  her  who  knows  my  foul 
had  always  a value  and  kindnefs  for  her  j and  truth  ftill  dwelt  in 
my  heart  } for  fincel  would  not  ly  to  thee  that  lov’d,  but  plainly 
told  I lov’d  another,  be  confident  I Ihall  never  ly  hereafter  5 and 
now  I have  faid  that  here  before  the  Gods  of  Gratitude  and  T ruth, 
in  the  prefence  of  this  Princefs,  I vow  a faithful  friendlhip  to  the 
gentle  Fidelia. 

Bel.  Your  hand,  Fidelia  > this  days  milery  (hall  beget  to  morrows 
joy  and  wonder. 

Arcus.  Thele  ftrange  unlook 'd-for  blefllngs,  like  Dreams  of 
troubled  mindes,  arelo  far  beyond  our  hopes  they  canfcarce  finde 
our  faiths:  See,  Madam,  the  firft  change  of  Fortune  was  of  this 
your  Servant , you’ll  laugh,  Madam,  and  fcorn,  when  you  Ihall 
know  Arcus  was  one  of  your  Train,  and  thofe  eyes  made  me  for- 
get my  Love,  till  the  miferies  and  kindnefs  of  this  Maid  ftrangely 
ftruck  my  heart , and  I beg  the  Honour  to  let  our  Flymen  s Torch 
be  lighted  at  your  blefted  fire  } the  black  is  but  the  lhadow  of  a 
beauteous  foul,  and  lecures  us  from  Rivals  in  our  Loves. 

Rav.  Untill  your  Highnefs  has  feen  the  King  I beg  we  may  de- 
fer the  reft  of  this  ftory,  where  there  are  many  F riends  that  long  to 
pay  their  duty  here}  you’ll  be  pleas’ d,Sir,  to  give  Clytus  your  Com- 
miffion  to  publifh  this  joyful  news  to  the  Army? 

Pal.  Why  this  Ceremony  to  me  ? If  I be  your  King,  I com- 
mand you  live  ftill  like  a Father  with  me } and  may  Heaven  frown 
upon  me  when  I forget  the  affection  of  a Son.  O Phillora  ! this 
day  is  thine, and(if  we  out-live  it)our  peaceful  Cell  we’ll  to  a Tem- 
ple turn  } but  where’s  our  Friend  the  Satyr  ? 

Phillora.  Fled,  with  Joy,  to  bear  thefe  tydings  to  the  King. 

Leop , 


Bellamira  her  Dream:  Part. II 

'Leop.  Let  not  our  Joys  rob  us  of  our  Humanity  towards  thefe,the 
Enemies  of  our  peace,  fince  fortune  ufed  them  as  the  means  to  the 
happy  difcovery.  Tallantus , let  that  unfortunate  prince  be  taken  up, 
and  his  body  embalm’d,  and  mourn’d,  as  becomes  his  birth  $ his 
miferies  were  his  own  feeking,  no  fault  of  ours  } To  you,  Roderigo> 
the  body  (hall  be  delivered}  and  to  let  you  tafte  part  of  our  Joys,  in 
this  your  mifery,  you  (ball  have  fair  leave,  and  all  things  fit, to  make 
your  retreat}  provided  you  withdraw  your  Forces  out  of  Sicily , 
and  quit  all  you  pretend  to  there  } to  this,  I hope , Prince  Genorio 
will  agree. 

Roder.  This  generofity  is  like  the  C'nara&er  the  world  gives  of 
great  Leopoldo  } and  he  (ball  find  his  humanity  has  overcome  more 
then  his  Sword  } and  from  fuch  an  Enemy  We  (hall  not  beafhamed 
to  have  received  Conditions,  nor  fail  to  Magnifie  the  juft  Leopoldo. 

Leop.  This  Charity  being  done, we  may  fafely  review  our  happy- 
nefs^mine  has  his  Centre  here.  Lead  the  way,  Clytus , to  the  Tem- 
ple} there  let  us  finifti  thofe  bleffings  that  the  Sword  has  but 
begun. 

Pollidor.  And fince  fuch  hlejjings  front  our  Dreams  rce  fee  } 

And  that  I fill  may  happy  be0 
Let  Bellamira  Dream  for  me. 

r f - . 
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The  Names  of  the  Adtors. 
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The  King  of  Sicily, 

Appius^  the  Prince  of  Calabria . 

Me  lint  us , ^ A Lover  of  Claricilla. 
and  ^ 

Fhikmoriy  J Both  Sons  to  the  Kings  Brother. 

Timlin* , Friend  to  Mehntm. 

Silvander , the  Ufurper,  in  love  with  Claricilla . 

Manlius  j \ 

and  >Two  Py rates  difguis’d,  of  Silvander*  Party. 

Tullius , } 

SeleucuSj  a Lord,  and  Favourite  to  the  King,  in  love  with 

Claricilla. 

CariUus , his  Friend. 

Ravac^  a Slave,  but  a great  man  of  S/c/fy. 

Jacomo , Servant  to  Melintus. 

Claricilla , the  Princefs. 

Olinda , her  Maid. 

Attendants. 
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ACT.  I.  SCEN.  I. 


Enter  King , Appius,  Seleucus,  and  Attendants . 

King.  Eleucus , you  know  the  foul  of  our  Defign  lies  in  the 

(peedy ‘and  filent  execution  of  the  Plot}  let  us  not 
then  prefume  in  their  fecurity  till  we  fall  in  our  own  } 
l W but  go,  and  when  they  have  begirt  the  place  give  us 
notice,  that  with  our  Charge  they  may  at  once  fear 
and  feel  their  danger,  and  by  us  be  cloath’d  in  Ruine  ere  they 

know  whofe  Livery  they  wear This,  if  Fortune  be  kinde,  Exit  Sekuc. 

muft  be  5 for  where  Juftice  and  file  ftrike  in  what  corner  of  the 
Earth  can  Victory  hide  her  felf,  and  that  youthful  hand  not  finde 
her?  [Turning  to  Appius. 

Appius.  I fhould  blufh  at  this,  if  there  needed  more  Arguments 
to  confirm  I fhall  be  victorious  than  the  reward  propos’d  5 for  had 
the  Gods  intended  the  far-fam’d  Claricillas  Virtues  a Reward  for 
Treafbn  they  would  not  then  have  left  her  Virtue  fuch  a Guard, 
whofe  power  hath  flood  amongft  Traitors  when  yours  fell  upon 
the  faith  that  bore  it. 

King.  You  oblige  me,  Sir,  and  this  goodnefs  makes  me  beg  you 
would  be  pleas’d  to  let  me  once  again  call  to  your  memory  fome 
particulars  of  that  tedious  ftory  which  fo  often  in  my  mileries  I re- 
counted to  your  Highnefs:  This  Traitor  Silvander  having  by  my 
love  gain’d  an  intereft,  and  by  my  lmiles  climb'd  o’rethe  Heads  of 
all  his  Fellows  in  the  ftrength  of  that  truft  grew  too  powerfull  for 
me,  and  in  a Battel  (where  my  cauleonely  (truck)  our  Forces  be- 
ing not  half  the  Traitors  number  we  loft  the  day,  to  which  Theft, 
not  Conqueft,  was  joyn’d  the  Murder  of  my  Brother  and  lofsboth 
of  my  Crown  and  Daughter. 

Appius.  That  fault  the  Gods  will  punifh  ^ but  his  ufurpation  of 
the  Piincefe,  and  intended  Rape  which  in  a forc’d  Marriage  he  la- 
irs, are  thofe  that  blow  my  rage. 

[a  2]  King. 
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King.  Tis  true,  it  has  always  been  his  aim,  but  his  Love, by  Hea- 
ven appointed  for  his  punilhment  and  our  Guard,  has  given  her  a 
conftant  power  over  him,  which  we  have  fo  directed  that  fhe  has 
prevail’d  with  him  to  quit  his  greateft  ftrength,  and  retreat  with 
her  to  this  private  Villa , where  now  he  remains  attended  onely 
with  fome  few  Troops  of  Horfe:  This  opportunity  we  owe  her 
piety,  that  has  put  it  in  our  power  to  ftrike  for  our  Revenge  and 
Right  again. 

Enter  Seleucus. 

Selene . Arm,  Sir,  and  behold  how  in  the  obedience  to  your 
commands  they  are  loft  5 Ruine  in  filence  like  Growth  fteals  up- 
on them  5 th’are  now  empal’d,  and  deftru&ion  hovers  yet  undif- 
cover’dto  the  Prey  5 but  defer  not,  for  Night  makes  hafte  away, 
and  the  Caufe  hath  fuch  a Glory  caft  about  the  Souldier  that  it 
forceth  Day,  and  Vi&ory  in  their  refolution  waits  but  your  Com- 
mand to  fend  her  forth. 

King.  Sir,  pray  be  pleas’d  to  give  thefe  loft  men  their  Dooms  5 
the  Signal’s  yours. 

Appius.  ’Tis  an  Honour,  and  I accept  it And  thus  I give  it. 

Follow  me.  [Exit  Appius. 

King.  And  that  Souldier  that  refufes  fuch  a Signal,  let  his  weigh- 
ty fears  fink  him  where  he  ftands.  Come,  Seleucus.  Exit  King. 

Selene.  Come,  Seleucus  had  not  wont  to  be  the  Word  upon  a 
Charge  } O Love,  thy  power  hath  difarm’d  me,  or  rather  Envy 
hath  difarm’d  my  Love  5 could  it  be  elfe  that  I fhould  ftand  thus 
unfpirited  in  Claricillas  caufe,  while  others  gild  their  Swords  in  her 

revenge?  it  could  not  be Hark,  how  eagerly  they  purfue  my 

mifery  5 cruel  Honour  too  puts  in,  and  tells  me,  I lofe  my  intereft 
in  her,unlefs  by  giving  wounds  I pull  on  mine  own  by  making 
way  for  this  Prince’s  hopes.  [Exit. 

AC  T.  I.  S C EN.  II. 

Enter  Melintus,  Timillus,  and  Jacomo. 

Melintus.  /^>Ome,  timillus^  let  us  hafte  to  the  Charge,  left  our 
V j Friends  believe  Fear  declin’d  our  Peace^and  we  are 
early  enough,  if  we  fucceed,  to  let  them  fee  we  have  brought  the 
wifhes  of  Friends. 

tim.  Faith,  i£  we  do  not  fucceed  we  fhall  finde  we  came  too 
foon,  I am  fure  I fhall  , In  an  overthrow  I am  certain  to  get  my 
fhare^  when  I live  to  want  an  Enemy  my  Friends  (hall  knock  me 
o’th’  head  $ for  I thank  my  Fates,  Fortune  has  been  as  bountiful  of 
her  mifehiefs  to  me  as  an  Enemy  could  wifti,  and  that's  but  a hard- 
condition,  you'll  lay,  for  a man  that  cannot  alk  rewards  when  he 
does  well. 

Melint.  Mention  not  that  here  where  reward  grows  within  thy 
reach  in  every  daring  forehead  j and  if  timillus  dares  not  gather 

them. 
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them  he  maft  go  without  ’em  5 jells  brings  none  of  the  fwords  har- 
veil  home. 

Timil.  You  are  ever  thus  fnappifh  till  I am  angry,  and  then  I 
fight  to  my  own  ruine  not  mine  enemies  5 one  would  think  you 
might  allow  a man  his  humor,  and  not  be  forc’d  to  fight  your  quar- 
rel, but  he  mull  fight  your  way  too. 

Melin.  Prithee  no  more,  leave  this  dilcourfe  and  follow  me. 

, t \_Exit  Melintus. 

Timil.  And  what  wilt  thou  do,  Jacomo  .<? 

Jac.  Who  I ? I’ll  follow  my  Mafter. 

Timil.  No  prithee,  let  us  be  friends,  chufe  fome  other  place,  for 
I’me  refolv’d  to  keep  that  my  felf  till  I am  beaten  from  it. 

Jac.  Y’are  merry.  Sir,  but  I have  feen  them  claw’d  ere  now  that 
have  taken  it  3 but  I hope  you’lefind  better  fortune. 

Timil.  A pox  of  Fortune,  fhe  has  no  fuch  thing  as  good  or  bad 
belongs  to  her  3 follow  me  and  if  we  gain  the  day  I’ll  give  her 
thee.  [ Exeunt , 


ACT.  I.  SCEN.  III. 

ij  ’ j. 

Enter  Claricilla  and  Olinda. 


Olinda.  I Ly,  Madam,  and  leave  ’em,  for  thefe  enemies  bring  our 
j freedom. 


Clar.  Be  conftant  heaven. 


[ Exeunt , 


[fi; 


Enter  Silvander  wounded , and  fees  Claricilla  fly  to  hk  enemies, 

Silvand.  What,  ho  Claricilla,  gentle  Claricilla , do’ll  thou  fly  me 
too?  nay  then  I’me  loft  indeed  5 thoumight’ft  have  had  mercy, 
though  no  love,and  preferv’d  me  for  thine  own  fake,  for  in  this  fall 
of  mine  thou  haft  a hand  in  ruining  thine  own  Temple  3 nor  can’ll 
thou  after  this  ingratitude  be  term’d  the  juft,  however  the  fair 

Claricilla. No,  fince  Claricilla' s cruel  I will  not  ftira  foot  that  Within 

leads  from  danger,  nor  vainly  attempt  to  efcape  the  hand  of  hea -$• 

ven,  unlefs  I could  hide  me  from  his  eye  too. What  art  thou  -pnter  j^j. 

that  wear’ft  fuch  death  about  thee,  and  look’d:  as  if  thou  cam’ll  to  t„c 
put  off  thy  habit  here?  _ ’ 

Melin.  ’Tis  not  you  I look  for, ’Tis  fomething  that  Ihot  Ck- 

from  heaven  before  me3lhe  appear’d  like  innocence  her  felf,ftriking  ”c^a  w her 
in  her  own  caule3  faw  you  not  that  ftar,  did  fhe  not  in  her  defeenr  ^ tm 
pals  this  way  ? He  minds  me  not.  QMelint  .offers  to  go  away. 

Silvand.  ’Tis  fo3  this  youth  but  law  her,  and  he’s  overcome. — 

Stay,  what  ere  thou  art,  that  once  again  I may  lee  thy  face,  and 

read  the  ftory  which  Love  and  Anger  appears  fo  mingled  in. 

Now,  By  all  our  gods,  ’tis  nobly  writ  3 and  had  I met  it  when  I 
commanded  fortune,  I would  have  ftudied  thee,  and  by  obligati- 
ons have  grafted  thee  my  friend  3 but  fince  thatjpower  is  gone,  by 

this and  my  name,  I command  thee  be  my  Prieft,  know  Sil-  r-  jrart>/ 

vander  the  unfortunate  calls  thee  back.  bn  [word. 

Melt  n. 


6 


He  dr  arcs 
his  Jrvord. 


Ibejfigbt. 


C LARICILL  A, 

'Melin . silvander  ! Oh  ye  gods ! what  power  ye  give  to  trea- 
fon  > that  name  hath  difpers’d  the  cloud  that  paffion  threw  be- 
twixt him  and  the  revenge  a Fathers  murther  call’d— Unfortunate 
as  wicked  $ what  fate  rul’d  thee  thus  to  call  me  back  ! 

Silv.  Prithee  youth,  no  noife  5 I was  a traytor,  but  true  to  Love. 
A King,  and  yet  his  power  commanded  me  5 and  could  my  love  to 
ClaricilU  have  confented  to  have  wornfuch  a Jewel  in  lefsthen  a 
Crown,  or  been  fatisfied  to  have  feen  her  whom  I prefer*d  before 
the  gods  ftand  fecond  to  any  > thou  in  all  thy  wounds  and  faith 
which  thus  adorn  thee,  (hould’ft  not  have  out-fhin’d  me  this  day  in 
loyalty. 

Melin.  ^ Love  and  Treafonmixt ! know,  though  thou  haft  prov’d 
thy  felf  a cunning  Chymift  in  attempting  to  deftroy  that  noble  bo- 
dy } yet  I have  that  here  {hall  in  fpite  of  all  thy  adulterate  mix- 
tures reftore  and  fix  it  : Guard  thee. 

Silv  and.  Prithee  threaten  not,  for  though  I prophefie  thou 
bring’ft  my  winding-ftieet,  yet  thou  (halt  fee  my  (miles  in  fcorns 
wreathe  it  about  me  5 and  y et  I mean  not  to  fall  unlike  a Souldier, 
nor  be  buried  without  my  Rights  about  me , my  fword  upon  my 
breaft  thus  : and  therefore  guard  thee. 

Melin.  Guard  me  ! ’tis  the  office  of  the  gods. To  kill  thee 

is  to  do  the  execution,  and  the  way  as  fafe  as  that  the  Minifters  of 
Juftice  tread  : and  were  it  as  noble -as  juft,  I would  command  thee 
hold  thy  neck  out , but  I (corn  fuch  ways  to  my  revenge  $ and 

pherefore  take  an  equal  trial Yield,  and  your  Perfon’s  fafe^  for 

*twas  againft  your  caule,  not  you,  I drew  my  fword,  which  fcorns 
to  ftrikeeven  Silvander  upon  the  ground.  ^Silvander  wounded. 

Silvand.  Hold,  and  ere  this  darknefs  hath  quite  (hadowed  me, 
hear  my  ftory  , thaftas  thou  haft  punifti’d  my  treafon,  thou  may’ft 
pity  my  misfortune  : and  thus  (when  I am  gone)  report  of  me,.  sil- 
vapder-  bow’d  to  a cruel  power,  who  when  he  had  offer’d  all  that  a 
Loveis;thought  could  compafs , and  the  power  of  a King  worn  on- 
ly to  ferve  in  when  that  power  leffen’d,  and  my  offerings  came  to 
be  ip  the  heart,  not  hand  , the  way  to  his  mercy  was  (hut,  and  my 
prayers  becaufe  unperfum’d  unheard,  and  I the  offerer  thus  made 
the  (acrifice : Oh  gentle  youth,  would  any  bow  to  fuch  a power  as 
flies  us  in  our  mjferies,  or  worlhip  that  image  which  thus  falls  upon 
her  Prieft.  [He  dies. 

Melin.  LInfortunate  indeed , as  all  men  are  that  build  upon 
faults  i but  I will  not  fay  I pity  thee  j for  where  a King  once  grew 
to  Jowpity  is  the  worft  of  changes.  [Exit. 

, ■ , ...  tsH 

Enter  Appius  and  Seleucus. 
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. SeJeu.  This  way  he  went.  Sir,  if  he  be  mortal  5 but  his  ftay’s  fo 
fhort  that  we  but  feem  to  follow  in  the  trad  he  makes. 

- Appius.  Let  us  lofe  no  time  then  in  overtaking  him,  that  we  may 
alfift  his  work.  ' > ! z,j-.  ' i 

Seleu.  I will  not  fight  a foot  farther  that  way^  if  there  be  no 
enemies  backwards.  I’ll  make  (ome$  S ’death,  I’ll  *not  take  Mars 
jr*  leavings  in  Jppius. 
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Appius.  Come  Seleucus0  turn  this  fire  the  right  way,  and  ’twill 
light  thee  to  find  out  honour.  t 

Scleu.  It  has  don’t } but  to  day  fhe’s  To  bufie  in  obeying  one 
mans  fortune  that  my  wounds  are  not  currant  pay  to  pur- 
chafe  her. 

Appius.  We’re  fure  he’s  this  way,  for  here’s  his  mark } where 
ere  he  goes  he  makes  death  his  character  5 know  you  this  that 
bears  it  ? 

Seleu . Know  him  ? yes,  this  ftroke  kill’d  not  a traytor,but  trea~ 

Ion  it  felf  fell  here  : this  is  Silvander , and  he’s  gone. Envy,  be 

not  prophetick  his  aims  beyond  a Crown  : it  mult  be  Claricil- 
la  then,  ye  gods ! whither  elfe  tends  this  youths  flight,  or  what 
but  fhe  will  fatisfie  j when  a King  cannot  make  his  quarry!  this 
doubt  makes  me  purfue  him  , though  to  a dangerous  know- 
ledge.  v [Exeunt. 


ACT.  I.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Claricilla,  Melintus  following  her. 


Chr. OUre  this  flranger  knows  me  oot  5 he  purfues  me  as  if  I were 
O part  of  the  enemy. 

Melin.  O flay  > for  know,fince  I have  once  again  feen  my  fate  I’ll 

read  it  what  ere  it  be,  tis  written  in  fo  fair  a book See,  un- 

confident  of  my  arms  I beg  your  flay  \ he  begs  that  dealt  death  as 
oft  as  wounds  to  his  oppofers  in  your  purfuit  5 your  fears  Wrong 
me,  he  that  dares  fight  with  men  will  not  war  with  beauty } and 
this  fword  that  hath  cut  through  fo  many  fates,  this  day,  to  find 
mine  own,  tremble  not  at  it,  for  it  hath  ever  been  thefervantof  ju- 
ftice,  not  cruelty. 

Clar.  Sir,  I know  not  guilt  enough  to  beget  a fear  5 yet  if  you 
mean  me  no  harm,  why  do  you  purfue  me,  and  negleft  the  advan- 
tage Fortune  throws  Upon  your  daring  youth?  have  you  fuch 
choice  of  honours  you  fcorn  to  ftoop  for  this  you  have  ventur’d  fo 
far  for?  what  dreis  would  you  wear?  what  beauties  would  your 
youth  put  on  to  make  it  lovely,  when  thole  wounds  a Crown  and 
conqueft  cannot  fatisfie  ? when  your  heart  thinks  thefe  no  harveft, 
where  would  your  fword  fow  your  hazards  to  reap  one  more 
glorious  ? 

Melin.  Fair  foul  go  on  5 and  whil’ft  you  blame  the  effectj’ll  read, 
the  caufe,  and  thus  look  upon  the  conqueft  } Crown  and  reward  I 
ftruck  for,  and  if  ever  I have  triumph  it  muft  pafs  through  thofe 
Arches  in  gentle  fmiles  5 andwhil’ftl  enjoy  this  happinefs,  let  the 
Crown  and  Vi&ory  pafs  by  as  the  lefler  good.  Nor  would  I give 
this  fight  to  poflefs  the  bleffings  that  attend  them  both. 

Clar.  Heaven  grant  this  fruit  be  from  a noble  ftock,  and  yet ’tis 
fafer  ’twere  not  5 for  I fear  I am  not  proof  againft  fuch  vertues  , 
’twasthe  drefsmy  Melintus  wore  when  he  appear’d  moft  comely 
(nor  need  I doubt  him)  for  never  honour  grew  where  ‘ twas  not 
fow’d  , Sir,  you  forget  your  wounds,  they  exa£t  a care. 


He  kneels 
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He  puts  on 
his  patch. 
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Melin.  No,  fair  one  ^ I am  now  pouring  Balm  into  them  > and 
could  I hope  you  would  afford  this  way  of' cure,  it  would  be  one 

health  not  to  be  heal’d. Why  do  you  turn  away,  and  let  my 

truths  fall  ere  they  reach  your  ears?  is  it  your  fears  that  would  re- 
move you  ? let  this  truth  fecure  you } though  I appear  in  this 
bloody  drefs,  more  like  a Prieft , yet  know  I am  a facrifice,  and 
that  facrifice  which  once  was  acceptable  to  you. 

Clar.  Sure  I have  heard  that  voyce. Sir,  for  heavens  fake, 

wound  me  not  with  doubt , but  tell  me  who  you  are. 

J Melin.  Are  there  no  lines  in  all  this  mifery  that  you  can  call 

to  minde  ? Nor  the  print  of  one  joy  left  which  you  fet 

there.  [He  pulls  a patch  from  his  ejes,fhe  leans  on  him' and  rveeps. 

Clar.  Oh  yes  ! there  is. 

Melin.  O Claricilla  ! Soul  of  honour,  why  do  you  not  in 

charity  quit  your  vertue,  tis  fingle  here,  that  I may  throw  off  my 
pain. 

Clar.  O Me  lint  us,  you  muff  not  wifh  it } Melintus  can  bravely 
fuffer,'  he’s  a Souldier,  Loves  Souldier,  but  Honours  Leader  } let 
me  weep  my  foul  into  thy  noble  breaft , this  payment  I can  make  to 
none  but  to  thy  felf  5 thofe  tears  that  were  due  to  abfence  fadnefs 
paid  thy  memory  ^ Oh  let  me  reft  upon  thee,  my  joys  are  too  great 
a load  to  bear  5 and  feel  how  the  Melintus  here  beats  to  meet  Me - 
lintw  there. 

Melin.  Oh  ye  gods,  ’tis  Paradife  fure  $ the  way  was  fo  rugged 
that  lead  to  it. 

Clar.  ’Tis  a great  power  wefervei  nor  is  itmorefeen  in  hispu- 
nifhment  that  parted  us,  then  in  this  reward  j but  let  us  not,  my 
foul , unhandfomely  , or  faucily , exprefs  our  joyes  j it  may 
difpleafe  thofe  powers  that  have  been  thus  favourable  j and  my 
Melintus  had  not  wont  to  facrifice  to  himfelf  and  forget  the 
gods.  [she  offers  to  go  from  him. 

Melin.  Oh  gentle  Claricilla, remove  not  from  me  5 for  you  miftake 
the  pofture,  the  breaft  is  Loves  Altar,  and  the  feat  of  friendfhip  5 
and  for  facrifice,  is  not  Claricilla  a fuller  offering  in  either  kind  then 
a Cake  or  Spice  ? but  I fubmit,  for  Melintus  fhall  never  know  a 
reafon  that  contradi&s  Claricilla , 

Clar.  Yet  let  us  remember  what  we  owe  to  your  fafety  5 your 
wounds  too  (but  that  I know  Melintus  ever  plac’d  dangers  behind 
his  Love.)  I fhould  ere  this  have  prompted  you  to  a care  of. 

Melm.  For  my  wounds,  the  caufe  will  heal  ’em  5 to  me  you  owe 
nothing  for  your  deliverance  5 your  freedom  grew  here,  and  your 
enemies  miftaking  the  place,  in  fearch  of  my  dangers, digg’d  it  out  5 
and  you  fhall  find  this  truth  in  the  beauty  of  the  fears  they  leave. 
Oh  Claricilla , thy  faith  makes  me  fmile  through  all  this  blood  3 but 
hark,  I fear  we  arepurfu’d , this  upon  your  fair  hand,  and  then  let 
me  hide  my  love  and  name  under  my  difguife. 

Clar.  Good  night,  Melintus  5 for  thou  haft  now  put  out  the  light, 
and  like  Love  himlelf  thou  art  blind,  and  thou  art  alllworfhip  of 
that  god.  [Enter  Appius  and Seleucus. 

Selcu.  See  where  the  Eagle  ftands,  my  fears  were  true;  the 

Princefe 
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Princefs  in  his  hand  too,  he  holds  her  like  his  prey  in  the  foot.— He  takes  her 
Sir,  though  you  fought  well,  this  Lady  will  not  prove  your  r e- from  him, 
ward,  (he  cannot  be  a prifoner  here.  Sir. 

Melin.  What  I did  well  was  rewarded  in  the  ad  5 and  for  this 
Lady  I am  fo  far  from  hoping  (he  (hould  be  my  prifoner,  that  t 
would  have  fuffer’d  all  the  miferies  of  war  ere  ftruck  one  blow 
againft  her  freedom.  QSeleucus  turns fleightly  front  Melintus. 

Seleu.  Here  is  a Prince  whofe  youthful  fire  blown  with  defire  to 
ferve  your  Highnels  has  through  thoufand  dangers , this  day, 
courted  your  favour , and  in  his  hand  you’ll  (eem  more  aptly 


worne. 

Appius.  Madam,  though  his friendlhip  feem  to  dired,  your  high- 
ne(s  has  an  intereft  that  commands  here  5 and  ’tis  honour  enough  if 
you  pleafe  to  let  me  kifs  your  hand. 

Clar.  Sir,  civilities  are  always  fruitful, and  beget  civilities,  if  they 
meet  with  honour  5 which  I hope  (hall  not  be  wanting  to  give  a 
a growth  to  what  you  venture  here. 

Melin . Madam,  I fee  ’tis  not  my  opinion  only,  but  this  Lords 
too,  that  I am  unworthy  of  this  honour.  „ . v ' 

Clar.  If  it  be  an  honour.  Sir,  weair  it  5 you  fir  ft  (ecur’d  it.  Me  gives 

Seleu. Will  you  make  your  hand  the  reward  of  Fortune  then, and  lm}Hr  ban& 
fcatter  your  favours  fo  that  they  may  be  had  for  (looping  ? is  that  a&atn* 
an  honour  due  to  the  firft  comer  ? iffo,  I grudge  it  not,  for  fuch 
favours  and  upon  fuch  tyes  he  may  wear , elfe  I (hould  be  loath  to 
ftoop  to  her  that  bows  to  him. 

Clar.  You  are  infolent. 

Melin.  Thus,  Madam,  be  pleas’d  to  accept  yt>ur  due,  and  then 

give  me  leave  toexadmine.- -Sir,  let  not  your  intereft  fiefe  He  turns  to 

and  the  opinion  you  have  but  a (ingle  enemy,  make  you  prefume  to  Seleucus. 
injure  me,  nor  fo  miftake  my  bounty  as  to  think  I have  thrown 
my  blood  away  in  vanity  for  though  I fet  no  price  upon  my 
wounds,  andcontrad  not  for  killing  of  a Tray  tor  , yet  I can  tell 
whether  I am  bid  fair  or  no  when  I have  don’t  5 and  ’tis  nobler  far 

to  give  a courtefie  then  fell  it  under. Do  you  fmile  ? it  may  be  ^e!^ucus 

you  have  had  good  markets,  and  fuch  weak  chapmen  for  thofe  few  an  ■ 
good  deeds  you  have  done. 

Seleu.  Yes,  but  if  thou  wert  from  this  place  I would  make  thee 
pay  dear  for  one  which  (hould  on  thy  heart  write.  Thou  wert 
but  my  fador,  and  all  the  honour  thou  art  thus  proud  of  but 
my  ftore. 

Melin.  You  promife  to  your  felf  too  fair  b and  noifes  fright  only 
when  we  are  ignorant  of  the  caufe,  and  there’s  too  much  in  thee  to 
have  a dangerous  depth.  [Seleucus  offers  to firike. 

Jppius.  Hold,  Seleucw , Sir,  when  you  know  his  good,  you 

will  pardon  thi9  ill,  nor  do  I conceive  it  an  injury  to  (hew  by  his 
envy  what  value  he  fets  upon  your  glories  5 and  I make  no  doubt 
when  his  reafon  hath  purg’d  this  choler  from  his  honour,  you’ll 
findliim  a healthy  friend,  and  his  acquaintance  not  fubjed  to  thefe 
fickly  paffions  5 if  he  does,  as  of  a (urety,  command  my  faith  to 
make  this  good. 

£b^  Melin. 
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Melin.  Sir,  I can  eafier  bear  in  juries  that  I deferve  not,  then  re- 
ceive obligations  that  I cannot  pay  j for  injuries  have  a cure  grow- 
ing within  my  reach } but  obligations  I muft  fuffer  under  their 
weight,  if  you  propofe  not  the  remedy  too. 

Appius.  Come  embrace  5 Seleucus  had  not  wont  to  hate  the  per- 
fon  of  an  enemy , much  lefs  fall  in  love  with  injuries  ^ efpeci- 
ally  when  jealous  honour  begets  them  upon  miftakes  among 
friends.  [They  embrace  coldly . 

Seleu.  Love  and  Honour,  farewell  to  both  $ my  ends  are  the 
gods  I’ll  worlhip  now  > and  my  Net  once  thrown.  I’ll  catch  ’em 
though  they  fwim  in  blood.  [ Enter  King  and  attendants . 

Clar.  See  my  royal  Father  5 and  I have  reap’d  my  bleflings  ere 
I have  paid  my  facrifice  : thus,Sir,  to  the  gods  I bow,  in  pious  obe- 
dience here  to  you. 

King.  Welcome,  dear  Claricilla , rile,  twice  born  to  a Crown, 
twice  parent  and  twice  the  ifliie  of  my  joys , live  and  enjoy  all  the 
bleflings  that  my  prayers  and  facrifice  can  call  down  upon  thee  5 
and  you.  Sir,  to  whom  we  ftand  thus  oblig’d  for  unmerited  fa- 
vours, fince  you  have  left  no  other  way  to  return  them,  take  the 
blulhes  you  have  begot  j and  be  pleas’d  to  let  us  know  your  name 
and  Country,  that  our  grateful  mentions  may  not  fall  like  darts 
thrown  at  nothing : Sure  *tis  a happy  one  that  hath  fuch  ftore  of 
vertues,  that  Ihe  can  (pare  from  her  helm  fuch  a Pilot  in  the  courle 
of  honour. 

Melin.  Your  pardon,  royal  Sir,  for  difobeying  your  command  5 
my  Country  I dare  not  tell  > for  as  my  Parent,  I would  hide  her 
faults  j and  my  name  is,  where  ’tis  known,  fo  difpleafing  that  I dare 
not  venture  it  here  where  I would  remain  an  humble  fervant. 

King.  Come,  my  Claricilla , let  us  not  forget  the  heart  to  facrifice 
unto  the  hand  5 thus  acknowledging  the  means,  and  forget  the 
power  that  commands  them  } but  remember  that  the  gods,  though 
they  oft-times  are  feen  but  in  the  fuccefs  and  latter  end  of  things, 
yet  their  place  is  firft,  and  ought  to  be  fo  in  our  worlhip. 

Melin.  In  the  morning  I lhall  beg  leave  to  vifit  your  Highnels. 

Clar.  I hope  fo.  Exeunt  King,  Claricilla,  and  attendants . 

Melin.  Sure  I have  furpriz’d  my  joys  , they  had  not  wont  to 
come  thus  naked,  thus  like  Angels,  whofe  cloathing  is  all  we  fee, 

the  reft  a myftery My  friend,  pardon,  when  I forget  my  felf, 

if  thou  appear’ft  loft  in  my  joys. 

Seleu.  He’s  alone,  and  fomething  I’ll  do,— But  ftay,  who’s  this  ? 

Timil.  Prithee  call  thy  bird  back  again,  for  mine  is  flown,  that 
we  may  have  fomething  to  truft  to  3 this  is  the  comfort  of  a Com- 
rade, a man  may  go  half's,  and  be  both  favers. 

Melin.  Thou  art  wounded. 

Timil.  Why,  do  you  wonder  I fhould  get  a wound  } I wonder  I 
got  no  more  5 1 am  fure  I have  been  where  fewer  have  been  dealt  ere 
now,  and  yet  more  has  fallen  to  my  fhare^  but,  by  this  hand,  I 
am  glad  thou  haft  got  fome  of  Fortunes  goods,  as  they  call  ’em , by 
this  wrack  5 I had  a fmock  too,  but  it  tore  in  taking  up  3 what  are 
thofe  that  ftand  fo  at  diftance,  are  they  enemies  or  no  ? 
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]\'kl  .Where  — O no.  [TSeleucus^ze-r  in  a corner  upon  them . 

Tim.  Why  then  they  are  worfe,  for  they  are  friends  that  will  be 
enerhies. 

Alel.  They  are  Enemies  to  nothing  but  this  days  fortune,  for 
yet  they  know  not  me. 

Tim.  Enemies  to  nothing  but  this  days  fortune?  I prithee 
what  fubje&is  there  eheTor  their  hate,  or  wifh,butthv  wounds? 
and  thofe  are  things  I believe  few  court,  elfe  on  my  Confeience 
one  or  other  would  have  had  mine  ere  this  time. 

Sel.  Imuft  take  fome  other  time.  [Exit  Seleucus. 

Aid.  They  are  gone.  T 

Tim.  Let  ’em  go And  now  prithee  tell  me  what  was  that, 

- — that  (he  that  went  in  ^ as  thou  lov’d:  me  } let  her  not  be  ran- 
fom’d  till  I have  hung  thefe  Fetters  about  her  for  a night  5 By  this 
hand  we’ll  (hare. 

Aid.  Doft  thou  know  what  thou  haft  faid  ? 

Tim.  Know  what  I have  faid  ? No,  nor  I don  t care  j but  pray, 
what  have  I faid  ? 

Melint.  That  thou’lt  be  afham’d  of,  when  thou  know’ft  of 
whom. 

Tim.  Why?  I have  not  ly’d,  Alelintus , and  for  the  Who  in 
woman ’tis  a thing  I look  not  after  } when  my  eye  is  pleas’d  the 
Sexbleftes  all  the  reft  ^ the  Who  and  What  belong  to  thofe  Fools 
inquiry  that  hunt  Mariage. 

Aid.  Come,  thou’lt  be  afham’d  when  thou  fhalt  know , This  is 
that  Princefs  Claricilla.  that  thou  haft  heard  me  in  tears  fo  often 
mention  $ that  virtue  which  thou  fo  admired’ft  from  my  re- 
lation , whofe  noble  fweetnefs  has  made  kindred  and  duty  to 
my  King  the  leaft  ties  of  love  and  refped  I bear  her. 

Tim.  She  is  honeft  then and  no  hope  left : By  this  hand  I’ll 

be  oTecome  hereafter  and  get  more  by  it  than  fuch  a Conqueft, 
where  a Manget’s  nothing  but  cold  Honour  : Do  you  hear  Melin - 
tus0  though  ihe  be  a Virtue  as  you  call  it,  yet  I hope  there’s  a vice 
belongs  to  her. 

Aid.  Prithee  put  off  this  humour,  Repine  at  the  growth  of  Ho- 
nour ! Sad,  becaufe  a fair  woman’s  honeft  ! 

Tim.  No,Sir5  I’m  glad  (he’s  honeft, becaufe  it  feems  honefty  pleaf- 
eth  you^but  an  honeft  woman  to  me  is  a book  I could  neverread  in 
nor  I imagine  why  we  fhould  ftudy  them,  they’re  fecrets  that 
reach  but  to  one  mans  knowledge,  ‘ and  the  beft  of ’em  are  worft  5 
a knowledge  whofe  virtue  is  ignorance,and  I’ll  not  traffick  for  fuch 
Commodities  as  are  not  vendible  ^ and  by  this  hand  the  very 
thought  fhe  fhould  be  handfome  and  honeft  hath  made  me  dry  3 
Look  how  white  I fpit  5 let  me  go  that  I may  be  drunk  and  forget 
the  fad  caufe. 

Alcl.  Drunk  ? thou  canft  not,  thou  haft  a Leak  will  preferve 
thee,  ’twill  pafs  out  there  ere  it  come  to  fuming  5 you  had  beft 
look  to  that. 

Tim.  This  ? what  ? whoe  Pox,  I can  ftop  this  with  my  fin- 
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Mel  Come,  prithee  leave  thy  fooling,  and  let  me  (ee't$  I hope 
Vis  not  dangerous. 

Tim.  No,  no,  ne’re  fear  it  3 this  narrow  Lane  will  ne’re  prove 
my  High-way  to  Heaven. 

Mel.  Prithee  come  away  then,  we  (hall  be  obferv’d  to  be  fo  long 
together. 

Tim.  Hang  obfervers,  for  I am  fure  I ne’re  had  any. 

Exeunt. 


ACT.  II.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Manlius,  and  Tullius. 

Manlius . QTrip  thofe  Slaves,  and  to  the  Bank  chain  the  Cowards  3 
1^  Slavery  is  no  new  thing  to  fuch  as  fear  : and  Tullius , 
loofe  the  Rhodian  on  the  Star-board  bank  : Me-thinks  that  Fellow 
looks  as  if  he  were  unjuftly  yoak’d  with  his  mifery  3 in  the  heat  of 
the  fight  I few  him  ftiake  his  Chain  like  a fierce  Dog  held  from  the 
Chafe. 

Tul.  Sir. 

Man . Urge  me  no  more  3 Juftice  as  well  as  Bloud  has  an  intereft 
in  the  Revenge  I take3  and  that  makes  it  healthy,  though  it  may  be 
that  which  Anger  hunts  would  tafte  as  fweet. 

Tul.  Sir,  your  pardon  3 ’tis  my  ignorance  in  the  caufe  of  your 
difpleafure  made  me  mediate  for  them. 


Enter  Philemon. 


Philemon  ' Man.  And  becaufc  Tullius  {hall  not  think  that  Manlius  would  in 
af1(ts  ‘ mifery  exped  the  compaflion  that  he  would  not  give  you  (hall 
Ha!  Manlius,  know  why  I refufe  thefe  my  Countrey-men  in  mifery  that  mercy  I 
found  from  thee  in  mine. 

Tul.  Sir,  not  that  I doubt  you  have  one,  but  the  defire  to  know 
it,  makes  me  beg  you  would  relate  the  caufe  3 Tullius  can  be  but 
faithful  when  he  has  heard  it,  and  that  I hope  is  not  to  be  quefti- 
on’d  now. 

Man.  Know  then,  in  that  day  when  Treafon  flew  above  Juftice, 
and  falfe  Siktander  enrich’d  by  his  Mafter’s  truft  out-vy*d  the  no- 
ble King  with  his  own  bounty,  who  too  late  found  his  love  had  not 
gain’d  a Friend,  but  begot  a Traitor,  *twas  in  that  day  the  brave 
Thifander  fell.  The  intereft  I had  in  this  fault  Heaven,  I hope, 
hath  pardon’d  as  well  as  punifli’d  3 but  to  be  ihort,  our  party  ha- 
ving gain’d  the  day,  the  Crown  and  Beauty  that  attended  it,  the 
iairClaricilla  fell  into  the  hands  of  falfe  Silvander,  where  her  vir- 
tues by  daily  feeing  them  difpers’d  the  Cloud  Ambition  had  fet  be- 
twixt my  Loyalty  and  me,  and  then  too  late  I repented  what  I had 
donei  yet  not  willing  to  defpair  before  I had  attempted  fomething, 
I undertook  an  ad,  which  if  Heaven  had  linil’d  on,  might  have 
redeem’d  my  forfeit  Honour,  ’twas  to  heal  the  wounds  I had 

made. 
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made  with  the  bloud  of  the  furpriz’d  Traitor,  whofe  fall  I had 
decreed  in  the  midft  of  all  his  falfe  glories. 

Tullius.  How  came  it,  Juftice  was  fo  abfent  in  her  own  caufe  ? 

Man.  His  fins  it  feems  were  not  ripe,  nor  this  punifhment  that 
Heaven  defign’d  him,  which  by  I hope  this  is  fully  paid:  But  to  the 
parcular^one  night  being  in  the  Princefies  chamber  contriving  her 
efcape,  which  we  refolv’d  fhould  be  ere  I gave  the  blow,  a Guard 
feiz'd  me,  and  no  caufe  given,  I was  fent  unto  my  ruine,  as  he 
defign’d,  there  your  gratitude  preferv’d  me,  I afterwards  learn’d 
theoccafionof  my  imprifonment } thefe  men  whom  Fortune  now 
has  given  into  my  power  urg’d  the  luft-burnt  Traitor  to  a Rape 
upon  the  Princefs,  and  with  a forc’d  Mariage  counfel  d him  to 
confirm  his  Title,  blowing  in  his  eat  that  there  was  love  betwixt 
the  Princefs  and  me,  which  if  his  care  remov’d  not  would  be  a 
hindrance  to  his  defigns^  from  his  guilt  and  jealoufie  grew  that  ne- 
cefiity  which  made  me  receive  the  command  my  better  fortunes 
gave  your  merit : And  now  judge  whether  or  no  there  be  a juftice 
in  this  punifhment. 

Tul.  ’Tis  vifible  they  bow  under  a weight  that  juftice  hath  laid 
upon  them,  and  my  Galley  is  both  a Prifon  and  a Sanctuary. 

Phil.  Is  this  Manlius , and  the  caufe  of  his  difgrace  ? [ \Afide . 

Man.  But  fee  the  Slave  I have  fent  for,  Tullius  $ Was  he  bought 
or  taken  ? 

Tul.  ’Tis  one  of  that  Ging  defended  the  Rhodian  when  we  loft 
fo  many  men  in  fight. 

Man.  I remember  theftory  j but  how  came  it  he  was  left  when 
you  fold  the  reft  ? 

Tul.  They  did  not  like  the  price  j befides  he  was  dogged,  and 
that  made  me  put  him  to  the  Oar. 

Man.  Of  what  Countrey  art  thou,  and  thy  name  ? 

Phil.  Of  no  Countrey, — nor  no  name,  in  Chains  5 Slave  is  a 

being That  what  has  been  is  of  no  force  againft}  elfe  my  Name 

and  Countrey  are  not  things  to  be  afham’d  of. 

Man.  Yet  if  you  think  they  have  power  to  gain  your  freedom 
you  are  too  blame  to  keep  ’em  hid. 

Phil.  I have  vow’d  never  to  difcover  either  till  I have  my  free- 
dom, and  I will  not  break  my  vow. 

Man.  Why  fb  dogged  in  your  anfwer  ? 

Phil.  Why  not  } What  is  there  in  my  fortune  that  needs  fear  a 
[worfejcondition  ? or  what  danger  in  a Slave  worth  your  confide- 
ration  what  he  fays  ? If  you  dare  a venture 'good  deed,  give  me 
credit  forgone  and  fet  me  free. 

Man.  No,  no,  we  muft  not  be  forc’d  to  a benefit.  Tullius , com- 
mand the  Galley  to  put  from  fhoar,  and  ly  loofe  to  night  to  be  rea- 
dy if  there  be  occafion  offer’d,  we  will  ftay  a fhoar  to  night  and 
expert  what  iflue  this  days  trouble  hath.  [ Exeunt  all  but  Philemon. 

Phil.  Yes,  I was  of  the  Rhodian  Ging,  and  chief,  though  you 
know  it  not:,  and  had  our  Seconds  been  men  of  fouls  and  not  made 
up  of  fears,  might  have  plaid  your  parts  now.  To  what  a mifera- 
ble  condition  am  I fallen  ? The  laft  Mart,  becaufe  I was  wounded. 
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no  body  would  buy  me,  the  foul  of  a Slave  in  their  efteem  not 
weighing  down  his  limbs : Ye  Gods,  either  fend  me  liberty  or 
take  your  gifts  again : Honour  and  her  Ifi'ue,  Courage,  Juftice, 
Faithfulnels,  are  of  no  ufe  to  me  ^ Who  would  be  judg'd  by  a 
Slave  ? Courage  in  Chains,  what  can  it  hurt  ? or  to  be  faithful,  of 
what  ufe  when  we  are  not  trufted  ? O my  fate  ! Why  was  I born 
free  ? Had  I been  bred  a Slave  I could  have  fung  in  Chains}  nay, 
to  have  perifh’d  in  them  had  been  dying  in  my  Calling } but  to 
fall  from  greatnefs , and  without  a fault  be  punifh’d  with  the 
guilty  l nay,  where  the  guilty  fcape  ! Falfe  Rhodes!  my  Curfe 
kindle  a lire  within  thee  } the  freedom  that  my  foul  brought 
thither  threw  me  into  her  dangers  which  their  Cowardice  had 
made  fuch  certain  ruine-  in  their  apprehenfion  that  not  one 
amongft  them  had  man  enough  to  look  upon  their  fears  5 I then 
a God  was  held,  becaufe  I durft  venture  thus  to  become  a Sa- 
crifice. 

AC  T.  II.  SCEN;  II. 

Enter  Seleucus  folus . 

Sel.  '\7rE  Gods,  by  what  ways  or  marks  fhould  men  follow  what 
X is  good  } when  virtue  it  felf  does  not  always  keep  one 
path  5 when  Claricilla  who  has  all  I know  of  virtue'fhall  quit  the 
God-like  attribute  of  Truth,  and  the  Guard  which  Innocence  fe- 
cures  her  from  impious  men  with,  and  fly  for  fafety  to  an  Excufe  ? 
She  deny’d  my  vifit  at  the  price  of  a Ly,  and  at  that  rate  of  fin 
bought  a ftrangers  company:  Ohnda  allures  me  he’s  at  this  time 
with  her?  but  why  do  I thus  without  dangers  bark  againft  him, 
and  let  this  Tree  without  a Root,  this  Ly  ftand  in  my  profped  ? 
It  lhall  not,  I will  lee  her  5 and  fince  fhe  can  fo  put  off  her  Honour, 
as  to  ly  for  one  man,  whojknows  but  fne  may  ly  with  two  ? Exit, 

A C T.  II.  S C E N.  III. 

Enter  Melintus,  and  Claricilla. 

Mil,  ~\7’Ou  have  now  heard  all  the  palfages  of  my  life 
X fince  that  fad  day]  we  parted  to  this  joyful  hour  > 
which  if  poor  Philemon  had  liv'd  to  fee,  how  happy  had  we  three 
been ! 

CJar.  Have  you  not  heard  of  him  fince  his  lofs  at  Rhodes  <?  Do 
you  believe  him  dead  ? 

Mel.  My  love  makes  me  believe  what  I fear,  for  .he  had  many 
wounds  5 befides,  I know  his  Ranlom  would  have  pleas’d  the  Con* 
querour  better  than  his  bonds,  for  they  were  Pirates  } but  no  more 
of  this  fad  fubjedt  now. 

Clar.Q  Melintus,  grow  not  weary  of  mentioning  a Friend}tqough 
it  be  lad,  tis  juft,  and  let  that  bear  the  weight}  had  Philemon 
liv’d  to  have  feen  me  and  Melintus  loft,  we  fhould  have  fpent  our 

days 
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days  in  your  ftory  ere  fufferd  your  name  to  have  paft  un-men" 
tion’d.  Philemon , to  his  Friend  a Lamb,  and  in  fuch  foftnefs  he  ab 
ways  wore  his  Lions  heart  } Philemon , whofe  youth  had  growth 
with  us,  a Plant  by  the  fame  hand  let,  a flower  from  our  own 
ftock,  and  allhisfweets  akin  to  us  } and  we  ought  to  beally’d 
to  his  misfortunes  too  : but  why  do  I teach  Melintus  «?  Jtis  bold- 
ly done  to  give  Laws  to  him  that  is  fuch  a Mafter  in  the  rights  of 
friendlhip.  [she  weeps, 

Mel . To  let  you  lee  I love  Philemon , I do  not  grudge  him 
that  precious  dew  5 and  gentle  Claricilla , to  witnels  my  foul  hath 
one  confent  with  yours , See,  I can  bear  you  company  in  your 
own  Sex. 

CUr . O ye  Gods ! he  weeps,  Melintus  weeps } What  Agony 
muft  this  noble  Youth  feel  when  his  Soul  fweats  fuch  drops  ? Par- 
don  me  for  thus  ftirring  thy  grief. 

Mel.  Do  not  think  I left  the  fubjcft  becaufe  I was  weary  of  the 
-difcourfe,  or  could  enough  mention  Philemon , that  durft  be  my 
Friend  when ’t was  certain  mine  5 and  now  he3s  dead  I break  no 
trufttotell  you  thecaufewas  a greater  tie  than  any  effedithad. 

Know,  Philemon  was  in  love  with  Claricilla , and  it  was  with  Clari- 
cilla and  not  himfolf}  for  when  by  my  truft  he  found  your  foft'- 
nels  had  receiv’d  impreflion  from  my  conftant  love,  and  you  were 
pleas'd  to  call  me  your  Melintus , I became  his  too  3 and  to  ferve  us 
in  our  withes  was  all  the  Heaven  he  aimed  at.  And  now  (my 
Soul)  you  muft  either  confels  me  unworthy,  or  elfe  grant,  fuch 
daring  courage,  (and  fuch  -fearful  love  as  Philemon  commanded, 
could  never  link  from  the  foul  of  Melintus. 

Clar.  Since  Melintus  hath  begun,  take  my  confeflion  too  } know 
I law  it  long  ago,  and  decreed  rewards  of  friendfhip  for  the  noble 
youth , but  when  'twas  beyond  my  power  to  cure,  it  had  been 
cruelty  to  have  inquired  the  pain,  and  therefore  would  not  fee 
what  I pity’d.  And  now  you  have  all  the  lecrets  of  my  hearty  thole 
of  joy  thy  friendlhip  multiplies,  and  thofe  of  grief}  thus  thou  di~ 
vid’ft  the  pains.  [Enter  Olinda. 

Mel.  O lay  the  whole  weight  here. 

Ol.  Madam,  Seleucus  upon  earneft  bufinefs,  as  he  pretends,  will 
fee  you. 

€lar.  How?  will  foe  me?  Tell  him 

l 

Enter  Seleucus  and  Jurprizes  them , Melintus  is  transported  into  rage i 

Selene.  Nothing,  Madam,  he  knows  too  much  already } and 
though  my  Anger,  which  Envy  and  your  Caufe  begot,  was  grown 
to  fuch  a deftru&ive  height  that  I could  not  rule  it  till  it  found 
mine  own  mine  in  your  frown,  yet  a Souldiers  envy  is  no  fin  , 
nor  ought  his  anger  be  punilhed  by  his  friends,  when  he  appears 
not  in  love  with  his  fault,  nor  feeks  to  juftifie  it.  This  day  I begg’d 
leave  to  crave  your  pardon  for  my  offence  } and  your  Highnefs  re-  p0fatf  -tn 

fus’d  my  vifit,and  made  an  Excufe  to  admit  this — Madam, ’twill  be  jcorn  to  Me* 
no  glory  to  you  that  you  could  withftand  the  lieges  which Silvander  liirtus. 

and 
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and  my  felf  laid  againft  you  by  many  fervices,  when  it  (hall  be 
known  you  were  o’recome  by  a (ingle  one,  and  yielded  at  firft 
fight  to  a ftranger. 

Clar.  Seleucus , when  I take  you  for  my  friend  I’ll  take  your 
counfel,  and  not  till  then  5 for  the  fervices  you  urge  they  have 
been  always  dreft  fo  in  commands  that  they  appear’d  unbe- 
coming. 

Sel . Madam,  you  did  not  look  with  equal  eyes  upon  them,  elfe 
their  paflion  would  have  appear’d  their  greated  beauty  3 and  I 
never  fpake  Loves  language  more  than  when  I was  lead  a Poet. 

Clar.  The  love  of  Subjefts  to  their  Prince  is  duty  3 andthofe 
whom  we  pay  we  do  not  thank 3 the  Hireling  ought  to  ferve. 

Sel.  Madam,  you  fpeak  as  if  I ferv’dfor  bread,  and  forget  that 
Subje&s  are  Heavens  fervants  3 and  *tis  the  Gods  that  appoint  us 
Kings,  and  I am  doom’d  to  it.  ’Tis  that,  not  want  that  makes  me  a 
Subject,  which  condition  your  Highnels  is  not  exempt  from.  But 
I wonder  what  mighty  Prince  this  is  that  thus  vouchfafes  to  hide 
1 himfelf. 

Clar.  This  infolence  here  ? 

, Mel . Your  pardon, Madam,’ tis  my  Q.your  Sex  cannot  drike,and 
Stwasthe  refpeft  which  this  place  claims  made  me  (land  his  mark 
thus  long-Now  to  you  who  this  fecond  time  have  with  fcorn  look’d 
upon  my  temper  when  a calm  has  hid  it.  Know  in  the  bed  of  all  thy 
ids,  thy  love,thou  art  a Traitor 3 elfe  thou  durd  not  hope  this  Prin- 
ce(s  would  be  food  for  fervants  3 and  though  thy  fawning  on  thy 
Maders  feet  hath  been  cheridfd  fo  that  thou  had  left  the  Crums 
there,  and  are  now  fet  by  him,  fnatching  at  his  own  didi. 

Sel.  This  to  me  ?■ 

Mel.  Yes,  to  thee  whofe  pride  hath  now  but  begun  its  leap, 
which  I prophefie  will  end  at  his  throat  3 nor  are  fuch  Dogs 
drange  in  this  date.  Remember  yederday,  when  one  of  that  hated 
breed  fell  unpitied. 

Sel.  Sure  you  take  me  for  a Coward,  you  durd  not  urge  me 
thus  elfe. 

Mel.  No,  Sir,  that  would  fecure  you  3 nor  do  I believe,  though 
you  have  many  faults,  coward  any  of  them. 

Sel.  I’ll  expeft  you  in  the  garden  then.  [ Exit  Seleucus. 

Mel.  I’ll  follow  you Madam,  let  not  this  threatn’d  dorm 

fright  you  5 your  intered  lies  in  the  fecurity  of  my  innocence, 
which  cannot  fall  here’. 

Clar.  O that  Melintus  would  hear  my  Reafons  for  what  I (ay 
ere  accufe  me  for  having  too  much  woman  in  my  fuit,  ancl  then  I 
would  tell  him  he  mud  not  fight,  at  lead  not  now. 

Mel.  Not  fight } My  honour  is  concern’d. 

Clar.  And  my  honour  is  concern’d  3 twjll  look  like  fighting 
for  me  3 and  I hope,  Melintus  will  not  fet  that  at  dake  againd  opi- 
nion, efpecially  when  his  courage  is  fo  far  from  being  in  quedion, 
’tis  become  a Proverb.  Befides,  though  you  conquer  you  are  lod  3 
you  fee  his  intered  in  my  Father  makes  him  not  look  with  judice 
on  your  merits  3 and  to  kill  his  creature  may  threaten  your  own 

ruine. 
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' ruine,  but  thefe  Arguments  have  their  period  in  fears  ftillj  and 
therefore  I’ll  not  urge  the  reafons  they  bring,  as  of  force  againft 
the  danger  that  honour  threatens. 

Melin . And  thofe  that  come  not  fo  attended  are  commands  to 
Melintus , who  covets  only  to  keep  thofe  beauties  of  his  mind,  that 
you  may  not  be  put  to  make  excufes  for  your  love. 

Clar.  Then  gently  thus,  let  me  prevail  with  you  to  appoint  a 
farther  day,  to  determine  this  angry  queftion,  whilft  I acquaint  my 
Father  with  his  ambitious  hopes,  which  he  not  dreams  are  levcll’d 
at  me,  and  confequently  the  Crown } I’ll  tell  him  of  his  infolence 
now,  and  at  the  Battle  5 then  I will  urge  the  late  treafon,  and  bid 
him  call  to  mind  the  dangers  that  T ray  tors  hopes  threatned,  which 
fprung  from  this  root.  I know ’twill  ftartle  his  foul  $ and  if  it  fail 
to  ruine  him  , yet  *twill  take  the  edge  o’th  Kings  faith  off  from 
what  he  fays,  and  with  jealous  eyes  he  will  look  upon  his  growing 
greatnefs  } and  when  he  is  thus  fhook,  thus  parted  from  the  Cedar 
that  fhelters  him,  then  let  thy  juft  ice  pour  a ftorm  upon  his  head : 
And  now  by  the  power  Melintus  hath  given  me  I command  him 
deliver  his  honour  for  a time  into  my  prote&ion  } this  (if  I have 
not  appear’d  too  carelefs  of  mine  own)  you  cannot  deny  me. 

Melin . You  have  o’recome  me,  take  my  honour  which  I have 
preferved  through  thoufand  hazards,  I freely  give  it  you,  and  now 
reft  fecure  I am  yours  for  ever  5 for  my  love  and  honour  being  gone, 
what  remains  is  fit  for  nothings  I will  not  meet  this  angry  man  3 
his  infolence  (hall  have  juftice  on  her  fide  j and  I will  give  him 
caufeto  fcorn  me. 

Clar.  Melintus  fhoots  his  prefents,  and  then  they  wound,  not 
oblige  5 curtefies  done  unwillingly  is  throwing  the  frozen  into  the 
fire,  where  too  much  heat  kills  the  charity,  and  proves  but  alter- 
ing, not  refcuing  the  danger.  ' 

Melin.  Pardon,  Madam,  if  you  find  me  unvers’d  in  the  way  that 
leads  to  difhonour  5 for  though  I fubmit  to  your  reafon,  yet  Seleu - 
cus  nor  the  world  (to  whom  he  will  barely  tell  the  fault)  will 
know  what  argument  with-held  me. 

Clar.  Pray  obey  me  once  without  difpute}  and  I hope  this  cloud 
is  all  that  is  left  of  many  that  lowr’d  upon  our  joys,  and  we  (hall 
fee  a clear  evening  yet  to  crown  our  wifhes.  Farewell. 

j)  Exeunt  fever al  rvays% 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Seleucus. 

Seleu.  T TEnce  Love,  and  thy  pale  dew  of  tears  be  gone  } Re* 
XJ.  venge  and  her  beauteous  purple,  ’tis  to  thee  I bow. 
Love  cannot  now  reach  my  ends  5 though  at  firft  I ftalk’d  with  it, 
Ywas  indeed  a proper  Nurfe,  and  rock’d  the  Cradle  while  my  de- 
figns  were  young  \ but  now  they  walk  alone  waited  on  by  my  refb- 
lutions  5 and  confident  of  my  ftrength  1 need  not  fuck  her  milky 
miracles,  to  confirm  my  faith  5 nor  ought  the  event  (though  ill)  be 

l c ] laid 
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laid  to  me$  for  to  dare  fpeaks  the  great  foul,  not  the  fuccefs  $ 
fince  Prophets  well  feen  in  things  to  come  have  been  themlelves 
o’retaken  with  an  unknown  doom  5 but  ftay,  the  bufinefs  now  in 

hand  requires  my  being  prefent  here. Now,  Sir,  y’are  fome- 

thing  flow  in  juftifying,  though  quick  in  doing  injuries  5 lure  you 
believe  me  the  dog  you  call’d  me,  you  would  not  have  made  me 
wait  thus  elfe. 

Melin.  Tis  true,injuries  are  things  I am  as  flow  to  jufti{ie,as  com- 
mit 5 they  are  commonly  the  children  of  choler,  and  fuch  baftard 
iflue  (hame  the  Parents } and  if  through  weaknefs  at  any  time  I 
get  them  I hide  them  if  I can  withfatisfa&ion. 

Seleu.  Words  are  too  neer  akin  to  heal  words;  your  fword  hath 

a more  certain  cure,  and  I repair  to  that,  draw. Do  you  not 

underftand  the  word  ? draw.  [Seleucus  draws  his  fivord. 

Melin.  Firfthearmej  thatlcameun-invited,  and  now  am  go- 
ing without  taking  leave,  fhews  ftwas  choice  put  me  upon  thefe 
hazards,  not  neceflity  } and  that  I dare  fight  I have  it  written  in 
my  face,  (here  under  my  enemies  hand,  to  witnefs  ^ and  fuch  tom 
Enfigns  tell  the  bearer  fled  no  dangers  ^ let  that  fatisfie  'tis  not  fear 
binds  my  hands , and  yet  I will  not  fight. 

Seleu.  *Twas  the  caufelfeegave  you  fire  5 and  I am  alhanfd  to 
call  that  man  enemy  which  I mud  bid  twice  draw  his  fword,  which 
do  or  I’ll  kill  thee. 

Melin.  I tell  thee  I will  not  fight. 

Seleu.  You  will  not  fight  ? By  my  life  I’ll  kill  thee  then. 

Melin.  When  I will  not  fight  any  body  may  do  it  5 but  when  I 
will  thou  canft  not y and  once  again  I tell  thee  I will  not  fight,  nor 
dar’ft  thou  kill  me. 

' Seleu.  Not  dare?  why  what  haft  thou  about  thee  that  can  pro- 
teft  thee  from  the  juftice  this  brings  ? 

Melin.  Thou  haft  that  about  thee  that  prote&s  me  $ and  though 
I hate  thee  yet  I can  be  juft. 

Seleu.  Do  me  juftice  with  your  hand,  your  tongue  has  loft  his 
power  j draw  your  fword,  ’tis  her  proper  emblem,  or.  By  my  an- 
ger, thou  art  loft  > nor  (hall  this  new  kind  of  coward  fave  thee  j 
T urn,  and  do  not  tempt  me,  or.  By  him  that  rules  the  day,  I’ll  kill 
thy  fame  too  with  a cowards  wound  in  thy  back. 

. Melin.  Thou  dar’ft  not  do  it  j I know  thou  wilt  not  takefo  little 
for  thine  honour , it  coft  thee  too  dear  to  be  fold  fo  cheap  as  to 
take  a naked  life,  that’s  undefended,  for’t  , thou  feeft  I am  refolv’d 
not  to  fight  to  day  y fo  bound  by  a refolution  that  coward  could 
not  lofe  it,  therefore  in  vain  thou  tempt’ft  me. 

Seleu.  Why  the  devil  did  you  take  this  refolution  againft  me 
that  long  to  fight  with  you  ? 

Melin . ’Tis  but  for  a time. 

Seleu.  Will  you  then  hereafter  ? 

Melin.  Yes,  by  all  my  hopes } and  nothing  but  this  refolution 
then  in  thee  fhall  proteft  one  of  us. 

Seleu.  Till  this  fit  be  over,  then.  Til  leave  you.  [Exit* 

Melin . ’Tis  ftrange,  having  both  one  bufinefs,  our  way  Ihould  lye 

fo 
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fo  feveral,  Claricilla , thy  commands  can  put  me  into  any  form;  that 
can  bow  me  thus. 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  Selcucus  and  Carillus. 

Seleu.\  1C  7 A s the  Prince  in  the  garden  when  you  left  him  > 

VV  Car.  Yes  3 my  Lord  5 , and  he  had  newly  parted 
with  the  King  $ he  s this  morning  to  make  his  vifit  to  thePrincefs} 
your  Lordlhip  is  appointed  by  the  King  to  accompany  him. 

Seleu.  You  faw  not  Olinda  fince  ? 

Car.  No,  my  Lord. 

Seleu.  Go  find  her  and  tell  her  of  this  vifit  5 bid  her  fingle  her  felf 
from  the  company,  tell  her  I muftfpeak  with  her  this  morning- 
Claricilla  will  think  me  very  bold,  to  dare  thus  foon  to  prefs  into 
her  prefence  } but  ’tis  no  matter  5 her  thoughts  have  now  no  pow- 
er to  punilh  me  that  have  fet  my  felf  free..}  nor  will  I again  ftand  in 
fear  of  ought  but  that  power  which  does  create  caufe  as  well  as 
beget  the  fear } that  power  that  made  Fate  to  be  Fate,  and  yet  his 
fervant } there  I will  pay  all  that  I have  for  fear  j here  to  tremble 
is  to  fear  the  Idol  I my  felf  have  made.  [Exit* 
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Enter  Claricilla,  and  Olinda  following  her. 

Olinda.'X  /T  Adam,  the  Prince  is  without  attended  with  Selene 
IV ] and  defires  to  kifs  your  Highnefs  hand. 

Clar.  Wait  him  in}  this  Prince  is  in  report  a man  of  a noble 
foul,  I guefs  his  bufinefs,  and  muft:  with  pain  impofe  that  which 
will  found  what  depth  of  honour  is  in  him. He  comes.  £„ter 

Appius.  Now  thofe  clouds  which  thus  long  have  hid  your  ver-  us  and  Se- 
tues,  and  that  ftorm  is  again  blown  over}  fo  that  your  Highnefs  1 u:u?. 
begins  to  break  like  your  felf  among  us } Appius  is  come,  though 
unconfident  in  the  fuccefs,  lab’ring  with  ambitious  hopes  to  beg 
you  will  give  the  fervices  of  his  life  leave  to  wait  upon  your  happy 
days.  ■,  . 

Clar . Ere  your  Highnefs  proceed  be  pleas’d  to  hear  a fuit  that  I 
muft  blufhing  make,  and  to  your  own  ear  only } and  if  you  pleafe 
to  retire  with  me  I ftiall  acquaint  you  with  it. 

Appius-  Command  me.  Madam. 

Seleu.  Olinda , a word  with  you. 

Olinda.  This  way  then.  £ Exeunt  omnes * 
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ACT.  III.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Claricilla  and  Appius. 

C/^r.Q  IR,  ’twas  his  Counfel,  thus,  by  a truft,  to  oblige  your 
O Highnefs  to  be  our  friend,  rather  then  by  injuries  (which 
has  been  the  common  way  of  States)  to  decline  your  pretenfions. 

Appius.  ’T  was  charitably  done  not  to  let  my  hopes  lead  me  too 
much  aftray  3 and  fince  ’tis  to  fo  gallant  a Rival!  as  Melintus , I {hall 
without  envy,  though  not  pain,  lay  down  my  hopes. 

Enter  Olinda,  over -hearing  their  difcourfe. 

Clar.  He’s  now  in  Court,  but  yet  unknown  i ’tis  the  ftranger 
that  ye.fterday  made  fuch  way  to  my  refcue  5 at  firft  I fled  him  that 
with  fuch  love  purfu’d  $ for  his  difguife  kept  me  ignorant  who  it 
was  3 within  I (hall  acquaint  you  with  our  defign,  and  beg  your 
counfel 3 and  fometime  this  night  I would  fain  fpeak  with  him  in 
the  Garden. 

Appius.  I (hall  not  fail  to  ferve  you.  [ Exit . 

Olinda.  The  ftranger  ! is  he  the  man,  and  muft  you  meet  him  in 
the  Garden  this  night  ? this  (hall  to  Seleucus  3 I’me  fure  of  my  pay, 
for  I have  my  reward  already.  {Exit. 

« ; d.  t ‘j  T D ’ 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Seleucus. 

Seleu. T See  ’tis  neither  fo  eafie,  nor  fo  fafe  to  be  a Villain,  as  T 
1 thought  3 ’tis  true,  wicked  any  fool  may  be  3 but  to  be  a 
Villain  and  Mafter  in  that  Art,  oh  the  bafenefs  that  we  ftoop  to  ! 
the  hated  means,  the  loath’d  fubjefts  that  with  Chymifts  patience 
we  muft  extra#  our  ends  through  ! and  when  the  work’s  done  we 
have  but  whet  the  fword  of  Juftice,  and  with  our  own  hands 

pull’d  downunpitfd  dooms. The  thought  ftrikes  amazement 

into  my  foul,  which  has  not  yet  confented  to  my  ills : What  (hall 
not  I fall  to,  that  could  confent,  for  the  knowledge  of  a fecret,  to 
make  my  fe  If  the  fteps  by  which  a Whore  climb’d  to  her  ambitious 
luft?  the  bafenefs  of  the  a#  hath  awak’d  my  fleeping  honour  3 
and  I’ll  be  honeft  ere  I’ll  again  pay  fuch  a rate  for  fin.  No 
He  Ijes  down  Love,  its  thy  cruelty  has  begot  this  diftraftion  in  me. 

on  the  J ° 

£W-  Enter  Olinda. 

-**  ■ J ' l'  . ( t - i 

Olinda.  Ha ! upon  the  ground  ? up,  my  Seleucus , up,  I am  yet 
breathlefs  3 my  Love  in  her  defcent  has  made  fuch  hafte  that  it  be- 
got a fire  in  the  motion  that  had  like  to  have  burnt  our  Cupid's 
wings. 

Seleu.  What  ailes  thee  ? is  it  impudence,  or  diftraftion  begets 

this 
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this  boldnefs  5 what  is  it  that  thou  thus  labour’d:  with,  has  it  no 
name  ? 

Olinda.  It  had  a name,  and  ’twas  call’d  a fecret  whilft  but  by 
two  known,  and  Claricillas  fecret  5 but  it  (hall  become  a general 
knowledge,  I overheard  it  when  fhe  gave  it  to  the  Prince,  and  by 
this  name,  the  onely  fecret  of  her  foul  $ fhe  is  in  love,  and  by  ho- 
nour engag’d,  Does  that  move  you?  when  you  know  to  whom, 
your  love  will  facrifice  her  to  your  anger:  ’Tis  the  ft  anger  5 and 
but  that  her  baflifulnefs  could  not  name  him  aloud,  I now  might 
have  told  you  who  he  was,  for  fhe  nam’d  him,  and  he  is  this  night 
to  meet  her  in  the  Garden  5 the  Prince  is  of  their  party  too,  and 
has  promis’d  to  quit  his  pretenfion,  and  onely  ftays  to  ferve  her  in 
her  love } fo  there’s  but  I faithful  to  Seleucus  3 now,  do  I rave 
or  no  ? 

Sel.  No,  my  Olinda  5 *tis  I that  rave,  and  beg  of  one  that  lives 
upon  anothersalms. 

Olind.  Thus  would  I facrifice  the  Gods  fhould  they  (corn  what 
I love. 

Sel.  Thou  art  my  Goddefs. 

Olind.  Will  Seleucus  then  be  juft,  and  reward  that  faith  that 
thus  has  flown  o’re  thofe  poyfonous  Plants,  and  from  them  with 
danger  fuck’d  this  honey-fecret  ? Will  he,  I fay,  be  juft,  and 
give  me  leave  to  unlade  this  precious  Dew  in  his  gentle  bo- 
iom,  and  there  finde  my  Hive  when  I return  from  travelling  in  his 
lervice  ? 

Sel.  Thou  fhalt  have  any  thing,  but  be  gone  now,  ’twill  breed 
fufpition  to  be  feen  with  me  alone : Art  certain  they  are  to  meet  • 
to  night  ? 

Olind.  Be  gone  ! Seleucus , there  was  more  difcretion  than  love 
in  that  Injunction.  Urge  me  not  to  jealoufie  ^ for  I that  could  be- 
tray aMiftrefsand  a Friend  for  love  of  thee,  if  injur’d,  I would 
have  thee  know,for  my  revenge  my  love  fhall  go.  But  I hope  bet- 
ter, and  I obey.  [_Exit  Olinda. 

Sel.  This  the  King  fhall  know Yield  at  firft  blow  ! *Tis 

worfhipping  a ftranger  God,  and  a fin  in  honour  though  he  were 

fo But  ftay,  who  are  thefe  ? the  Prince  and  the  ftranger.  He,  Enter  Appl» 

fhe  fays,  is  of  their  party  5 as  I could  with,  I hope  it  fhall  ruine  him  us  an^  Me- 
too.  lintu?- 

Mel.  Be  pleas’d  to  urge  it  as  a thing  you  are  difpleas*d  with, 
and  that  the  Princefs  made  it  her  complaint,  and  defir’d  your 
Highnefs  would  acquaint  his  Majefty  with  it  j and  Sir,  when  you 
have  compleated  this  work  which  thus  nobly  you  have  begun,  and 
finifh’d  your  creation,  command  us  and  our  happinefs  as  the  Crea- 
tures that  owe  their  being  to  your  favour. 

Appius.  Noble  Melintus , when  I have  ferv’d  you,  ’twill  but  pay 
the  expectation  your  early  faith  gave  me  credit  for. 

Mel.  Look  ^Seleucus!  Sir,  I hope  his  ears  have  not  met  our  words. 

Your  pardon,Sir.  I'll  ftep  off  ere  I am  difcover’d:,  after  I have  this 
night  waited  on  the  Princefs  in  the  Garden  I fhall  in  your  Cham- 
ber acquaint  you  with  all  our  proceedings,  and  there  hope  to  hear 

how 
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how  the  King  entertains  the  complaint  againft  this  great  man  5 ’tis 
thefirft  ftep  to  a Favourit’s  fall  when  the  Prince  will  hear  com- 
plaints of  him 1 kifs  your  hand.  [Exit  Melintus. 

Sel.  This  Letter  will  make  me  feem  not  to  have  feenthem} 
Diffimulation  do  thou  aflift  me,  and  111  break  as  ’twere  from  a 

cloud  of  thoughts  5 and  chance  that  threw  me  into  this  way 

My  Lord,  the  Prince,  whither  fo  faft  with  your  fpoil  ? Me-thinks 
Ifeeconqueft  in  your  eyes.  How  did  the  Princefs  entertain  your 
noble  offer?  Do  you  not  finde  the  path  that  leads  to  her  heart 
untrod  by  Lovers  feet?- Were  not  her  Guard  of  blufhes  call’d  to 
defend  her  againft  your  affault?  Loves  treaties,  my  Lord,  are 
ftrangers  to  her  maiden  ears. 

Appius.  Againft  impious  men  the  Santtuary  is  no  Guard,  elfe 
the  referv’d  modefty  with  the  priviledge  of  birth  and  beauty  that 
wait  upon  the  Princefs  might  have  defended  her  againft  your  fau- 
cy  flames,  which  too  late  have  aim'd  at  the  top  of  thy  Mafters 
houfe  5 but  that  injury  was  not  lo  great  as  this,  that  thou  durft 
think  thy  Poyfon  would  not  break  her  Cryftall,  but  with  this  in- 
jurious hope  believe  fhe  fhould  conceal  thy  infolence,  which  I’ll 
fpread.  I Exit  Appius. 

Sel.  Ha  ! Is’t  come  to  this  ? either  prevent  this  danger,  or  thou 
art  loft,  Seleucus : The  Prince  is  flying  with  my  ruine  to  the  King  $ 
Thanks  yet  to  his  choler  that  thus  has  arm’d  me.  Paflion  is  no 
deadly  Weapon  } we  hear  her  noife  before  fhe  does  the  execution, 
and  then  we  arm.  Now,  my  brain,  be  ready  with  excufes,  thy  wo- 
mans weapon , to  defend  me.  [ Exit . 

ACT.  III.  S C E N.  III. 


Enter  King,  Appius,  and  Attendants. 

'4  1 F ' T r 1 ; V 

£/#g.TS  it  pofiible? 

App.  I Sir,  if  you  pleafe  but  to  go  to  your  Daughters  Chamber 
you  fhall  yet  finde  the  ftorm  not  laid  which  her  anger  rais’d,  to 
think  fuch  a fcorn  fhould  be  defign’d  for  her. 

King.  Some  one  go  finde  Seleucus , and  command  him  hither 
immediately^  well  take  him  with  us,  and  by  all  our  Gods  this  poy- 
fonous  ingratitude  that  fwells  him  thus  ambitioufly  (hall  burft 
him.  [Within. 

Sel.  I cannot  ftay,  for  I have  earneft  bufinefs  with  the  King  } 
Are  you  fure  he  is  not  in  the  Lodgings  ? in  your  return  you  fhall 
finde  me  in  the  Garden } if  I meet  him  there — Hold,  Carillus , the 
Kings  here.  [ Enter  Seleucus. 

King.  Seleucus! 

Sel.  Sir,I  have  been  this  morning  in  fearchof  you,I  haveabu- 
finels  for  your  own  ear  onely,  let  your  Guard  attend,  Sir. 

King.  Yes,  it  (hall  ftay.  Noble  Appius , your  pardon,  I’ll  meet 
• you  at  my  Daughters.  [Exit  Appius. 

Sel.  This  morning  I have  difcover’d- — 

King.  So  have  I,  that  which  thou  (halt  rue,  fond  Wretch. 

Sel 
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Set.  Sir  1 

King.  Impudence,  with  what  brow  dar’ft  thou  thus  meet  my 
fury?  Think’ft  thou  to  fcape  ? Art  thou  again  railing  new  Trea- 
fonsere  the  fire  has  confum’d  the  Sacrifice  for  our  laft  delivery, 
again  to  put  my  prefervation  into  the  power  of  a miracle  onely  to 
relieve  me  ? No,  thou  fhalt  finde  thy  ingratitude  hath  deftroy’d 
my  mercy,  and  begot  an  anger  that  fhall  confume  thee.  Seize 
him,  [The  Guard feize  Seleucus. 

Set.  That  you  have  the  power  of  the  Cods,  and  I am  fubjecfc 
to  your  Thunder,  is  confeft  : but  my  innocence  protect  me  5 as 
yet  I know  not  the  caufe  why  it  tingles  me  out.  Tis  true,  I came 
to  fee  youdreft  like  Jove , for  now  'tis  juft  you  wear  your  Light- 
ning, but  not  for  m£  who  have  with  longing  fought  you  to  de- 
liver the  greateft  fervice  that  ever  yet  my  faith  pleaded  re- 
ward for  5 but  why  you  thus  meet  me  in  difpleafure  , Heaven 
ftrike  me  if  I can  guels  , nor  do  I believe  I am  guilty  5 for 
you  proceed  not  with  me  as  I were  a Delinquent,  the  worft  of 
which  are  heard  ere  condemn’d : But  I fee  you  repent  your  fa- 
vours and  defirejmy  fall,  which  is  the  time  I ought  not  to  out-live  5 
and  therefore  by  this  wound  I’ll  plead  my  faith  and  readinefs  to 
ferve.  ' . [He  offers  tojiab  himfelf. 

King.  Difarm  him. 

Set.  They  cannot  5 but  when  lam  gone  you’ll  hear  a mifchief 
my  life  might  have  prevented. 

King.  Hold,  or  I fhall  conclude  thy  fear  of  delerv’d  torture 
makes  thee  thus  by  a hidden  ftroke  execute  thy  felf. 

Set.  Fear  ? No,  I fear  butone  more  than  a King  trembles  at, and 
that’s  the  Gods,  and  him  5 and  to  let  your  Majefty  fee  I ap  prehend 
not  Torture,  thus  I throw  away  all  dangers  that  my  own  adfc 
threatens , and  now.  Sir,  be  fo  juft  as  to  let  me  know  the  caufe  of 
your  anger  ere  it  ftrikes. 

King.  Were  not  you  this  morning  with  my  Daughter,  and  there 
made  the  traiterous  offer  of  your  love  ? 

Set.  Yes. 

King.  Yes!  Dar’ft  thou  avow  it,  and  know’ft  how  lately  that 
danger  threatn’d  our  ruine  in  Silvander  .<? 

Set.  Will  you  be  pleas’d  to  hear  me  ? if  I be  guilty  punifh  me^  if 
not,  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  a King  can  onely  cure  fuch  a wound 
as  your  fufpition.  Sir,  hath  given  my  diligent  faith,  which  has  ever 
been  watchful  in  your  Majefties  fervice. 

King.  Speak,  let  him  loole. 

Set.  Know,  Sir,  though  I am  amaz’d  to  finde  this  news  before 
me , I came  now  from  the  Princefs  Chamber,  drawn  thither  by  an 
occafion;  which  if  you  pleafe  to  lend  your  ear  to,  lam  confident 
you’ll  fay  I had  reafon  for  what  I did.  [They  wbijper , 

King.  Can  you  prove  this  ? 

Set.  Can  I prove  it?  Yes,  Sir,  I can  prove  it  $ but  Jealoufie 
is  a Weed  whole  Root  lies  fo  many  ways  that  if  once  it  take- 
growth  it  is  hardly  digg’d  out,  and  this  fad  truth  (if  once  fufpeft- 
ed,  and  never  confident)  is  fallen  upon  mc?  elfe  what  I fhall  fay 

would 
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would  finde  a faith  with  you  j but  I defire  not  now  to  have  my 
words  clear  me  > take  but  my  counfel,and  I (hall  give  your  Majefty 
the  fiitisfa&ion  you  defire  $ feem  ftill  to  frown  on  me,  and  require 
not  the  Princefs  company  this  night  in  the  Court } the  reft,  Sir,  in 

7 be]  wbljpcr.  your  ear. Will  this  confirm  you  I am  loyal,  and  byfeveral 

ways  hunt  your  fafety  ? 

King.  Come,  Seleucus , this  trouble  {hews  thy  loyalty  5 th’art'my 
friend,  and  (halt  ever* have  an  intereft  here. 

[ Exeunt  Kingand  attendants.  Manet  Seleucus. 

Seleu.  Yes,  I will  have  an  intereft  in  the  Crown  , whatever  I 
have  in  thee } and  now  thou  believ’d:  thou  art  fafe  thy  dangers  but 
begin.  [Exit. 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  IV. 


Enter  Tullius. 


Philemon  a-  t##.’^T“!Is  a brave  clear  night,  and  fomething  may  be  attempted 


fie ep  on  the 
Stage . 

He  (• tumbles 
on  Phile- 
mon. 


from  the  Town,  we  muft  keep  a ftrong  watch  to  night. 
-How  now,  who  have  were  here  ? rouze  up,  I fay. 

Phil.  Who’s  there?  lye  down,  why  do  you  kick  me  ? ye  gods! 
one  would  think  this  bed  were  large  enough  5 if  the  earth  be  not, 
where  {hall  the  wretched  lye  ? that  thus  you  kick  me  out  as  if  you 
wanted  room  ? 

Tull.  Up  I fay,  leave  your  fnarling,  you  dog  5 fleeping  in  your 
watch  ? 

Phil.  If  I am  a dog,  why  Ihould  I be  punifh’d  for  obeying  na- 
ture, the  only  Deity  that  beads  bow  to  ? if  not,  why  am  I refus’d 
the  benefit  of  reafon  ? 

• Tull.  Are  you  grumbling?  look  to  your  duty  5 you’ll  find  you 
have  ufe  of  other  thoughts  elfe.  [Exit  Tullius. 

Phil.  Oh  ye  gods  ! why  do  you  thus  load  a youth  ? I was  not 
proud  when  I was  bow’d  to^  nor  ever  with  repinings  did  I bow 
to  you , why  then  on  my  free-born  foul  do  you  lay  the  load  of 
flavery , and  thus  let  your  juftice  lleep,  that  {he  does  not  now 
guide  my  prayers  5 but  fuffers  them  to  lofe  their  way  ’twixt  hea- 
ven and  my  fuffrings : which  I have  been  fo  long  acquainted  with, 
that  I am  now  grown  a kin  unto  my  woes,ally’d  unto  my  oar,where 
I have  fet,  forc’d  to  unwilling  hafte,  fighing  for  my  freedom,  till 
through  a thoufand  eyes  I have  fweating  wept  my  miferies : oh 
look  down  in  time  upon  them , ere  I yield  to  thofe  irreligious 
thoughts  that  tempt  me  to  queftion  my  faith  } for  ye  cannot 
blame  me  if  I grow  weary  of  praying,  when  I find  that  mighty 
power  that  threw  me  here  want  mercy  to  break  the  fnare. 

( :*<  M 7Jr  • 

Enter  Manlius  and  Tullius,  bringing  in  a Slave  that  hadjiabb’d 

the  Captain . 

Man.  Strike  an  Anchor  through  the  body  of  the  flave  $ he  has 
not  hurt  you,  I hope. 
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Tull.  No,  has mift  me. 

Man.  What  urg’d  the  villain  to  this  bold  undertaking  ? 

Tull.  Unlefs  the  opportunity  that  the  night  afforded,  and  the 
neemefs  of  the  Town  made  him  attempt  it  for  his  freedom,  I know 
not  elfe. 

Man.  Look  that  to  morrow  early  as  the  day  the  dog  be  facri- 
ficd  to  the  parting  (hades,  that  their  black  may  ftill  be  friendly  to 
our  deliverance  ^ and  d’you  hear,  let  him  be  broke  upon  an  An- 
chor, that,  on  Hopes  Emblem,  the  wretch  may  meet  his  defpair- 

ing  crofs. When  dogs  thus  fly  at  their  Mafters,  his  juft  we 

ftrangle  them,  neither  their  kind  nor  ufe  confider’d  $ go,  Tullius , 
let  the  watch  be  fet,  and  fome  good  guard  put  into  the  wood  to  fe~ 
cure  the  Paffage  from  the  Town. 

Tull.  It  (hall. 

Man.  Tullius , did  the  Pefant  fay  the  King  &as  crown’d  again, 
and  the  Ufurper  dead,  and  the  Princefs  to  be  married  to  the  ltran- 
ger,  Prince  slppius,  that  came  in  aid  of  the  King  5 and  that  Seleu- 
cus  has  been  in  fome  difgrace  to  day  ? 

Tull.  So  the  fellow  fays,  for ‘certain. 

Man.  To  morrow  then  we’ll  fit  us  with  our  difguife,  and  to 
Court  we’ll  go  5 for  now  virtue  fits  at  Helm  and  holds  the  purfe , 
gratitude  will  find  fome  reward  for  me  that  wifh’d  well  to  her 
power  ^ for  this  night  fee  the  Galley  at  road,  and  when  the  watch 
is  let,  to  reft  i and  to  morrow  call  at  my  Cabine. 

Tull.  I (hall.  [Exit  Tullius. 

Man.  Lye  you  there,  and  let  no  body,  without  exception,  trou-  speaks  to 
ble,  till  I call , unlels  fome  dangers  threaten,  then  give  me  notice.  Philemon. 

[ Exit  Manlius. 

Phil.  Methinks,  in  that  condemn’d  (lave  I read  mine  own  for- 
tune, whofe  crols  fate  hath  forfeited  him  to  eternal  bonds  for 
ftoutly  attempting  his  freedom , which  if  ever  it  comes  within  my 
power,  here  ftands  another  mark’d  for  facrifice,  if  he  fails  in  the 
attempt } for  death  frights  not  me,  nor  binds  the  innocent,  but 
comes  to  fet  them  free  5 I cannot  let  it  finke  with  patience  into  my 
thoughts,  I have  not  man  enough,  nor  Religion  to  continue  an  ac- 
quaintance with  that  vertue  that  fays,  endure  : when  I confider  I 
was  born  a Prince  by  the  confont  of  all,  diftinguilh’d  from  a Chaos 
of  common  people,  created  their  head  , and  lb  ftood  the  man  of 
men,  till  this  misfortune  ftruckme  , in  which  I am  not  lure  I (hall 
have  a burying  place  5 for  a (lave  can  call  fo  little  in  this  world  his 
own,  that  the  very  earth  he  wears  about  him  is  not  his,  nor  can  I 
command  this  handful,  not  this,  not  mine  own  clay : But  loft  like 
yefterday  ^ when  my  Mafters  Fiat  comes,  I fall  and  diflolve  to  the  Ltjs  his 
firftMafsof  things.  [Exit.  hand  on  his 
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ACT.  III.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  Melintus,  Claricilla,  Olinda,  and  Timillus. 

Clar.  QO,  now  leave  us  5 and  if  any  body  ask  for  me,  fay,  I am 
laid  to  reft. 

Olinda . I (hall. And  where  you  reft  too.  [ Exit „ 

Mclin.  Dear  Timillus , is  Jacomo  ready  with  the  horfes  ? 

Timil.  He  is,  and  waits  us  at  the  Poftern. 

Mclin . Let  us  not  lofe  a minute  then  of  this  precious  time  $ ’twill 
be  a reward  for  thy  faith  too,  when  they  ihall  fay  Timillus  had  a 
hand  in  this  great  work : prithee,  let  thy  friendlhip  fecure  the 
paffage  that  leads  from  the  Kings  lodgings. 

Timil.  So,  no\/have  I an  honourable  excufe  to  take  cold  with  > 
ftis  a ftrange  bold  venture  he  makes 3 and  a confident  vertue,  that 
of  hers,  that  dare  truft  themfelves  in  the  hands  of  my  opinion, 
when  I am  alone  to  guefs  how  they  mean  to  imploy  this  oppor- 
tunity. 

Mclin . Madam,  *tis  not  the  fear  of  my  particular  that  makes 
me  urge  this  fad  parting , but  your  intereft  which  is  joyn’d  to  it  3 
and  when  your  Highnefs  is  concern’d,  ’tis  a civility  to  fear,  and  an 
obligation  to  doubt  my  joys 3 for  Claricilla  knows  defpair  is  no  fin 
in  Loves  Religion. 

Clar . Let  me  not  underftand  thee,  nor  let  not  reafon  bind  up 
that  you  urge  5 oh  Melintus , ’tis  the  firft  time  that  ever  I was 
grieved  to  hear  thee  in  the  right  3 and  you  muft  pardon  it  3 for 
though  parting  be  the  only  way  to  confirm  my  joy,  I cannot  con- 
fent  at  fuch  a rate  to  buy  my  happinefs. 

Mclin.  Thus  you  encreaie  the  wiflf  d number  of  my  bonds  j the 
Prince  until  my  return  will  obferve  all  your  commands,  and  affift 
us  in  our  efcape  , and  by  his  favour  countenance  the  aft  5 for  Mef- 
fina,  if  my  Father  commanded  there  in  chief,  I could  not  hope  a 
greater  power  then  I am  confident  Pelius  will  allow  your  worth 
when  you  arrive  there  3 and  e’re  this  Moon  hath  felt  her  change, 
I will  again  attend  you  with  the  Gallies  here. 

Clar.  Muft  you  then  be  gone?  and  again  with  abfencefpin  our 
loves  into  a thred  which  is  faftned  to  our  fates  3 I hope  that  no 
diftance  may  find  the  end  3 fay,  muft  you  go  ? muft  it  needs 
be  lb  ? 

Mehn.  I would  there  were  not  fuch  a ft  rift  neceffity,  but  that  I 
might  fay,  no.  [_she  turns  and  looks  on  the  Tree. 

Clar.  Well,  fince  it  muft  be,  refolved  then,  but  not  contented, 
I fubmit  unto  my  fate  > and  thou  Lawrel-tree  which  fo  oft  haft 
been  a witnefs  of  our  fad  parting,  if  within  thy  Barque  the  angry 
god  hath  with  the  trembling  Virgin  any  of  his  paftion  hid,  thou 
know’ft  what  pain  they  feel  that  with  longing  love  follow  their 
flying  joys  3 and  fee,  look,  Melintus^  cafting  mine  eye  by  chance, 
Ihavelpy’d  one  of  the  witnefl'es  of  our  infant  love  3 do  you  re- 
member when  we  chang’d  our  charafters,  and  with  them  printed 
• \ our 
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our  faith  on  this  yielding  barque,  ’twasthen  but  a fmall  fcratch  we 
gave  > bnfnow  like  our  miferies  by  time  encreas’d,  ’tis  in  her  ten- 
der fide  toa  large  wound  grown. 

Mdtn.  Why  fhould  we  not  for  ever  grow  thus  ? why  fhould  ^Ans  cn 
the  gods  with  thunder  part  what  themfelves  have  joyn’d?  we  hisbreajh 
that  have  known  but  one  wi(h,  and  to  each  others  thoughts  have 
parent  been 3 why  fhould  not  we  thus  gazing  fit,  and  tye  with 
kind  finiles  foft  fetters  for  the  eyes  ? but  this  cannot  be  i and 
therefore  hear  me  pronounce  mine  own  doom.  Farewell,  but 
e’re  I obey  this  lad  necelfity  let  me  on  your  fair  hand  print  my 
faith,  and  with  holy  vows  bind  my  (elf  to  you  for  ever. 

Clar.  Oh  hold,  give  me  no  contrad,  gentle  Melintus * no  tyes 
but  love  3 thefe  arc  bonds  I fcorn  to  throw  on  fuch  who  from  mine 
eyes  can  go.  She  lays  her  arms  upon  him. 

Enter  Seleucus,  hetrayingthem  to  the  King  while  they  are 
thus  embracing. 

Seleu.  Doth  this  objed  fatisfie,  have  I perform’d,  nor  no  ? 

[The  Kingfurprizes  them , and  tahgs  Claricilla  away.. 

McWntus  fits  in  a maze. 

King.  Yes.  Claricilla , this  ad,  when  thy  dory  fhall  be  written, 
will  not  appear  a kin  unto  the  red,  that  have  had  honour  and  duty 
ftilFtheir  guide,  and  not  thus  lead  adray  by  palfion. 

Clar.  Sir,  I mud  not  be  beaten  from  my  drength  here,  though 
you  frown 3 a fault,  I confefs,  but  difhonour  has  no  (hare  in’t. 

iu»g.Sir,you  came  a friend, and  you  are  a dranger^nor  will  I while  •* 

I labour  to  punilh  commit  a fault  by  being  ungrateful,  or  break  the 
la,ws-of  hofpitality,  by  laying  hands  upon  you  5 only  thus  much, 
die  injuries  you  have  done  me  and  the  Prince  bid  me  tell  you,  if  to 
morrows  Sun  fetupon  you  within  my  Court,  his  fhades  will  bring 
yours  upon  you.  [ Exeunt  King,  Claricilla,  and  Attendants. 

Seleu.  Revenge,  th’art  profperous,  and  in  my  anger  this  is  lod} 

Craft,  be  thou  as  friendly  to  my  defignsupon  that  (hallow  Prince, 
and  I alone  dand  fair  for  Claricilla  dill  > I’ll  watch  how  it  works  $ oh 
how  he’ll  fume  anon  ! ^Mel.zr  amaz’d loji  in  his  rage  a little  while. 

Melin.  The  wounds  that  amazement  gives  drike  all  our  fenfes, 
and  like  lightning  dedroy  without  a breach  5 and  yet  I fee  (bme 
food  for,my  Revenge  3 and  whil’d  that  fuel  lads  this  flame  fhall  not 
peridi.  Seleucus ) come  back,  and  let  your  friend  day. 

Seleu.  Carillus , day  3 what,  your  fit  is  off  then  I perceive,  and 
you  can  be  angry  upon  your  own  fcore,  and  fight  when  women  are 
not  by  you. 

Melin.  Yes,  thou  (halt  find  I can,  fond  man  ! and  the  flame 
that  thou  had  kindled  in  my  bread  1 will  husband  fo  that  it  fhall 
confumethce  3 and  neither  hold  it  fo  high  as  to  lofeit  in  my  cho- 
ler,  nor  fo  low  as  to  let  patience  tread  it  out. 

Seleu.  Spare  your  threats  3 your  words  wound  not  3 wThen  I re- 
fute to  fight  upon  a drange  refolution  then  rant  and  rail,  and  I’ll 
excule  it. 

[d  2]  Melin, 
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Mel  No,  I am  no  Railer  } I could  wifh  thee  rather  a more  glo- 
rious Enemy,  on  whole  name  fcandal  of  no  kinde  had  ever  light- 
ed^ by  my  life  I wi(h  it,  and  that  thou  wert  clear  from  this  bate 
aft,  whofe  weight  has  funk  all  the  honour  that  fwam  in  thy  bioud  } 
and  I am  afhanf  d to  think  this  neceffity  forceth  me  to  offer  onefo 
lame  in  honour,  and  in  paffion  blinde,to  the  power  I worffiip  $ for 
the  imperfect  are  not  fit  for  facrifice. 

Sel.  I hope  you  have  none  of  thofe  faults,  but  will  become  an 
Altar.  Lead  the  way,  and  you  fhall  finde  Seleucus  dares  follow 
without  being  pull’d  to  (laughter. 

Mel.  Under  the  Woods  fide  that  borders  on  the  Haven  will  be  a 
fit  places  ’tisnear  the  Town,  and  I believe  free  from  company. 
Sel.  There  I’ll  meet  you  then. 

CUps  kb  Tim.  Hift,  hift,  to  him.  So,  now  they  are  come  within  my  wav 
bands.  to  put  in : I am  no  good  Talker,  but  when  opinions  are  to  be 
maintain’d  thus,  I think  I have  as  ftrong  an  Argument  as  ano- 
ther* Exetmt  omms* 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  VL 
Enter  Claricilla  and  OJinda. 

Exb  Qlinda  Clar . T T Afte  to  Prince  Appius , and  defire  him  immediately  to  do 
JLl  me  the  honour  to  fpeak  with  me.  O me  moft  rnifern- 
ble!  this  night  has  ruin’d  me}  my  Fame  which  was  like  a Star, 
bright  and  fix’d  in  the  Court  till  this  fad  hour}  Treachery  black 
Treacheryinfome  body,  has  made  appear  a Meteor } but  if  it  por- 
tend my  Melintus  fall,  my  night  at  Court  is  come  too  } and  in  that 
vaft  Element  I’ll  (hoot,  and  be  no  more  remembred. 

A C T.  II  I.  SCEN.  VIL 

Enter  Melintus,  Timillus,  Seleucus  and  Carillus,  feverallji. 

Tim.  OEe,  here  come  two  of  the  long-ftaff-men  that  ftrooklb 
Odefperately  under  the  Hedge  to  night } I hope  to  appre- 
hend one  of  them  by  virtue  of  this  Warrant. 

Mel.  Bold  and  injurious  Seleucus  (fill. 

Sel.  Let  your  anger  pafs,  and  hear  what  I (ay,  for  this  is  thelaft 
talk  Lll  have  with  thee  what  ere  thou  art } Know,  fincc  firfttkou 
crofs’d  thefe  eyes  my  Jealoufie  and  Envy  have  waited  upon  thee  } 
and  now  I have  gain’d  my  end}’twas  to  fee  whether  Conqueft  grew 
upon  thy  Sword  or  no,  when  this  (not  us’d  to  lofe)  (hould  go  forth 
thy  Enemy  and  Rival  5 and  therefore  guard  thee,  and  with  thy 
Sword'onely  make  reply. 

Melin.  *Tis  my  wifii,  for  words  are  not  the  weapons  I fight 
with.  [T\ heyfght. 

Tim.  Do  you  hear,  Carillus , may  not  you  and  I fall  to  at  this 
feaft  before  your  Lord  has  fupp’d  ? 

Car.  Yes,  and  be  mine  own  Carver  too. 

Tim . 


CLARICILL  A.  ^ 

Tim.  That  I believe,  for  I ever  took  thee  for  a fawcy  Serving- 
man. 

Sel.  Iam  loft.  [Seleucus  wounded  by  Melintus. 

Mel.  Does  your  load  link  you  ? thy  faults  wil  grow  too  heavy 

anon. 

Sel.  I know  no  fault  but  that  I am  unfortunate. 

Car.  Lie  there  Talker.  [Timillus/^#/. 

Tim . A pox  upon  thee,  thou  haft  don’t. 

Melin.  Yield,  or  by  my  hopes  in  thy  heart  Til  write  my  Con- 
queft.  [Seleucus  falls. 

Sel.  Strike,  Dog  $ Til  perifh  ere  1 11  have  fo  bafe  a (in  to  anfwer 
for.  [They firuggle^  and  Carillus  farts  'em^jutt  as  Melintus  dtf- 

arms  Seleucus. 

Car.  Hold,  or  I’ll  write  the  fame  ftory  here. 

Mel.  Ha  l Timillus  fall’n  ? though  it  fpeaks  his  praife,  my  Friend 
calls  for  revenge,  and  thus  I bring  it.  [They  fight. 

Car.  I fear  no  fingle  arm. 

Sel.  Be  profp’rous,  Carillus,  and  I will  call  thee  Friend,  the  Sa-  Carillus 

ver  of  rny  Fame ’twill  not  be.  That  wound  hath  fent  me  wounded^ 

frowning  to  my  home.  Seleucus 

Tim.  A pox  of  Fortune,  have  I lcap’d  the  Mafter  fo  often  to  be  !n'oons' 
ferv’d  in  thus,  like  broken  cold  meat  for  the  Serving- men  ? I finde 

I cannot  live,  I begiruo  have  ferious  thoughts No,  Faith,  I am  He  firivesto 

gone.  I always  fear’d  fuch  fober  wounds  as  thefe  } they  are  in  fuch  rlfe  but  can* 
carneft  I know  they’ll  kill  me,  if  they  would  endure  a jeaft  there  m% 
were  fome  hopes. 

Car.  Hold,  if  thou  haft  honour,  and  tell  me  who  thou  art,  that 
ftrik’ft  with  fuch’a  conftant  fortune.  [Melintus  leaves  Carillus  and 

goes  to  Timillus. 

Mel.  I have  no  leafurenow O Timillus , fpeak  to  thy  unfor- 

tunate Friend,  whofe  acquaintance  hath  never  brought  thy  faith 
to  any  thing  but  mifery  and  dangers : How  doft  ? I hope  thy 
wounds  are  not  mortal. 

Tim.  No,  nor  our  troubles  ^ would  they  were,  that  we  might 

once  fee  an  end  of  them But  no  more  of  this  now.  I hear  a Within  Fof- 

noife,  and  I know  we  fhall  be  purfu’d } therefore  make  hafte  low,  follow, 
and  fly. 

Mel.  Forfhame  urge  like  thy  felf,  if  thou  wouldft  have  me 
take  thy  counfel  ? bring  my  Friend  into  a danger , and  leave 
him  there  ? No,  Timillus , we  grew  Friends,  and  we  will  fall  toge- 
ther 

Tim.  Leave  me,  and  provide  for  thy  fafety,  or  by  my  life  I’ll  be- 
tray thee,  and  tell  who  thou  art } nor  will  I, if  thou  ftay’ft,  attempt 
the  poflibility  of  my  own  cures.  S’  Death  ? becaufe  I could  kill 
my  Enemy,  muft  I deftroy  my  Friend  } 

Mel.  Why  thus  paflionate ! 

Tim.  If  Melintus  lov’d  me  he  would  obey  the  paflion  of  h\sj^tlym 
Friend,  and  not  chide — -Hark,  you  will  betaken,  ftep  into  thep0n0W, 
Wood,  and  in  fome  Difguife  you  may  come  to  Court* 

Mel.  Farewell,  Timillus  0 1 obey.  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Eater  King,  Appius,  and  Attendants. 
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t Attend.  This  way  they  went,  Sir,  and  here  lies  one. 

King.  Sclcucus  (lain  ? 

Appius.  And  here  lies  Cat'll  Ins. 

King.  Who’s  the  third  ? 

Tim.  A Bird  of  the  fame  flight,  that  had  worfe  luck  than  my 
fellows  5 for  my  wings  onely  broke,  that  I might  live  miferably, 
to  make  fport  for  the  Fool  that  laid  the  fnare}  Shall  I never 
be  fc  happy  as  to  be  knock’d  o’th’  head  when  ’tis  to  do  me  a cur- 
tefie  ? 

King.  The  bodies  are  yet  warm  5 bring  them  with  all  poflible 
fpeed  to  the  Town,  that  no  care  may  be  wanting  to  fave  my 
Friend}  bring  him  along  too,  he  fhall  finde  our  love  till  he  be 
well}  I will  not  offer  amine  to  my  Friend}  when  he’s  repair’d 
he’ll  fcarce  be  a full  fatisfaftion.  Some  other  purfue  the  bold  Mur- 
derer } if  he  once  come  within  my  reach  he  (hall  finde  his  Sword 
has  no  power  to  protect  him  againft  that  which  my  juftice 
brings.  [They  take  up  Timillus. 

Tim.  So,  thus  much  honour  I am  fure  of } but  how  much  more  I 
know  not,  do  you  my  Friend  ? 

2 Attend.  No,  Sir}  and  yet  I think  you’ll  finde  what  youde- 
ferve. 

Tim.  Y’are  courteous  and  liberal  of  your  opinion,  and  there- 
fore I will  not  be  fparing  of  mine } it  may  be  I fhall  be  honourably 
hang’d  for  having  a hand  in  killing  Seleucus. 

2 Attend.  It  may  be  fo.  [ Exeunt  omnes. 


A C T.  IV.  S CEN.  I. 


Enter  Philemon  prefently  after  Tullius. 

A noife  with-  Phil.’X  T THat  noife  is  this  that  thus  circles  us) 
in.  Tul.  VV  This  noife  is  every  where,  and  begirts  us  round  } I’ll 

go  wake  Alan li us , ’twill  be  worth  our  care  to  learch  the  caufe. 

Phil.  Stand,  who  goes  there? 

Tul.  I,  Tullius } Have  you  wak’d  the  Captain  ? 

Phil.  No. 

Tul.  ’Tis  time  he  were  wak’d.  [Be  offers  to  go  on , Phile- 

Phil.  Hold.  mon  holds  him. 

Tul.  How  now  / 

Phil.  ’Twas  his  command,  that  no  man,  without  exception, 
fhould  come  to  him  till  he  had  notice,  nor  be  call’d  unlefs  fome 
danger  threatn’d. 

Tul . Did  you  not  hear  the  noife  ? 

Phil.  Yes,  but  noife  is  no  danger,  nor  will  I call  him. 

Tul.  You  will  not  call  him?  Who  am  I that  thou  dar  ft  tempt 
me  thus  ? Call  him,  and  call  him  quickly,  or  thou  fhalt  call  thy 
laft.  Phil. 
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Phil.  Ifervebutone  Mafter,  and  him  I will  not  call  3 norfhali 
you  break  his  reft  while  I can  hinder  it.  QPhil .jtands  in  his  way. 

Tul.  Do  not  play  with  my  anger  5 by  all  our  Gods  with  a wound. 

I’ll  make  my  way  3 and  it  (hall  ly  over  thy  belly  (Slave)  if  thou 
provok’ft  me. 

Phil.  Wounds  are  eafily  given  to  naked  men  3 and  thou  wilt 
fooner  bring  ’em  than  I fear  ’em. 

Tul.  S*  Death  ! brav'd  by  my  Slave?  Thus,  Villain,  and  then  I 
tread  under  my  feet  thy  fcorn’d  earth.  QT ullius  draws. , 

Phil.  Help,  Manlius^  help.  QPhil.  takes  hold  of  Tullius  Sword. r 

Tul.  Unloofe  thy  hold,  or  by  my  vex’d  foul  HI  print  Deaths 
cold  Seal  on  thy  Heart. 

Phil.  I will  not  loofe  it : O my  Vow,  to  what  ftritt  Laws  thou  Tullius  on 
bind’ft  me  3 elfe  here  I would  throw  off  my  bonds,  and  with  thy  tbe-gromds 
own  knife  cut  thy  hated  throat  5 Dog,  thou  art  more  a Slave  than  *Pen 
my  Chains  can  make  me.  [ While  they  are Jlrugling , Enter  Manlius,  WK 

Man.  Ha!  what  fudden  cry  was  that  call’d  for  help? — The 
Rhodian  grapled  ? How’s  this?  and  Tullius  under  ? Let  go,  or  I’ll 
part  thee  with  death.Is  this  a pofture  for  a Slave  }[_Draws  ImD  agger 

Phil.  No,  if  I would  have  been  a Slave  I had  been  fafe,  and  you 
it  may  be  might  have  felt  thefe  wounds. 

Man.  Tullius , what  mean  thefe  wounds  ? 

Phil.  Wounds  are  the  food  of  Slaves,  elfe  I deferve  not  thefe 
for  my  faith  5 but  Loyalty  is  againft  kinde  in  me , and  therefore  I 
am  punifh’d  for  obeying  your  command,  which  was  that  no  man 
without  exception,  fhould  pafs  this  way  till  I had  given  you  no* 
tice,  which  he  would  have  done,  and  becaufe  I refus’d  him  thus 
my  faith’s  rewarded. 

Man.  Is  this  true  ? 

Tul.  In  part  ’tis 3 the  Wood  this  night  was  full  of  noife,  and  I 
awak’d  with  the  Alarm,  would  have  given  you  notice,  and  he  re- 
fus’d to  let  me  pafs,  and  therefore — ' 

Man.  You  would  have  kill’d  him  ? — Come,  *twas  not  well, 
fuch  a piety  as  faithfulnefs  among  Slaves  is  fo  fcarce  it  ought  to 
have  been  cherifh’d  not  punifh’d.  Every  day  by  one  act  or  other 
this  Fellow  begets  my  wonder.  Honour  and  Courage  ftill  ftriking 
in  him* — Come  hither  5 once  again  I command  thee  tell  me  who  He  turns  to 
thou  art,  and  by  my  life  I’ll  fet  thee  free.  Philemon, 

Phil.  I fee.  you  have  honour.  Sir,  and  therefore  prefume  when 
you  {hall  know  I am  bound  by  a Vow  never  to  dilclofe  my  felf 
whileft  I am  in  bonds,  you’ll  call  it  Religion,  not  difobedience, 
when  I refufe  to  tell. 

Man.  Wilt  thou  be  faithful  when  thou  art  free  ? 

Phil.  I will  be  faithful  though  I am  not  free. 

Man.  Vow  that,  and  I will  immediately  knock  off  thy  Chains. 

Phil.  Arm  but  my  hand,  and  fet  me  free,  and  then  I'll  take  a 
Vow  3 and  having  fworn  faith  to  thee  all  the  earth’s  wealth  fhall 
not  make  me  falfe.  ^ chains  ^ and 

Man.  Here,  by  this  I manumize  thee  3 and  if  thou  prov’ft  a gives  him  a 
Gentleman,  henceforth  thou  art  my  Friend,  however  thou  art  Dagger. 
free.  Phil. 
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Phil.  And,  Sir,  Since  your  pity  hath  thus  made  my  joys  put  off 
my  fears  that  I fhould  have  fell  forgotten,  and  return’d  to  my  Mo- 
ther Earth  like  her  common  Ilfue Thus  in  thankfulnefs  with 

eyes  to  Heaven  bent,  and  a foul  full  of  gratitude,  I vow  a conftant 
faith  to  virtue,  and 

Enter  Melintus,  purjuing  a Souldier^who  cries  help > Melintus  kills 

and  difarms  him . 

\ 

Mel.  To  what  Strange  fate  am  I referv’d  , or  by  what  fin  have  I 
pull’d  down  this  Curfe  of  a general  hate  that  all  paths  I tread  are 
arm’d  againft  me  ? Ha  ! more  Enemies  ? Nay  then,  Melintus , 
yield,  for  ’tis  vifible  thou  warr’ft  with  Heaven.  [He  fpies  'em . 

Man.  What  art  thou  that  with  fuch  pains  haft  to  this  place 
hunted  thy  ruine,  and  thus  with  injurious  wounds  in  the  dead  of 
night  awak’d  our  anger? 

Mel.  Prithee  go  forward  with  thy  injury}  fuch  another  Charm 
will  call  back  my  anger , and  then  I fhall  be  fafe ; for  it  hath 
ever  yet  been  proSperous,  though  that  fuccefs  made  me  unfortu- 
nate. 

Man.  Leave  thus  vainglorioufly  to  urge  your  former  fucceft, 
for  ’twill  be  no  ground  now  to  build  a future  conqueft  on  } and 
therefore  yield  thy  Sword,  and  quickly,  before  I command  it  and 
thy  head  } Know  my  power  here  rules  even  thy  fate. 

Mel. Yield  my  Sword?By  what  other  priviledge  do  I hold  my  life 
among  my  Enemies  ? Prithee  look  upon  me,  and  if  thou  canft  read 
’nl  iloirrls  t^ie^e  Charafters,they’l  tell  thee  IJwas  not  born  to  yield^and’though 
thou  art  the  glorious  Mafter  of  the  fport,  and  I unfortunate  by  ’a 
crofsfate  am  hunted  into  the  Toil  where  dangers  on  all  fides  be- 
girt my  innocence,  yet  with  the  Lion  I dare  be  angry  with  my 
bonds  } and  although  I may  become  thy  Prey  yet  I will  not  be  thy 
fcorn. 

Man.  I’ll  difpute  no  longer } Seize  him  5 if  herefift,  in  his  heart 
feal  the  firft  ftroke  of  thy  freedom.  Phil.^x  towards  him^ 

Phil.  Ha  ! Melintus  ! and  knows  him. 

Mel.  He  nam’d  me^  What  art  thou  that  call’d:  me  by  my  name  ? 
Ye  Gods,  is  mifery  So  near  akin  that  by  inftinft  the  wretched 
know  me  ? 

Man.  How  now  !cwhat  do  you  muze  on  ? Had  you  daring one- 
ly  while  you  were  unarm’d  ? 

Phd.  No,  twas  a consideration  of  the  bafenels  of  the  aft,  not 
fear,  made  me  ftop,  and  the  remembrance  that  I am  free  held  me 
fromftaining  that  maiden  liberty  the  Gods  have  fent  me  withfo 
bafe  an  aft:  as  to  Strike  where  there’s  three  to  one : befides,  his  po- 
ftureand  his  habit  fpeak  him  a Gentleman,  and  his  misfortunes 
rather  to  be  pitied  than  increas’d. 

Mel.  A help  from  Heaven  if  this  be  real. 

Man.  Slave , and  ungrateful , thou  (halt  finde  thou  haft  too 
foonmention’d  thy  freedom } Fool,  onely  free  in  hope}  and  this 
aft  hath  but  inc^-^’d  thy  load  of  chains.  Curfe  thy  felf  for  thy  in- 
X.  create 
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creafe  of  miferies  fhall  make  thee  finde  th’art  more  a flave 
then  ever. 

Phil.  Do  not  deceive  thy  felf,  look  there  and  here. AndAwzo-  to 

ere  thou  art  loft  in  thine  anger,  hear  this  truth  I fpeak,  he  that  is  chaint>  and 
mafter  of  this  and  will  become  a flave  muft  be  a coward  too  5 and  £ffl;/  t)ls 
now  I’me  arm’d  I fcorn  to  ow  my  freedom  to  any  but  the  gods.  aggcr' 

Man.  Death,  dog  do'ft  thou  brave  me  with  my  courtelie  ? drawT,  They  both 
Tullius , my  thirfty  rage  will  be  quench’d  with  nothing  but  the draw 

flavcs  blood.  ' " run  at  Fhi- 

Melin.  Heaven  ! for  ought  I know  we  are  by  thy  diredion  thus  emon‘ 

call  two  to  two  } if  not,  I’me  fure  by  honour  we  are -here,  take 

this  fword.  [ He  rufis  in  between  em,  and  gives  Philemon  the 

Souldiers  fword. 

Phil.  Now,  Tullius , thou  (halt  fee  how  mortal  thy  power  is, 
which  fo  like  a god  thou  wear’ft  among  thy  flaves.  Revenge  and 
freedom  guide  me  to  thy  ruine  5 and  you.  Sir,  ftrike  to  prevent  the 
ule  of  fuch  an  opportunity  } a vow  forbids  me  to  tell  you  who  I am 

— - Now  the  wound  that  thou  bafely  gav’ft  me  when  I was  bound  Speaks  to 

and  naked  fhall  be  reveng’d.  T ullius. 

lull.  I have  but  few  words. 

Man.  I am  your  choice  then. 

Melm.  As  it  happens.  T% 

Tull.  I am  flain,  and  by  my  Slave  bound  for  ever.  Philemo^* 

Man.  Nay,  then  I’ll  fmi ling  fall  now  I have  my  revenge  5 for  I ieaves 
fee  thou  wert  born  to  be  a flave,  and  all  thy  ads  of  honour  were  and  runs  to 
but  diftempers  in  thee  } and  now  thy  nature  is  ftrong  thou  ap-  Melintus  and 
pear’ft  thy  felf  a flave  in  thy  foul  5 come,  what  ftays  thee,  I have  a Parts  ’««. 
breaft  fo  clear  it  defies  thy  Ponyard,  T raytor. 

Phil.  No,  I was  born  free,  and  Manlius's  rage  once  over  he 

will  fay  he  has  injur’d  me:- And,  Sir,  as  I drew  my  fword T .. 

againftmy  Mafter  when  Honour  bad  me}  fo  when  you  fhall feek  ° ' v Jntus* 
to  make  me  faulty,  I am  your  enemy } and  therefore  attempt  no 
farther  this  mans  danger,  ’tis  not  fafe. 

Man.  My  wonder  waits  upon  all  this  fellows  ads. 

Melin.  What  art  thou  that  thus  in  lefs  then  a man  hides  more 
then  a god  ? 

rhil.  What  am  I ? a foul  with  her  old  clothes  on,  a flave  with 
wounds  and  crofles  torn } and  yet  in  better  fortune  I have  known 
your  face. 

Melin.  If  thou  haft  mercy  in  thee  tell  me  who  thou  art. 

Phil.  Mark  me  well,  doft  thou  not  fee  thy  felf  here?  not  yet  ? 

Now  I am  fure  thou  do’ft  in  thefe'Cryftal  drops  } friendfhip  He  weep;] 

will  guide  Melintus  to  know  Philemon. 

Melin.  Philemon  ! Oh  ye  gods  ! new  weights  to  fink  me  ! 

Phil.  Oh  ! ’tis  a powerful  rod  that  Melintus  friendfhip  ftrikes  > 
with  } a thoufand  miferies  have  fmote  upon  this  rock  S but  never 
any  that  made  water  iflue  through  till  now. 

Melin.  Oh  Philemon , Philemon , what  cannot  friendfhip  do  ? ’tis 
from  her  living  fprings  this  dew  falls. 

Man.  Melintus  and  Philemon  ! good  heaven,  what  change  hath 

[ e begot 
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begot  this  mifery  ? Oh  noble  Princes,  upon  my  knees  I beg,  when 
your  furprized  joys  are  over,  you’ll  fhower  a pardon  upon  unfor- 
tunate Manlius. 

Mehn.  Manlius!  is  this  Manlius?  he  was  Claricilla' s friend. 

Phil.  ’Tis  Manlius , and  I hope  a fair  day  will  break  from  this 
bloody  evening. 

Mehn.  Your  pardon.  Sir,  or  hereupon  my  breaft  return  the 
wounds  my  rage  direfted  againft  yours. 

Man.  Repeat  it  not,  Sir  3 you  make  me  but  call  to  mind  my 
ihame,  which  I muft  ever  blufhing  wear  when  I remember  a flave 
could  look  further  into  honour  then  my  felf. 

Phil.  Oh  Melintus , I have  a ftory  4or  thee,  that  we  fhall  weep 
out  together. 

Melin.  When  I look  upon  thee,  I am  diftra&ed  to  think  the  gods 
would  confent  thus  to  let  their  temples  be  ruin’d,  and  vertue  al- 
ways walk  naked  like  truth’s  Emblem,  while  better  fates  clothe 
the  wicked. 

Phil.  Dear  Melintus , let  not  the  fenle  of  my  misfortunes  urge  a 
confideration  from  thee  at  the  rate  of  fin,  nor  dare  thofe  powers 
which  I know  thou  feareft. 

Melin.  I have  done,  noble  youth  $ yet  when  I look  upon  thee, 
joy  and  amazement  will  feize  me,  I have  ftrange  things  to  tell  thee, 
but  this  nor  time  nor  place. Who  is  this  that  thus  unfortunate- 
ly met  thy  anger  ? [Turns  to  T ullius  that  lies  -wounded  by. 

Man . A flout  and  grateful  fellow  3 ’twas  the  Captain  that  fav’d 
me  when  I was  doom’d  to  death  by  the  Ufurper,  Silvander , ’caufe 
I defign’d  Claricillas  freedom. 

Melin.  Heftirs}  heaven,  I hope,  will  not  let  the  guilt  of  one  ac- 
cidental fault  hang  upon  this  evening  to  crofs  our  joys. 

Phil.  I am  forry,  fince  there  dwelt  fuch  honour  in  him,  that  he 
prov’d  my  enemy  3 this  was  the  Pirate  took  me  at  Rhodes , in  that 
unfortunate  fight  where  we  were  parted. 

Man.  Pray  help  him  aboard  my  Galley,  where  we  may  all  re- 
pofe  until  to  morrow  3 and  refolve  what  is  to  be  done  in  this  new 
change  in  Sicily. 

Phil.  Lay  thy  hands  here,  Melintus , for  thefe  bonds  can  only  fet 
Philemon  free.  • [Exeunt  ontnes. 


A C T.  V.  S C E N.  I. 

Enter  Appius  and  Claricilla. 

Clar. T Have  done  5 pafiion  can  be  a friend  to  none,  file’s  (b  uncon- 
I firant  3 give  her  way,  and  fhe  deftroys  her  felf  3 if  I had 
been  fo  fortunate  to  have  fpoke  with  you  laft  night,  I had  preven- 
ted this  fad  chance  3 for  I knew  Melintus' s anger  would  take  a dan- 
gerous leap,  when  by  amazement  he  had  contra&ed  it. 

Appius.  If  I could  have  fear’d  fuch  a danger,  I fhould  not  have 
been  fo  abfent  with  the  remedy  3 but  I am  not  fatisfi’d  how  it  was 

difeover’d 
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difcov'er’d  by  the  Kings  yet  if  civility  had  not  prevented  me  ere 
now  I had  fpoke  my  fears  5 and  long  fince  laid  , beware  of 
Olinda. 

Clar.  olinda  ! (he  betray  me ! it  cannot  be,  ’tis  fuch  a common 
fate  I blufh  to  think  it  3 I cannot  fear  a punifhment  that  comes  fuch 
a road  ways  and  yeti’ll  obferve  her  : but  pray  what  faid  Timillus, 
was  Melintus  wounded  ? 

Jppius.  Not  dangerous,  fbme  Height  hurts  he  had,  and  upon  our 
approach  he  took  covert  in  the  Wood  s Timillus  fays  he  is  refblv’d 
infome  difguifeto  attempt  to  fpeak  with  you  s and  my  counfelis 
to  fend  fome  one  that’s  trudy  in  fearch  of  him. 

Clar.  I fhall  s and  then  if  you  pleafe  we’ll  walk  into  the  Garden. 

jippius.  I’ll  wait  upon  you.  [Exeunt, 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Melintus,  Philemon,  Manlius,  Ravack,  all,  but  Manlius, 

in  Slaves  habits. 

fhil.'T  Rejoyccthat  this  day  has  prov’d  lb  fortunate  as  to  bring 
1 your  youth  a freedom  with  lefs  fadnefs,  then  lad  nights  * 
dorm  threatned. 

Rav.  Sir,  my  fafety  is  a debt  I owe  your  watchful  mercy,  that 
thus  amongd  the  earlied  of  your  joys  could  let  your  noble  pity 
hunt  for  fo  loft  a thing  as  Ravack^ 

Melin.  Now  we  are  arrived  we  have  no  fpare  time  to  clothe 
truth  fine,  therefore  give  my  naked  faith  a hearing  s I am  confident 
you  will  not  refufe  to  take  our  fortunes  in  this  defign,  whofe  inno-* 
■cency,  though  we  are  thus  forc’d  to  hide  with  the  marks  of  guilt, 
and  (laves  habits  , yet  know  there  is  fo  much  judice  on  our  fide, 
that  though  we  fall  in  the  attempt,  and  this  hade  prove  but  run- 
ning to  embrace  the  flake , yet  we  fhall  in  our  dories  be  diftin- 
guifhed , and  live  in  the  glorious  fhine  which  breaks  from  the 
Brows  of  Honours  Martyrs. 

Rav.  I am  but  one,  and  I’ll  not  fay  I fhall  be  fortunate  3 but  I 
am  certain  I fhall  attempt  any  thing  that  may  fpeak  my  gratitude. 

Man.  Give  me  leave  to  break  this  difcourfe 3 and  fince  you  are 
pleas’d  to  trud  me  with  this  fervice  let  me  not  lofe  time  j but 
while  this  expectation  is  in  the  Court  let  me  fee  whether  I can 
walkunfeen,  or  no  5 and  becaufe  Seleucus  danger  was  onlylofs  of 
blood,  they  will  be  more  intent  about  him  then  if  he  had  fallen  3 
I’ll  be  gone,  the  day  grows  old,  in  the  Garden  you  fay  ’tis  likely  I 
fhall  find  her,  and  the  Prince  is  a young  man,  fair  hair’d. 

Melin.  Yes. 

Man.  I am  indructed.  [ Exit  Manlius. 

Phil.  Tis  the  mind  I fee  that  binds  or  fets  us  free ; for  that  be- 
ing fatisfi’d  we  have  made  our  fears  our  fports,  and  thus  mask  in 
our  mileries  3 but,  by  my  life,  the  earned  they  once  were  in  makes 
me  dart  to  think  thee  thus  miferable  in  jed. 

Melin.  Philemon's  love  is  more  fortunate  then  Melintus 3 fork 
, [e  2]  finds 
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finds  kind  ways  to  exprefs  it  felf,  while  I unfortunate  only  wifli 
and  cry  how  fain  I would  rejoyce  in  the  lafting  knot,  which  we 
have  thus  triply  tied  : By  blood,  by  love,  by  miferies  alli’d. 

r Exeunt, 

A C T.  V.  S C E N.  1 1 1. 

Enter  Manlius,  Appius,  and  Claricilla. 

Man . r ■ ^His  place  returns  my  forgotten  miferies,  by  calling  to 
JL  mind  how  happy  once  I was , but  who  are  thefe  ? 
Appius.  Who’s  that  that  walks  there  ? 

Clar.  I know  not,  is  he  not  of  your  acquaintance  ? 
^pi#f.No,Madam>  walk  on,and  mind  him  not.  [He follows  'em. 
Clar.  Who  would  the  man  (peak  with  all  ? 

Appius.  What  would  you,  friend  ? would  you  fpeak  with  the 
Princefs ? 

Man.  Yes,  Sir  5 Madam,  lam  one  that  wants,  but  cannot  beg  5 
yet  when  I have  put  off  my  blufhes,  be  pleas’d  to  caft  your  eye  up- 
on a Souldiers  fears,  and  pity  a Gentleman  bow’d  by  misfortunes* 
not  faults,  to  this  wretched  low nefs  \ if  then  your  bounty  find  not 
a charity,  your  pardon,  and  I am  gone. 

Clar.  A Souldier  is  the  god  I worfhip,  and  to  him  I offer  this 

Gives  him  a charity. Here  take  all  that  at  this  time  I have  about  me  5 pray, 

purfe„  cf  what  Country  are  you  ? 

Man.  The  name  of  Souldier  is  fuch  a common  Theam  to  beg 
with,  and  a dilguife  fo  many  cheat  under,  that  I fhould  not  dare 
ask  like  my  felf , but  that  I can  fhew  under  the  honour’d  hands  of 
thofe  Commanders  where  I ferv’d,  who  and  what  I am  $ and  had  it 
been  my  fortune  to  have  met  the  brave  Princefs,  Melintus , and  Phi- 
lemon here , the  fervice  I once  did  them  they  would  not  have  feen 
unrewarded. 

Clar.  Prithee  foftly  } doft  thou  know  Melintus  and  Philemon  f 
fay,  and  be  not  amaz’d  I ask  thus  haftily  $ where  did’ft  thou  know 
them  ? gentle  Souldier,  fpeak. 

Man.  Yes,  Madam,  I do  know  ’em  ^ and  here  under  their  hands 
I have  to  fhew  the  fervice  I did  them,  which  if  you  pleafe  you  may 
read.  \_He  delivers  her  Melintus’/  Letter  ^fhe  reades  a fide. 

Appius.  Prithee  has’t  of  late  heard  of  Philemon , or  can’ll:  thou 
tell  whether  he  be  alive  or  no  j or  can’ft  thou  give  any  account  of 
Adelintus  lately  ? 

Clar.  Oh  yes , yes , he  can  > read  there  and  fatisfie  your  felf 
Oh  noble  Manlius , where  is  Melintus, where  is  the  Galley,  where  is 
Philemon  ? why  do  I ftay,  cannot  you  guide  me,  will  not  you 
guide  me,  will  not  Prince  Appius  go  ? I am  refolv’d  I will,  and  be 
miferable  no  longer  here,  where  Religion,  Friendfhip,  Duty,  Love 
no  harveft  brings  all  my  endeavours  here  as  vainly  beat  the  air,  as 
the  Impoftors  beads  that  fall  without  a Prayer  5 fay,  fhall  we  go  } 
will  you  remove  me  from  this  place  fb  full  of  danger , to  my 
friends?  look,  he  writes  to  me  to  come,  and  lhall  I ftay  ? no,  no, 
Melintus , I obey  ^ and  were  it  to  fhrink  into  the  earth  I’ll  meet 

■ . thee. 
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thee,  and  no  longer  with  my  prayers  protect  this  ingrateful  place 
from  the  puniftiment  her  treacheries  call  down.  Let  fools  like 
Beads-men  to  the  Altar  bow  for  others  fins  $ I’ll  pay  none  but  mine 
own  vows. 

Jppius.  We  muft  follow  her.  Sir,  and  within  counfel  or  charm 
her  paffion.  [Exeunt omnes . 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  IV.  »Vc 

Enter  Seleucus,  Surgeon,  and  Servants* 

Seleu.  T S there  no  hope  of  Carillus  life  ? 

| surg.  No,  my  Lord. 

Seleu.  Will  Timillus  fcape  ? 

Surg.  Yes,  my  Lord,  his  wounds  were  Height. 

Seleu.  But  he  fhall  not,  nor  (hall  fortune  have  power  to  add  ano- 

ther’fickly  week  to  his  hated  days,  wait  all  without My  hopes 

are  blafted,  nor  muft  I expert  ever  to  gain  my  ends  by  fair  means 
from  Claricilla , I have  woond  up  her  hatred  to  fo  great  height  3 
and  *twere  folly  to  hope  a peace  from  a woman  croft  in  her  love  j 

no,  no,  policy  or  force  muft  gain  the  pleafure  I am  at. Who’s  He  kgzocks* 

there  ? [Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  King.  [ Enter  the  King, 

Seleu.  Oh  Sir,  hide  me  from  my  fhame,  or  my  blufties  will  not 
let  me  look  upon  you  5 the  difgrace  brands  me  with  coward  for 
ever,  that  I fhould  be  o’recome  when  nothing  but  a T raytor  ftruck  j 
a thing  which  ought  to?  have  been  the  fcorn,  not  fear  of  honeft 
men  when  they  are  arm’d. 

King.  Quiet  thy  (elf,  and  be  not  troubled  at  fuch  a (corn’d  fub- 
jefr } I come  to  tell  thee  ere  this  fhame  be  over,  while  I can  with 
juftice  frown,  I would  have  Claricilla  married  , and  how  to  work 
our  ends  we’ll  now  relolve.  [_Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  there’s  a Sea-man  without  defires  to  (peak  with  you  5 
he  (ays  he  has  earned:  bufinefs  that  concerns  the  State. 

King.  Admit  him.  .s  [Enter  Manlius. 

Man.  Difiimulaticm,  thou  that  fooft  haft  been  profperous  in  thy 
attempts  upon  the  innocent,  once  let  vertue  owe  thee  for  a 
fervice. 

Seleu.  What’s  your  bufinefs,  Sir,  that  fo  haftily  requires  a 
hearing  ? 

Man.  Ha!  the  King!  I muft  not  know  him>  Sir,  be  pleas’d  to 
command  your  fervants  off,  and  I fhall  whifper  a fervice  fhall 
claim  a reward,  which  I will  not  require  till  it  be  perfect. 

Seleu.  There  needs  no  whifper  here,  for  if  it  concern  the  King- 
dom fpeak  it  to  the  King. 

Man.  The  King!  thus  low  I beg  your  pardon.  Sir 5 and  then  kneels* 
give  me  leave  to  ask  whether  it  be  worth  your  care,  or  no,  to  have 
in  your  power  the  ftranger  that  fought  with  my  Lord  Seleucus . 

Seleu.  foftly. 

King.  Doft  thou  know  where  he  is  ? canft  thou  direft  my  an- 
ger 
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ger  which  way  to  feize  the  Tray  tor  > if  thou  can  ft  propofe  thine 
own  reward,  and  take  a Kings  word,  thou  (halt  have  my  power  to 
effect  it. 

Man.  Sir,  I will  not  bargain;,  butinlhort,  thus}  I have  been 
faulty } and  a Pirat  fpeaks  the  kind  5 but  ’twas  while  the  fault 
was  in  faftiion  here,  and  a thief ( Silvan  der)  wore  the  Crown; 
your  pardon  for  my  paft  faults  is  the  reward  I beg  for  this  lervice  • 
which  if  I were  not  confident  I could  do  I were  mad  thus  to  wake 
your  anger  with  a deluded  hope.  But  to  the  bufinefs  5 early  this 
morning  there  came  to  my  Galley  (which  now  rides  in  the  haven) 
two  ftrangers , as  they  pretended , that  had  unfortunately  in  a 
duel  (lain  one  that  had  a neer  relation  to  your  Majefty,  and  by 
many  arguments  pleaded  my  protection  3 which  at  firft  fight  their 
miferies  engag'd  me  to,  and  I undertook  to  ferve  them : one  of 
them  (the  fair-hair  d-man)  gave  me  a Letter  to  deliver  to  the  Prin- 
cefs,  from  whom  he  fays  I (hould  have  great  rewards  if  I would  be 
faithful  } I undertook  it  $ and  if  this  may  procure  my  peace,  when 
you  pleafe  to  command  me,  they  are  dead. 

Seku.  The  Letter,  prithee  let’s  fee  the  Letter  5 ’tis  he  for  certain, 
but  who  the  fecond  (hould  be ! 

King.  I cannot  guefs. 

Seleu.  Thy  pardon,  and  a reward  for  thy  faith,  upon  my  life, 
thou  (halt  receive. 

King.  Haft  thou  the  Letter  ? 

Man.  Yes,  Sir.  [_He  delivers  the  King  the  Letter. 

King.  Ha ! Me  lint  us  and  Philemon , their  hands  fubferibed  to 
this  treafon  } fee  Seleucut r,  ’tis  Melintus  and  Philemon  that  in  dift 

J;uifehave  waited  our  deftrudion}  the  gods  are  juft  ftill,  and  now 
rom  the  height  of  all  their  impious  darings  have  let  them  fall  into 
our  punifhments  } look,  they  urge  Claricilla  to  an  efcape  by  the  af- 
fiftance  of  this  fioneft  Souldier  5 they  afliire  her  (he  may  (afely 
make  it,  and  call  all  this  treafon  flying  from  (laughter  5 affift  me, 
Seleucus , that  I may  invent  fome  ftrange  torture  to  afflid  their 
falftioods. 

Seleu.  Is  this  poffible  ? 

Man.  Work  on,  Mifchief,  till  their  rage  has  blinded  them  3 that 
in  the  dark  I may  the  eafier  lead  them  to  their  ruine. 

Seleu.  Melintus  and  Philemon , 'tis  no  new  danger,  this  3 my  rage 
diftrads  me  > and  in  the  ftrength  that  anger  lends  me  I can  perform 
all  you  can  require  from  a found  and  healthy  friend  » but  do  it 
quickly,  Sir,  before  I am  unbent  5 and  thus  by  her  affifta nee  reach 
their  ruine. 

King.  It  cannot  be  fhe  (hould  confent  to  my  deftrudion. 

Seleu.  It  cannot  be!  then  he  were  a fool,  and  only  fow’d  dan- 
gers, to  reap  dangers  5 think  you  he  would  lofe  his  heaven  to  place 
another  there  ? no,  ’tis  vifible,  he  loves  3 and  that  has  been  the 
caufe mov’d  all  his  darings;  and  that  he  loves  the  Princefs,  do’s 
thatftart  you  ? call  to  mind  thefurprize  in  the  garden,  what  rage 
will  that  meeting  fill  your  breaft  with,  when  you  fhall  know  ’tis 
no  aitry,  hoplefs,  fingle  Love 3 no  Cupid  with  one  Wing  that 

threatens 
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threatens  now  as  when  Silvander  ftruck,  thefe  have  made  the  im- 
perfect Boy  a perfect  god  betwixt  ’em  5 and  with  return  of  eternal 
faith  have  given  both  wings  and  eyes,  and  dired  by  their  bold 
fouls 3 what  to  do  is  now  upon  the  wing,  and  Hies  with  more  cer- 
tain danger  in  your  Court  then  death,  or  fire. 

King.  This  is  a dangerous  truth  3 and  if  my  Daughter  confent 
to  their  defires,  they  dye. 

Seleu.  To  be  fecur’d  of  which,  feal  this  Letter,  and  deliver  it 
this  honeft  man  3 and  let  him  deliver  it  to  your  Daughter,and  urge 
heranfwer,  which  when  he  has,  let  him  return  withdt  to  your  Ma- 
jefty  3 this  will  guide  your  juftice  which  way  to  fteer  3 and  your 
anger  fhall  only  find  the  guilty  3 and  the  ad  being  juft,  confequent- 
ly  ’tis  fafe  3 for  the  guilty  have  no  revenge  to  follow  their  fall. 

King . I am  refolv’d,  if  (he  confent  they  fall  3 difpatch  him  with 
the  Letter,  and  let  me  have  an  anfwer  at  my  Chamber. 

Seleu.  Sir,  now  you  confent  to  be  fafe,  be  not  troubled,  but 
leave  the  reft  to  me.— —Now  to  our  bufinels.  1 11  immediately  ^ x ^ King, 
fend  a fervant  for  a woman  of  the  Princefs,  my  creature,  from 
whom  I have  daily  intelligence  3 fhe  fhall  get  you  an  opportunity 
to  deliver  the  Letter  3 her  name’s  Olinda  3 and  to  her  IT1  addrels 
you  3 to  be  falfe  now  is  to  be  faithful. 

Man.  And  that  makes  me  lo  falfe  i but  ftay.  Sir  3 I have  a mind 
to  make  you  indebted  to  me  for  a greater  benefit  then  you 
dream  on. 

Seleu.  Whither  tend’d:  thou  } 

Man.  To  allure  you  I intend  to  be  faithful,and  to  oblige  my  felf 3 
to  make  which  good  I’ll  put  my  life  into  your  hands  3 and  if 
you  dare  obey  my  diredions,  I’ll  propofe  away  that  with  fafety 
you  may  reach  your  revenge  3 a Crown,  and  Claricilla . 

Seleu.  Claricilla  ! can’ft  thou  propofe  a way  to  gain  her  ? let  but 
that  appear,  through  fire  and  water,  oppos’d  dangers,  greater  then 
cowards  fears  create  I’ll  fly  to  embrace  it. 

Man.  Within  I’ll  inftrud  you,  and  then  I’ll  obey  the  Kings  di- 
redions for  the  Letter  3 which  will  be  one  ftep  to  advance  our  plot, 
and  if  it  thrive,  what  I fhall  be  I’ll  leave  to  your  own  bofom  to 
refblve. 

Seleu.  What  thou  fhalt  be  ? why,  thou  fhalt  be  my  bofom. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  Appius  and  Claricilla. 

Clar. T Wonder  he  flays  fo  long  3 I am  afraid  his  reafon  will  not 
1 prevail  with  my  Father  and  Seleucus  3 and  though  I was 
by  ftrength  of  your  argument  perfwaded  to  it , yet  I am  forry  I 
contented  to  let  them  know  ’tis  Melintus  whom  they  purfue,  a 
name  already  fubjed  to  their  hate : but  heaven  I hope  will  di- 
red  all. 

Appius.  If  I were  not  affur’d  that  Manlius  were  honeft,  I fhould 
not  have  ventur’d  thus  to  perfwade  you  to  difeover  where  your 
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health  lyes  5 but  when  I am  fecure  that  thofe  in  whofe  .power  he  is 
will  with  their  lives  prated  him  5 and  his  difeovery  is  only  a bait  to 
draw  his  enemy  intoftis  power  5 I mud  again  defire  you  will  with 
patience  attend  the  ifl'ue  of  what  is  well  defign’d  , however  it  may 
meet  a crofs.  [Enter  Manlius* 

Man.  Oh  Madam,  I am  laden  with  joy  5 and  the  ftrangenefs  of 
the  burthen  makes  me  thus  fink  in  the  way  5 I have  difeover’d  who 
’tis  that  betrays  you,  *tis  Olinda  j Seleucus  made  it  his  boaft  $ but 
you  muft  not  yet  take  notice  of  it,  but  feem  to  relye  upon  her 
faith  as  a means  of  your  efcape,  which  is  confented  to  by  all,  un- 
der a hope  that  they  (hall  feize  you  and  your  friends  together  } I 
cannot  tell  you  all  the  particulars  now  5 only  thus  much,  our  de- 
figns  have  taken  as  I could  with  ? this  Letter  by  their  confent  is 
return’d  to  you } had  you  feen  the  care  your  Father  took  that  the 
violence  the  feal  met  might  not  be  perceiv’d , you  would  have 
laugh’d  5 they  exped  your  anfwer,  and  I have  promis’d  to  bring 
it  immediately,  which  muft  be,  that  you  will  meet  Melintus  this 
evening  without  delay,  your  woman  only  in  company  5 and  to  be 
receiv’d  from  the  Garden-wall } this  being  difpatch’d  I’ll  to  the 
King  and  (hew  it  him , and  there  make  all  fure } Sir,  you  muft  be 
pleas’d  to  mingle  your  felf  in  the  prefence  5 and  there  cheerfully 
accept  any  Propofition  the  King  fhall  make,  which  (hall  only  be 
what  werelblve  on  within  5 and  then  I’ll  to  my  boat,  and  there  in 
fmiles  pitch  the  bloody  toy  Is,  wherein  we’ll  take  thefe  hunters,  and 
make  them  our  prey. 

Clar.  Lofe  no  time,  for  heaven’s  fake,  ’tisa  ftrange  torture } do 
not  you,  nor  you,  feel  it  ? thus  to  be  delaid  in  the  path  that  leads 
to  brave  Melintus. 

Man . Madam,  we’ll  lofe  no  time  5 be  you  ready  to  obey  yours, 
and  111  ftridly  obferve  my  part  5 and  I hope  the  next  thing  we  dif- 
courfe  of  will  be  the  facrifice  due  to  heaven , for  our  delive- 
rance. ' [Exeunt* 

ACT.  V.  SCEN.  VI. 

I . ..  ! . ' , . : . Jl  . ..  . . - _r  , . . • ^ ••  s 

Enter  Melintus,  Philemon,  ^WRavack. 

Melind Is  about  the  time  that  Manlius  bid  us  exped  his  return, 
if  we  be  fb  happy  as  to  fee  Claricilla , what  kind  of 
habit  will  thy  joy  wear  ? I am  afraid  mine  will  be  cloth'd  in  a pale- 
nefr,  for  I cannot  promife  my  [felf  ftrength  enough  to  bear  fuch 
unexpeded  happinefs. 

rhil.  Prithee  think  not  of  it,  let  it  fteal  upon  us  5 I find  I have 
not  man  enough  to  meet  her  without  trembling  } the  very  thought 
has  ftruck  a coldnefs  through  my  blood , and  now  you  have  told 
her  that  I loye,  I could  ealierdye  for  her  thenfpeak  to  her  i for 
though  my  love  has  none,  yet  I fhall  frill  have  a guilt  about  me 
when  I but  look  or  fpeak  to  her. 

Melin.  Dear  Philemon , we  believ’d  thee  loft  when  I told  the 
ftory  j and  I did  it  that  thy  friendfhip  might  live  in  her  noble 
mention.  Phil* 
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Thil.  Sir,  your  pardon  for  that  we  entertain  our  felves  when 
youftand  by,  to  whom  me-thinks  Love  fhould  not  be  aftran- 
ger. 

Rav.  I have  a ftory  too, but  this  no  time  to  tell  it. 

Man.  Noble  Princes,  do^you  not  finde  me  ftrangely  alter’d  with 
the  joy  that  now  poffefles  me  ? the  Princefs  is  well,  and  falutes  you 
both,  and  the  Prince  kiffes  your  hand. 

Mel.  Prithee  let  us  partake  the  joy  5 Will  the  virtuous  Claricilla. 
come  ? Say,  Have  we  an  intereft  in  this  joy  too  ? 

Man.  Yes,  but  I have  a thoufand  things  to  tell  you,  which  if 
you  will  attend  and  follow  my  directions,  we  (hall  ere  to  mor- 
row Sun  fee  all  our  wifhes  crown’d  $ but  let  us  in,  for  we  lofe 
time,  the  day  will  be  too  fhort  to  bound  our  bufinefs  in  j and 
onely  thus  much  know,  we  but  the  metall  bring,  the  Gods  will 
have  the  way,  and  form  to  our  deliverance  the  work  of  their  own 
hands. 

Mel.  Let  us  fbftly  follow,  and  give  thanks  with  hearts  that  up- 
wards look  j for  gratitude  is  to  mercy  both  the  Bait  and  Hook. 

[Exeunt. 

AC  T.  V.  S C EN.  VII. 

Enter  Seleucu s^folus^ 

Selene / | 'His  Souldier  was  fent  from  Heaven  I think  to  take 
I care  of  me,  all  things  run  fo  even  that  he  takes  in 
hand  } the  Princefs  hath  confented,  the  King  I have  perfwaded  to 
go  in  perfon  and  furprize  her,  the  Prince  too  will  bear  them  com- 
pany, and  what  then  ? My  joys  want  a name  5 Melintus , Phile- 

mon^ and  the  King,  muft  dy,Their  fate  which  is,I  have  faid  it.  The 
Prince  (hall  live,  but  firft  I will  fhew  him  Death  to  engage  him  in 
my  action,  upon  no  other  condition  fhall  he  wear  his  head.  O the 
feveral  habits  their  humours  will  be  inj!  that  Rage,  Envy,  Fear, 
and  Amazement  will  breed  in  their  wretched  thoughts,  when  they 
fhall  finde  my  words  pronounce  their  doom,  poflefs  me  of  Clari- 
cilla , whofe  beauties  increas’d  by  the  fweetnefs  of  force  will  make 
me  more  a King  than  all  the  power  that  a Crown  can  give.  But  I 
lofe  time,  and  negleCt  my  part  in  my  own  affairs } the  King  and 
Prince  I muft  fee  meet  at  the  place,  where  they  muft  ftand  but  as 
Witneffesto  the  receipt  of  all  my  part  in  Heaven,  a Crown  and 
Claricilla. 

ACT.  V.  S C E N.  VIIL 

Enter  Melintus,  Philemon,  and  Ravack. 

Thil.  * | xHis  is  the  place  he  appointed  we  fhould  wait  for  him, 
J.  and  ’tis  much  about  the  time  he  bid  us  expeft:  him } if 
they  come  we  fhall  profefs  a joy  we  hop’d  not  5 he  brings  revenge 
along,  whofe  fruits  the  Gods  have  been  pleas’d  tofeaft  with,  and 
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the  fweetS  we  fee  makes  them  from  us  Mortals  with  fiery  injunction 
ftifl  inclofe  the  T ree.  [Enter  Manlius. 

Mcl.  Hark,  I hope  he  comes,  the  Moon  is  friendly,  ’tis  he. 

Man.  Are  you  ready? 

Ontnes , Yes,  yes. 

Man.  Be  refolute  then,  and  ftill,  for  th’are  coming.  i 

Enter  King,  Appius,  and  Seleucus. 

* i ' . 'i 

King.  Are  we  right? 

SeL  Yes,  Sir. 

King.  Where’s  the  Souldier  ? 

Sel.  He’s  ftepp’d  before. 

King.  Sir,  I refrain’d  to  tell  you  what  the  occafion  was  till  now, 
becaufe  I was  afham’d  to  let  you  know  my  Daughters  fault  till 
you  might  be  a witnefs  of  it,  and  then  you  would  not  wonder  at 
my  difpleafure,when  you  perceive  fhe  could  fo  put  off  her  honour 
as  to  leave  me  loft  in  my  promife  to  your  felf,  and  hope  of  a wifti’d 
Heir  to  fucceed  me  here. 

Appius.  Sir,  I hope  feme  miftake  has  begot  this  doubt } the 
Princefs  ever  promis’d  a fair  return  of  love  to  your  Majefty,  and  I 
fhall  be  glad  to  finde  you  are  deceiv'd. 

King.  No,  Sir,  tis  too  true  $ for  had  not  Seleucus  his  faith  been 
watchful  this  night  fhe  had  made  her  bafe  flight  into  the  loath’d 
embraces  of  a Traitor  and  a Subjefr,  nor  does  fhe  yet  know  fhe 
fhall  be  prevented. 

Appius.  I am  forry.  Sir,  your  doubts  have  fo  much  reafon  to 
build  upon.  QManlius  whittles. 

Sel.  We  are  call’d. 

Man.  This  way,  your  hand. 

Sel.  Manlius , do  they  know  how  to  diftinguifh  me  ? 

Man.  Yes,  I have  given  them  a Sign. 

[He  leads  the  King  and  Seleucus,  and  delivers  'em  to  the  Slaves . 
King.  Is  it  long  to  the  time  fhe  appointed  ? 

Man.  No,  Sir,  ’tis  the  hour  fhe  commanded  me  to  wait  5 one  of 
you  look  out,  and  if  you  fpy  a fire  call,  that  we  may  approach  to 
the  Garden-wall  with  the  Boat. 

Phil.  I go.  [Exit. 

Sel.  If  it  bepofliblelet  Ohnda  fall  by  the  board,  I’de  have  her 
dead,  fhe’ll  be  talking  elfe.  [Enter  Philemon. 

Phil.  I have  made  a Light  from  the  Princefles  Window. 

Manl.  Quickly  then  fet  to  the  Wall  5 and  do  you  hear  Rho- 
dian? [ Theywhjfper . 

Phil.  Leave  that  to  me.  [Enter  Claricilla  and  Olinda  above. 
Clar.  Doft  think  they’ll  come  ? Doft  thou  believe  I fhall  be 
happy  ? My  Love  was  ever  of  her  blifs  afraid. 

Olind.  You  need  not  fear,  I am  confident  your  thoughts  will  be 
profp’rous,  I hear  the  water  dafti.  Who’s  there,  the  Souldier  ? 

Man.  Yes, ’tis  I.  W ho’s  there,  Olinda  ? 

Olind . Yes,  and  the  Princefs. 


Man. 
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Alan.  Come  to  the  next  corner,  we  are  all  ready,  be  fpeedy. 

Exit. 
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Enter  King,  Appius,  and Seleucus  5 to  them  Manlius, 
and  Claricilla. 

Man.  You  arefafe,  the  Slaves  are  the  men  I told  you  of  j your 
Father,  Appius^  and  Seleucus  are  all  here  3 but  be  confident. 

Sel.  Stand  clofe  till  they  be  off  the  Wall , and  Ohnda  come, 
for  (he  is  guilty  too.  . 

. ■ * ' i 1-  . . i 

Enter  Manlius,  Melintus,  Philemon,  and  Ravack. 

Man.  Fall’n  by  the  board,  and  not  to.  be  found  ? S’death,  Slave, 
thy  life  (hall  anfwer  the  neglect. 

Phil.  She  perifh’d  by  her  hafte,  no  fault  of  mine. 

Man.  Leave  your  prating.  Sirrah.  Madam,  your  pardon  for  this 
unfortunate  accident,  your  Maid  is  loft,  fall’n  by  chance  by  the 
board,  and  drown'd  5 I fhould  not  dare  to  look  you  in  the  face 
after  this  but  that  I am  confident  I (hall  {hew  you  other  Friends 
that  are  as  dear  to  you. 

Clar.  My  Maid  loft ! O fet  me  back  again,  this  ill  o/nen foretells 
a greater  danger.  ' . , ' 

Man.  Can  there  be  dange.r  to  Claricilla  where  thefe  Friends 
are  ? [Difcovers  the  King , Appius  and  Seleucus. 

Clar.  Ha  ! Traitor  to  my  Loye  and  me,  What  haft  thou  done  } 

King.  Thou  art  a Traitor,  unworthy,  no  more  a Daughter,  but 
the  fin  and  ihame  of  my  blould  5 Fool  that  thou  art,  couldft  thou 
thou  believe  that  thy  bafe  paftion  could  walk  id  fo  dole  a difguife 
that  my  anger  could  not  finde  it : no,  thou  art  deceiv’d  j and  to 
urge  thee  to  defpair,  know,  thyobfeure  Paramours, Melintus  and 
Philemon , (the  two  Wolves  to  my  heart)  thou  haft  thus  with  fafety 
cutaway,  put  off  to  the  {hoar,  and  there  thou  {halt  behold  their 
.wine.  ; ;j. ... 

Manlius Jlandsby  the  King , Philemon  goes  to  Claricilla,  Ra- 
vack to  Appius,  they  feize  them. 
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Sel.  Yes,  Put  off,  that’s  the  Word,  arid  then  gut  off  hope, 
and  in  amazement  behold  the  Lightning  that’s  wrap’d  in  this 
fwoln  cloud,  which  now  breaks,  and  in  death  {hoots  your  feveral 
fates.  ...  „•  3 _ r ; V . . . 

King.  Heaven,  thou  art  juft,  and  ’tis  equal  to  let  me  fall  in 
the  defign  I laid  to  deftroy  thofe  noble  youths,  but  for  thee,  I 
will  not  look  upon  fuch  an  hated  Traitor  when  I am  fo  near  my 
home. 

Sel.  No,  you  muft  be  vfritnefs  firft  to  the  Marriage  of  this  Prin- 
cefs,  then  you  fhall  both  be  a Sacrifice  to  our  Ely  men. 

Clar.  Thy  wife  } I fmile  upon  thee  thou  art  fo  bafe  a thing 
thou  couldft  never  finde  my  anger  yet  5 my  fcorn  was  ever  ftrong 
enough  to  ftrangle  thy  hopes. 

f f 2 1 Sel 
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Sel.  Anon  *t will  be  my  time  to  fmile  when  dy'd  in  thy  Father’s 
bloud,  my  Revenge  (hall  force  all  their  Sweets  from  thee  which 
I will  gather  in  the  prefence  of  thy  Paramour  S nor  (hall  he  or  thefe 
have  liberty  to  dy  before  I have  enjoy’d  thee  5 but  that  ad  once 
pad  the  Earth  (hall  not  redeem  their  Lives  3 Do  you  perceive 
how  (mall  a (hare  you  are  like  to  have  in  this  Kingdom  ? 

Appins.  I am  glad  to  fee  thee  grown  to  fuch  a height  of  (in  3 for 
now  my  hopes  tell  me  the  Gods  will  not  fuffer  fuch  a Dog  to  bay 
them  long,  their  Lightning  will  fhootthee,  Monder. 

Man.  Sir,  day  not  to  talk,  but  away  to  Neptune  s Temple  5 
when  we  have  perform’d  what  you  refolv’d  there,  then  to  the  Gai- 
ly, and  end  your  hunt. 

Sel.  Binde  them  then,  and  let’s  be  gone. 

A C T.  V.  S CEN.  IX. 

Enter  TimillusaWe,  Jacomo  below  kpockjng. 
Tim\\jKos  there? 

Jae.  V V ’Tis  I,  Jacomo  3 we  are  lod  if  you  day  this  night,  your 
Friends  aboard  are  betray’d  to  the  King,  and  the  Princefs  that  was 
this  night  to  meet  him  is  furpriz’d  in  her  journey  by  the  treachery 
of  a Souldier  that  they  truded^and  if  you  attempt  not  your  efcape 
you  are  lod  3 your  Window’s  large  and  dands  upon  the  Haven  3 if 
you  can  fwim,  this  night  leap  in,  and  I’ll  be  ready  on  the  fhoar  to 
receive  you,  with  dry  Cloaths  and  Horfes,  to  convey  us  to  our  fafe- 
ty’3  if  you  day  you  perilh. 

Tint.  Nay,  I can  fwim,  but  the  feafon  is  fomewhat  too  cold  for 
that  pleafure  3 I could  be  glad  to  have  the  wounds  the  mad  Dog 
gave  me  cur’d  without  being  drench’d  in  Salt-water  3 but  however 
if  you’ll  affid  me.  I’ll  leap  far  enough. 

Jac.  What  hour  (hall  I expeft  you  ? 

Tim.  At  Twelve. 

Jac.  Till  then  Farewell.  [Exit. 

Tim.  There's  fome  comfort  yet,  where  there  is  a way,  when 
leaping  forth  a Window  can  do*t  5 Well,  if  I get  free  if  ever  I 
come  into  any  company  that  think  it  lawful  to  love  any  woman 
longer  than  a man  has  ufe  of  the  Sex,  they  (hall  geld  me.  By  this 
hand  I have  lain  with  a hundred  unfound  Wenches  with  lc(s  dan- 
ger than  I have  look’d  upon  this  wooing,  this  (curvy  honourable  f 
Matrimony,  which  Is  fo  dangerous  a thing  the  very  danders  by  are 
not  (afe.  I mud  fwim  but  for  widiing  well  to  it  3 but  from  this  time 
either  Melintus  (hall  quit  his  honourable  way  to  his  Loves,  or  I’ll 
leave  him  to  the  honourable  dangers. 


ACT 


C L A R I C ILL  A. 

A C T.  V.  S C E N.  X. 

Enter  Selcucus,  King,  Melintus,  Manlius,  Ravack,  Appius, 
Philemon,  Claricilla,  and  a PrieSi. 

Seleuc.  QTand,now  Prieft  do  your  office.[H<?  tak§0  Clar.fy  the  hand 
Clar . O Has  this  impious  Traitor  bound  the  hands  of  Juftice, 
that  thus  (he  lets  him  proceed  to  mifchief,  and  will  not  in  her  own 
battleftrike  ? Muft  the  innocent  fall  and  none  defend  them  > 

Phil.  Yes,  fair  one,  and  in  their  ufual  way  (hew  their  power, 
which  thus  from  the  meaneft  of  the  earth  Heaven  has  rais’d  me  a 
Guard  for  your  Virtues.  ^Philemon  draws  his  Sword. 

Set.  Ha ! 

Phil.  Who  isfo  much  a SJave  that  he  can  let  this  fin  chain  him 
for  ever  ? 

Man.  How's  this? 

Phil.  We  that  have  together  born  our  miferies,  and  with  a 
harlh  fate  worn  out  our  weary  days,  have  not  amongft  them  all 
met  one  that  will  ly  fb  heavy  on  us  as  this  bafe  a&  if  we  aflift  the 
Traitor* 

Kav.  Sir,  be  free,  and  let  honour  onely  draw  your  Sword. 

Ravack  releafis  Appius,  they  drawyts  Selcucus  attempts  Man® 
' lius  fits  a Dagger  to  his  hreaif. 

Sel.  Kill  that  T raitor.  Slave. 

Mel.  Free  the  King Fool,  canfi:  thou  yet  read  the  'imfc- 

ries  thy  hated  life  (hall  feel  ? Here  Melintus  tells  thee  what  they 
are.  [Manlius  undijguifes  himfilf. 

Sel.  Melintus  ! 

Mel.  Yes,  Melintus , whileft  Philemon  and  Manlius  triumph  in 
the  Vi&ory  their  Loyalty  has  gain’d  over  thy  infulting  treacheries- 
— Sir,  to  you  I kneel  for  pardon,  for  thus  venturing  to  threaten 
dangers  j all  elfe  are  acquainted  with  the  Plot  we  laid  to  difcover 
to  your  abufed  truft  this  wretched Monfter.  [Rav.fiiz.es  Seleuc. 

Clar.  The  Prince,  Sir,  was  of  Council  in  all  we  did. 

Mel.  And  we  have  his  confent,Sir,tobehappy. 

King.  Of  all  I afk  a pardon  whom  my  doubt  has  injur’d  3 and 
I’ll  no  longer  crofs  your  joys,  you  have  my  confent,  and  Heaven 
crown  your  wilhes  5 but  for  thee,  thy  villany  (hall  deftroy  thee. 

Sel.  Madam , to  your  virtues  which  my  mifchiefs  (till  have 
hunted  thus  low  I bow,  and  when  with  repentant  tears  I have 
wafh’dtheway  let  my  laft  breath  finde  youi*  faith.  That  I lov’d 
the  rate  I would  have  paid  (peaks  how  much  5 and  fince  from  him  I 
derive  thefe  mileries,by  his  power  which  you  have  bow’d  to  I beg 
and  conjure  your  mercy  that  it  may  in  pardon  finde  me  ^ and 
then  with  a wound  here  I’ll  give  Balm  to  thofe  under  which  my 
honour  now  languifties.  [He  draws  his  Dagger . 

King.  Difarm  him. 

Sel.  Attempt  it  not. 

Clar . Hold,  I forgive. 

Sel 
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.Sel.  Can  you  forgive  > O ! this  mercy  has  chang’d  my  opinion  , 

1 thought  nothing  could  have  made  Clan  cilia  more  like  an  Angel : 
but  this  mercy  has  added  to  all  thy  beauties  a heavenly  form  5 
and  one  wound  tothofe  that  juftice  threatens  ^ and  thus,  fair  foul, 
’tis  ft  I offer  my  felf,  though  none  be  more  unfit  for  facrihce  : and 
whileft  my  faults  expire  in  the  bloud  that  bred  their,  from  Hea- 
ven onely  lhall  Sekucus  beg  a pity,  my  hate  dwell  with  all  the  reft. 
O turn  not,  but  look  upon  the  ruine  you  have  made ; and  while  I 
thus  gazing  dy,  witnefsmy  Heaven,  (which  is  Claricilla)  I fall  to 
love  and  fcorn  a Martyr.  [ Dies . 

King*  While  Juftice  is  ftriking  let  me  lift  a hand  : Here  Me- 
hnttisy  this  I hope  will  cure  all  the  wounds  my  unkindnefs  gave 
-thee  5 and  now  to  Court,  that  when  thou  haft  thefe  bonds  put  off 
Hymen  may  new  Fetters  bring.  • ' - • 

Mel.  Sir,  your  pardon,  if  I fay  I muft  not  change  this  habit  till 
my  joys  are  full,  and  by  another  bond  freed:,  this  Difguife  has  been 
fo  fortunate  that  I dare  not  quit  it  while  "tis  poffible  to  mils  my 
willies. 

[ King.  Take  your  pleafure.  J 

Phil.  O Madam,  you  have  heard  a ftory  which  makes  me  blufll 
to  look  upon  you.  ; ' , ! ' 

Clar.  Philemon  muft  not  be  troubled  now  when  our  joys  are  thus 
complete,  but  live  in  fmiles  to  recount  our  miferies. 

King.  The  ftory  how  we  came  to  be  thus  happy  we’ll  refer ve  to 
crown  our  Feaft  with  j Manlius , thy  part  in  the  fuccefs  of  this  day 
lhall  not  be  forgotten.  To  the  Boat,  and  then  to  the  Temple,  and 
let  the  Priefts  ling  an  Epithalamium  to  thefe  Lovers  praife,  whole 
faiths  have  turn'd  their  Chains  to  Myrtle  and  triumphant  Bays. 


As  they  go  fingingoff  the  St  age , Enter  Timillus  with  a Rope  to 
■ hr  ; ;jnake  his  EJcape , hears  themfng}  and  thence  understands  1 tis 
. all  joy  and  peace , and  fo  fyeakf. 

Tim.  Nay,,  if  the  Winde  be  in  that  Corner  1*11  leap  no  Leaps* 
but  thus  with  a Health,  ; ntio")  ) 

The  Prayers  of  the  Laity , 7 1 

Give  thanks  for  their  Delivery.  1 
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The  Names  of  the  Adtors, 


The  King  of  Sicily. 

Enmenes , the  Sicilian  General. 

Sort  awes 

and  >Two  Sicilian  Lords. 

Cleon , J 

Tbilon , a Sicilian  Lord,  Kinfman  to  the  King. 

Ebeagines , Judge  of  Sardinia. 

Memnon,  Chief  Prie/l  of  Sardinia. 

Hipparchus'}  |^ow  Pi  ifoners,  the  loft  Sons  of  Memnon  and 
and  > ~-7 

_ , \ i beannes. 

Tan]  awes  J * 

Gallippus,  abaniihed  Sicilian  Lord,  now  a Pirat. 

Xenon,  alias  Pelim,  a difguifed  Lord  of  Sardinia,  in  love 
with  'Lenonia , a Lady  of  Eucratia'sj  who  was  abus’d  by 
Eumenes , the  Sicilian  General. 

Dyow,  ) 

and  CTwo  Sardinian  Commanders. 

Cremnofeild ,) 

Pm’/eJ',  an  oM  common  SouMier. 

Boat-fwain 

i 

Sailers. 

Slaves. 

Lyfimella , Sifter  to  the  King  of  Sicily. 

Leucantbe , Daughter  to  Ebe  arrives. 

Eucratia , Daughter  to  Memnon , beloved  of  the  King  of 

Sicily, 

Eugene , Lyfimella9 s Woman. 
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ACT.  I.  S C E N.  I. 

Enter  the  King  of  Sicily,  Sortanes,  Eumenes, 
and  Cleon. 


i\ 


anger 


Re  the  Gallies  come  from  Rhodes  ? 

Eumenes.  Yes,  Sir  5 they  arriv’d  this  evening. 
King.  Then  ware  all  in  readinefs  5 and  if  the 
gods  fmile  upon  us,  thofe  proud  Silters  (hall  find 
they  have  pull’d  down  fire  by  playing  with  my 
thus  to  pretend  a vow  to  peace,  and  feign  a Law  by  which 
they’re  bound  not  to  arm  but  in  their  own  defence  : come,  ’twas 
treacheroufly  defign’d  j and  fincc  in  our  greateft  danger  they  could 
leave  us  to  that  fudden  ruine  that  then  threatned  all  our  Nation 
with  a forreign  yoke , they  fhall  find  ( now  our  vertues  have 
wrought  through  that  (form)  what  enemies  we  can  be,  whole 
friendfhip  they  have  defpis’d  3 till  in  their  bofoms  I have  thrown 
all  thole  miferies  of  war,  whofe  fingle  name  was  fuch  a terror  to 
them  3 but  where’s  our  Sifter  ? did  you  call  her,  Cleon  .<? 

Cleon.  She  went  this  evening,  in  her  Galley,  to  take  the  air. 

King.  When  fhe  returns  tell  her,  I muft  (peak  with  her. And 

(d’you  hear  ? ) Eumenes  ! let  all  things  be  in  readinefs  to  put  to 
lea,  with  the  morning  tide.  The  wind  ftands  fair  ftill  ? 

Eumen.  Yes,  Sir  : he  wind’s  louth. 
f King.  What  laid  v.  e Captain  of  the  Galley  that  you  took,  had 
they  notice  of  our  intent  ? 

Eumen.  Yes,  Sir  5 he  fays  they  had  intelligence,  but  they  are  fo 
unpreparM  for  war  that  the  knowledge  was  no  advantage  ? they 
received  it  as  men  ftabb’d  in  their  deep,  that  wake  only  to  find  their 
dangers  certain. 


m 


King, 


► The  Prif oners. 

King.  Their  falfhoods  have  begot  their  fears,  and  now  like  co» 
wards  they  fall  upon  their  own  fwords.  Eumenes^  let  the  flaves  be 
well  fed  to  night. 

A C T.  I.  S C E N.  1 1. 

Enter  Lyfimella,  Philon,  Eugene,  and  three  Souldiers , being 
chafed  ajhorc  by  Pyrats. 

Philon. T~Ty  Madam,  fave  your  felf  while  we  with  our  faiths  op- 
JP  pofe  the  purfuers  5 for  know,  Philon  will  lay  his  body  a 
willing  facrifice  to  intercept  your  danger. 

Lyfimel.  Oh  Cozen  , which  way  fhall  we  take  ? I know  not 
where  we  are  3 why  did  you  land  here  ? he  durft  not  have  purfu’d 
us  to  the  harbour  5 my  Brothers  fleet,  now  in  readinefs  to  depart, 
would  have  prote&ed  us. 

with-  Eugene.  This  way  the  (lave  ran  that  went  to  call  for  aid. 
oVorv^  Philon.  Hark,  Madam,  ware purfu’d  3 ftisnow  no  time  to  talk, 
upon  my  life,  it  is  Gillippus , and  the  bold  Pyrat  I fear  knows  the 
value  of  the  prize  he  hunts.  \Within  follow  ^follow. 

Lyfimel.  They  come,  take  fbme  other  way,  and  try  if  you  can 
divert  their  chafe  whilft  we  take  Covert  in  thefe  woods. 

L Exeunt  omnes, 

* 

ACT.  I.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Gillippus,  Hipparchus,  #nd  Souldiers  of  their  party . 

Gillip.lTf  Ollow  Mates,  for  we  have  in  chafe  the  wealth  of  King- 
jj  doras  3 one  whofe  maiden  mine  the  gods  would  dig 
in,  nor  hasher  virgin  earth  been  wounded  yet  for  that  precious  me- 
tal, but  keeps  her  Indies  ftill  unconquer’d  3 if  we  gain  her,  we  need 
fail  no  more  to  find  uncertain  fates  5 (he’s  prize  enough. 

Hippar.  Slip  not  this  opportunity  then 3 you  know  not  how  long 
fortune  will  Court  us  5 which  path  took  fhe  ? 

Gillip.  I know  not  3 let  us  divide  our  felves  3 I’ll  take  this. 

[ Exit  Gillippus. 

Enter  Paufanes,  and  meets  Hipparchus. 

Pauf.  Hipparchus , Hipparchus  3 what  glorious  things  were  thofe 
that  fled  us,  as  if  we  durft  hurt  ’em  ? 

Hippar.  They  were  handfome  women,  man. 

Pauf.  Were  they  but  women  ? 

Hippar.  But  women  ! no,  but  women. What  ail’ft  thou  ? 

QPaufanes  Jlands  with  his  eyes  fix  d on  the  ground. 

Pauf  I’me  fure  they  are  more  then  man  3 for  I never  faw  any  of 
that  lex  that  made  me  tremble,  yet  thefe  did  3 and  with  a cold  fear 
the  memory  dwells  in  my  breaft  ftill. 

Hippar.  What  ? thunder-ftruck  by  a woman  ! courage , man. 

Black 


Ibe  Prif oners. 
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Black  eyes  though  they  lighten  yet  they  do  not  ufe  to  fhrink’bur  He JJ-jak.es 
hearts  in  the  fcabbard.  him. 

Pauf  Thefe  do  not  ufe  to  fight,  do  they  ? If  they  do,  by  all  Hipparchus 

the  gods,  they’le  conquer  me  , oh  Hipparchus,  do  not  mock  my  lau^s> 
mifery  5 but  tell  me,  haft  thou  feen  many  fuch?  are  fuch  formes 
ufual  amongft  ’em  ? this  has  Medufas  power,  in  a beauteous  form, 
and  I am  chang’d  to  weeping  Marble. 

Hippar.  By  this  good  day,  he’s  in  love  $ could  I be  fb,  how  hap- 
py fhould  I be  $ for  I have  been  pretty  lucky  in  the  fex  5 and  could 
I have  lov’d  all  that  I have  lain  with,  what  a (hare  of  heaven  fhould 

I have  had  ? Look  how  he  ftands  now!  Paufancs  ! whatdoft 

mean,  let  fall  thy  weapon  when  thou  purfu’ft  a Wench  ? 

Pauf.  A Wench  ! what’s  that  ? I thought  of  none. 

Hippar.  What  is  a Wench  ? why,  the  greater  part,  and  the  hand- 
fomeft  i and  that  they  are  not  the  better  part  of  woman,  is  yet  to 
be  difputed. 

Pauf.  How  canft  thou  diftinguifh  ’em  ? how  doft  thou  know  a 
Wench? 

Hippar.  How  do  I know  ’em  ? feveral  ways,  but  the  beft  and 
certain’ft,  is  by  feeling  ’em. 

Pauf  But  that  I know  from  our  rocking  in  the  Cradle  it  ftill 
has  been  fo,  I fhould  wonder  how  we  two  came  to  be  friends  5 
ther*s  fuch  contrarieties  even  in  our  natures,  that  both  looking  on 
one  and  the  fame  heavenly  form,  we  fhould  thus  from  the  fame 
fubjed  draw  fuch  different  thoughts  i for  whilft  I was  Philofophy- 
fing  upon  her  diviner  part,  and  preparing  how  to  worfhip  her, 
thou  wert  cafting  to  pollute  her  5 but,  prithee  tell  me,  were  it 
not  better  to  find  thofe  beauties  that  adorn  her,  the  cloathing  of 
a perfed  goddefs,  then  fuch  a falling  image  ? 

Hippar.  Faith,  in  ferious  thoughts  (which  handfome  women 
ought  not  to  be  mingled  with)  worfhip  is  a good  thing;  but  to 

have  them  worfhip  me  I fhould  think  were  better. But,  prithee 

put  off  this  ferious  difeourfe  now  5 this  is  no  time  to  talk  when  we 
have  fuch  prey  in  chafe. 

Pauf  Fare  thee  well  5 but  that  I know  thee  ftout,  faithful  to 
thy  friend  , and  one  that  fpeaks  worfe  of  himfelf  then  any  other 
dares,  I’de  tear  thee  from  my  bofome  5 but  when  I know  this, 
and  how  ftridly  thou  wilt  pay  thy  vows  to  honour,  thou  {halt 
dwell  for  ever  here. 


ACT.  I.  SCEN.  IV. 
Enter  Gillippus,  follorving  Lyfimella, 


Gi^.TTOu  are  very  fair } let  that  remove  your  wonder,  how 

X 1 dare  again  gaze  upon  that  excellence. Why  do  g]n  fnmjs . 

you  frown  ? is  it  your  innocence,  or  your  beauty,  that  you  mi- 
ftruft  ? that  thus  you  arm  your  l'elf  with  anger  to  defend  you  : 

Pray  leave  to  be  an  enemy,  you  fee  that  could  not  proted 
you. 

[g  2 ] Ltftmel. 
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Lyfmtl,  No,  Monfter  } ’tis  not  to  fee  thee  play  thy  part  that 
troubles  me  5 but  to  think  that  heaven  fails  in  hers,  thus  to  leave 
vertue  without  a guard,  while  luft  and  rapine  grow  ftrongin  mif- 
chief  5 as  if  the  innocent  were  created  white,  only  to  be  fit  to  take 
themurtherers  purple. 

He  kpeels*  Gil/ip.  As  you  have  mercy  remove  that  threatning  danger  5 
that  ruine  in  your  curl’d  brow,  and  in  juftice  (which  your  anger 
cannot  know)  weigh  my  aftion  and  crols  fate  together  5 then  call 
to  mind  how  feverely  I was  punifh’d  for  a (ingle  fault,  a fault  that 
my  love  pleaded  for,  but  did  not  excufe  5 and  when  you  have 
found  that  blot  in  my  ftory,  if  you  are  equal  you  muff  confefs  all 
my  life,to  that  hour,  paid  you  an  humble  and  a faithful  fervice,  and 
to  the  King  my  Matter  a ready  hand,  and  a loyal  heart  } nor 
could  he  urge  any  thing  againft  my  pretence  , but  that  I was  born 
his  fubject } yet  that  I could  willingly  have  undergone,  and  all 
things  elfe  but  your  feorn,  which  ttill  left  me  to  my  defpairs,  I had 
elfe  waited  my  fortune , and  not  by  force  attempted  to  have  gain’d 

my  wifhes. Oh  Madam,  had  you  not  bow’d  rne  that  way,  but 

try’dwhatl  could  have  fuffer’d  for  you,  not  from  you,  ’twould 
have  ftarted  your  (oft  foul  to  have  feen  me  fuffer  that  would  through 
a thoufand  hazards  have  courted  your  favour  till  I had  fain  your 
Beauties  Martyr. 


Lyfimel , Away  } thy  oyly  tongue,  nor  bloody  hand  can  prevail, 
thy  flattery  and  thy  force , I am  by  my  refolutions  above  both, 
for  Love  and  his  foft  fire  thou  never  felt’ftit,  nor  know’ft  that  god. 
but  by  the  name  : Thefe  thy  falfe  ftoopings,  conclude  thou  canft 
not  worfhip,  that  thus  durft  again  by  force  attempt  me  > that  heart 
that  truly  loves  nobly  differs-}  and  knows  that  god  of  paffion  is 
to  the  longing  foul  both  the  hunger  and  the  food}  and  if  his  hea- 
ven be  not  reach’d  by  knees,  their  hands  dare  not,  nay  cannot } yet 
may’ll:  thou  live  to  love,  and  me,  I wi(h  it  not  to  glory  in,  but  to 
punifh  thee. 

He  rifes  up.  Gillip.  Are  you  fo  refolv’d  ? then  I’ll  kneel  no  more  } but  frovv- 
ning  gather  all  thy  l'weets } begging  Lovfcrs  teach  women  a way  to 

deny,  which  elfe  they  durtt  not  know (A  (lave  there)  Hippar - 

Enter  a SI  are  chus0  take  to  your  charge  this  fair  folly,  and  as  your  eyes  look  to 
and  Hippar-  her  } let  not  her  face  betray  your  faith 5 away,  I fay,  convey  her 
chus.  to  the  Galley,  there  my  Empire  will  begin.  [ The  Jlave  binds  her. 

Lyfimel.  Think’ftthou  thy  threats  can  fright  me  ? no,  I cannot 
fo  much  doubt  the  care  of  heaven,  as  to  think  that  power,  whole 
providence  confiders  the  fall  of  every  little  Bird,  will  fleep  now, 
and  o’refee  the  ruine  of  a Kingdom  } no,  Monfter,  I defie  thee. 

Gillip.  Away  to  the  Galley}  there,  when  we  have  got  the 
booty,  I’ll  meet  you.  [Exit. 

Hippar.  ’Tis  a lovely  form  } with  what  a feorn  fhe  bears  her 
fortune  ! 

Lyfimel.  Sir,  I am  but  a ftranger  to  you } yet  if  you  durft  difobey 
this  bad  man,  and  give  me  freedom,  I will  not  fay  I can  reward 
fuch  a benefit  } but  I am  certain  I can  be  grateful  5 can  you 

do  it  ? 


Hippar. 
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Hippar.  If  I durft  be  difhoneft,  Madam;,  I think  I could. 

Lyftmel.  Difhoneft,  Sir ! if  it  were  not  mine  own  caufe  I would 
difpute  the  aft } but  fince  ’tis  for  my  felf,  I’ll  urge  no  more , for 
know  I can  with  lefs  pain  be  a prifoner  then  twice  beg  my  free- 
dom ^ obey  him.  Sir. 

Hippar.  With  pain  and  blufhes,Madam,I  (hall.  [They  meet  Pauf. 

Pauf.  Ha!  ’tisfhe,  and  bound,  Hipparchus ! whither  doft  thou 
lead  that  innocence  ? 

Hippar.  Our  Captain  deliver’d  her  to  me,  with  command  to  car- 
ry her  to  the  Galley. 

Pauf.  Hold,  Hipparchus , at  what  price  haft  thou  accepted  this 
unbecoming  office  ? ’tis  not  like  thy  felf  5 the  brave  hunter  dotes 
not  upon  the  quarry  > nor  had  Hipparchus  wont  to  fight  for  lpoil. 

Hippar.  Nor  do’s  he  now  ^ nor  ever  fhall  fo  faulty  a conqueft 
hang  upon  my  name  as  to  make  me  blufh  the  viftory  : She  was  de- 
liver’d me  a pris’ner  by  our  Captain,  as  the  Jewel  of  his  foul  5 and 
(he  can  witnefs  that  to  my  faith  he  left  the  fecuring  her  to  the 
Galley  j and  Paufanes  knows  Hipparchus  dares  not  break  a truft. 

Pauf.  Alas ! thou  miftak’ft  this  fervice  5 for  to  do  this  aft  is 
breaking  truft  with  heaven  3 thou  break’ft  with  the  gods,  thou 
break’ft  with  them  that  gave  thee  credit  for  thy  courage,  and  thine 
honour,  and  fent  thee  forth  their  Souldier  to  fight  for  them  5 and 
this  is  their  day  of  Battle  here’s  the  vertue  on  whofe  fide  thou 
ought’ft  to  bleed,  the  innocence  in  whofe  caufe  they  bid  thee  dye 
to  live  a conqueror  with  them  , now  thou  flyeft,  now  thou  runn’ft 
away  5 Hipparchus  flies,  meanly  vanquifhed,  as  if  by  a pannick  fear 
terror-ftruck,  for  he  is  beaten  by  a miftake,  and  conquers  for  his 
enemy,  while  he  lofes  his  fame  at  home. 

Hippar.  Hold,  what  means  Paufanes  thus  with  injurious  words  to 
wound  his  friend  ? 

Pauf.  I injure  thee!  I wound  Hipparchus ! I throw  a fcandal 
upon  my  friend  ! ye  gods  ftrangely  punifti  Paufanes  when  he 
do’s  fo. 

Hippar.  What  do  you  lefs , when  you  upbraid  me  for  my  faith, 
and  with  art  of  words  labour  to  make  me  appear  faulty  ? as  if  you 
did  not  know  the  law  by  which  we  are  bound  is  not  alike  with 
freemen  } we  are  his  Haves,  and  for  our  loyalty  have  been  re- 
warded with  thefe  priviledges'  above  our  fellows  > #vould’ft  have 
me  kill  the  caufe  of  his  bounty,  andinjuftice,  for  my  treachery, 
become  a Have,  and  make  that  which  was  my  fate  my  punifh- 
ment  ? I tell  thee,  Paufanes , I could  not  be  free  here,  fhould  I do 
this  aft.  [Lays  his  hand  upon  his  breafi. 

Lyftmel.  Defend  me,  ye  powers,  from  this  youth  5 his  honour  s^e  loo^  on 
brings  greater  dangers  then  the  tray  tors  bands.  Sir,  pray  plead  paufaneSo . 
no  more  for  me. 

Pauf.  Thoufee’ft  how  tamely  I have  pleaded,  and  in  calmnefs 
urg’d  my  reafons  5 once  again,  by  our  wounds  and  blood  fo  oft  to-  , 
getherfhed  that  their  mixtures  have  in  their  fall  upon  the  earth 
begot  a kind  of  kindred , by  all  our  miferies  which  ftill  have  been 
ally’d  , by  our  friendfhip  I conjure  thee,  give  me  her  freedom. 

Hippar : 
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Hip.  I fee  thou  hateft  me,  elfe  my  Reafons  would  prevail,  and 
thou  wouldft  leave  to  prefer  a Prisner  or  a Face  before  thy  Friend, 
and  his  faith  given  } and  therefore  know,  though  your  friendfhip 
do  plead,  when  ’tis  thus  wilfully  againft  mine  Honour,  I can  be 

deaf. 

Pauf.  Thou  canft  be  anything,  and  I can  weep  tofinde  it : Ye 
Gods  ! would  I have  us’d  Hipparchus  thus  ? O Heavens ! that 

Hip.  of  as  to  ever  I fhould  call  thee  Friend  ! Hipparchus , ftay  5 I have  one 

go  array ; Argument  ftill  left,  unbinde  her  or  guard  your  felf. 

Panf '.dram.  Hjp  r„fams  I 

Tauf.  Your  Sword. 

Hip.  Hear  me  fpeak. 

Pauf  No  words,  her  freedom  or  your  Sword. 

Hip.  Why  then  I draw  5 and  Paufanes  knows  I will  not  be  beaten 
into  an  opinion  } andlince  thou  haft  drawn  thy  Sword  I will  not 
yield  her,  my  honour  forbids  me.  Thou  art  injurious  to  think  thy 
force  can  prevail  beyond  thy  Reafon  and  thy  friendfhip } for  I tell 
thee,  Paufanes , thy  anger  fhould  not  ftart  me  if  I could  make  thee 
an  Enemy. 

Pauf.  Defend  your  felf.  [They  fight , and  are  both  wounded. 

Hip.  Will  you  yet  give  me  leave  to  be  faithfull  ? 

Pauf.  No,  Hipparchus  hunts  his  will,  not  his  faith. 

Lif.  As  you  have  honour  hold,  and  let  a Virgins  tears  that  fhall 
fall  to  Seas  divide  your  anger  but  till  my  Prayers  can  confirm  your 
friendfhip.  j Here  Hipparchus  gets  Paufanes  down, 

Pauf.  Look  upon  her  tears  and  thefe  wounds,  whofe  anguifh  thy 
friendfhip  not  thy  fword  brings,  and  then  weigh  the  ad  : I would 
thou  hadft  been  ten  Enemies  rather  than  one  Friend,  to  have 
difputed  this  caufe.  ^Hipparchus  difarms  him . 


A C T.  I.  S .CEN.  V. 

/ 

Enter  Gillippus,  Zenon,  and  Souldiers. 

Gil/ip.lkif  Akeall  poffible  fpeed  aboard  with  the  Booty,  they 

IV!  purfue  us  clofe Command  Hipparchus  and  Pau- 

fanes  afhoar  to  guard  us  5 Tell ’em  our  Scouts  are  beaten  in,  and 

the  Kings  party  prefteth  upon  us Ha  ! what  means  this  ? What 

makes  (he  afhoar  ? . 

Pauf.  That  which  thou  canft  not  make  aboard  } fhe  has  made 
an  honeft  man  5 and  if  thou  darft  make  another  fhe  may  have  two 
Friends. 

Gil.  Hipparchus , refolve  this  Riddle. 

Hip.  This  woman  whom  you  gave  to  my  truft  Paufanes  would 
have  releas’d  j and  when  his  Arguments,  as  Friend,  could  not  pre- 
vail, meanly,  he  threw  off  his  faith,  and  by  force  attempted  to 
take  her  from  me. 

Gil.  Slave,  did  I for  this  prefer  thee  when  at  the  Sack  of  Tunis 
thou  becam’ftmy  Prisner,  and  by  thine  own  confeflion wert  a 
thing  without  a name,  and  couldft  neither  from  men  nor  countrey  - 

claim 


T he  Prifoncrs.  rj  ^ 

claim  a being?  now  thy  Treachery  (hall  make  thee  as  dark  an 
Exit  as  thy  bafe  foul  had  entrance. 

Pauf.  I fcorn  thy  threats,  from  this  death  I (hall  begin  to  live  } 
till  now  I lay  wrapp’d  in  ruff;,  and  the  Canker  fed  upon  my  fame  } 
from  this  aft  I (hall  adopt  a name  which  till  this  minute  I defpair’d 
of  fince  that  fatal  day  in  which  old  Perfeus  fell,  in  whom  onely 
liv’d  that  knowledge  we  fo  hunt  for  } and  Hipparchus , if  thou  con- 
tinued: thou’lt  be  afham’d  to  finde.  For  the  bounties  thou  urged:, 

Gillippus , what  were  they  but  making  us  a better  kindeof  Slaves, 
commanded  Commanders,  empaling  our  free  fouls  fo  that  we 
could  employ  but  one  virtue,  ©ur  courage,  fince  we  ferv’d  thee  5 
and  that  has  thrown  us  into  dangers  honour  would  be  afham’d  to 
own,  and  brought  wounds  that  leave  thefe  blufhing  fears.  This, 
when  Hipparchus  has  let  fall  his  paflion,  will  make  him  tremble  to 
finde  he  could  not  fear  but  bleed  for  a Traitor,  and  ftruck  againft  a 
virgins  honour,  and  in  his  rage  fold  his  Friend  to  buy  his  will:  pjeiurns 
Then,  then,  Hipparchus,  the  wounds  thou  now  art  proud  of  will  Lifimelia ' 
hang  upon  thee  with  more  difhonour  than  thy  Chains  } for  me,  I 
fmile  at  the  chance  } for  though  I have  mid:  my  firft  freedom  yet  I 
have  found  my  lad:  wounds. 

Hip.  Ha! 

Gil.  Villain,  haft  thou  not  yet  enough  laid  open  thy  treacherous 
foul  ? Art  not  fatisfy’d  to  be  falfe  thy  felf,  that  thus  thou  labour’d: 
to  fhake  his  try’d  faith  ? Hipparchus , kill  him,  kill  ev’n  his  memo- 
ry, that  the  ingrateful  Slave  may  fall  like  a Dog,and  leave  no  name 

behinde  him yet  hold,  he  {hall. not  dy  fo  nobly,  nor  finde  fuch  The  {laves  of* 

mercy  in  his  fall:  Hipparchus , Strip  the  Slave,  and  upon  a T ree  fa  t0  ^ ^im 
lfretch  the  Traitor’s  body  } there  let  him  hang  alive  like  the  con- 
demn’d fruit  to  the  fruitlels  Tree,  doom’d  thither  to  live  a death  5 - 

and  would  count  that  Murder  that  threw  him  there  Mercy,  if  it 
would  come  and  break  the  fnare. 

Lif.  Bloudy  Villain , dar*ft  thou  command  this  with  a belief 
thou  fhouldft  be  obey’d  ? What  is  he  that  has  fo  much  Hell  about 
him,  that  dares  execute  what  thy  bloudy  rage  impofes  ? 

rauf.  Gentle  Soul,  plead  not  for  Paufanes , nor  grudge  him  this 
glorious  end}  for  now  I fall,  what  I could  not  have  liv’d  with  him. 

Honour’s  fervant. 

Gil.  Away  with  him,  and  fee  it  done  } or  by  the  Gods  he  pulls 
his  own  fate  down  that  dilputes  it. 

[The  Slaves  Jeize  Paufanes,  H'lppar  chus flays  'em. 

Hip.  He  that  trembles  at  death  let  him  dy } ’tisjuft.  Hold 

Sir,witnefs  my  wounds,  I dare  be  loyal}  and  when  my  faith  was 
given  I fwom  through  the  Streights  of  Friendihip  to  ferve  you} 
yet  though  I did  this,  becaufe  my  faith  was  given  , and  Honour 
told  me  I was  in  the  right } Do  not  think  I will  be  fo  faulty  to  my 
. Friend  as  to  ftart  at  your  frown  more  than  his  fword,  or  be  fright- 
ed to  the  Murder  of  my  Brother. 

Gil.  Ha  ! what’s  this  ? 

Hip.  No,  Gillippusj  I have  no  fuch  aguey  courage,  nor  comes  my 
honour  fo  by  fits.  Know,  though  I durft  not  break  my  truft,  yetd 

dare 
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dare  difobey  your  impious  commands : nor  can  you  call  it  Trea- 
chery when  to  your  face  I difavowit:  Frown  not,  for  whilefr  I 
have  mine  old  guide.  Honour,  there’s  no  aft  brings  fo  dark  a hazard 
but  Hipparchus  will  ftrike  a fire  from  it  fhall  light  him  through. 

Gill  Zenon  Gil'  MYRage3  wh'ither  wilt  thou  hurl  me?  Draw,  Mates. 

and  the  (laves  Villains,  though  my  anger  has  loft  her  tongue,  yet  her  hands  are 
draw.  left  ftill  5 and  thofe  in  wounds  fhall  print  on  your  wretched  bodies 
my  Revenge. 

Hip.  There,  defend  thy  felf  5 Fear  not.  Madam,  thefeareour 
Enemies.  [Hip.  returns  Pauf.  his  Sword , they  defend  themfilves. 

Vauf.  Now  I have  my  wifh.  QPauf. Jieps  to  Lyf.  and  unbindes  her3 

Gil.  At  this  rate  take  it.  Gil.  wounds  him. 

Tauf.  Think’ft  thou  I would  not  buy  her  freedom  when  my 
bloud  could  purchafe  it?  Have  I liv’d  as  if  I fear’d  wounds? 
thou  canft  fcarce  be  mine  Enemy  after  this  favour . O that  I 
could  kifs  it,  thou  fhouldft  kill  me  ere  I would  take  my  lips 
from  it. 

Lyf.  For  what  fate  I am  referv’d  I know  not , but  I am  re- 
folv’dto  fhunthis  if  it  be  poflible— — Help,  Rape,  Murder,  Mur- 
der. \_She  runs  out3  and  meets  the  King  her  Brother . 

Enter  the  King3  and  Souldiers3  they  beat  off  Gillippus  and  Zenon, . 
and  take  Hipparchus  and  Paufanes. 

King.  Binde  thefe,  and  purfue  the  reft.  Sifter,  well  met.  Come 
you  along  with  me.  [ Exeunt  ornnes 
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Enter  the  King , Lyfimella,  Philon,  Sortanes,  Cleon,  Hipparchus, 
and  Paufanes  bound , with  a Guard . 

K4VOu  are  my  Sifter,  but  I beg  you  will  urge  me  no  more  3 
j[  thy  foftnefs  was  betray’d,  and  becaufe  they  were  pe- 
nitent thou  thought ’ft  them  innocent  3 I tell  thee,  LyfimeUa3  if  they 
could  have  hop’d  to  have  born  thee  hence  thou  fhouldft  have  feen 
Luftand  Pride  flow  naturally  in  them  5 ’twas  their  fear  made  them 
fawn  3 Away  with  them  to  the  Galley. 

Pauf.  Our  fears  ? 

Hip.  Had  we  fcap’d  misfortunes  till  we  met  fears,  thy  Army, 
King,  might  have  found  a Grave  ere  they  had  feen  us  bound  3 and 
to  let  thee  fee  we  have  no  fhaking  fouls,  this  threatn’d  mifery  fhall 
not  make  us  or  fear  or  fawn  on  thee. 

Pauf.  Peace,  Hipparchus , let  him  foe  us  dy  ere  touch  an  Oar  3 
twill  refolve  him  what  we  dare  do. 

Lyf  Has  my  Brother  loft  all  hisnature?Then  I fhall  not  wonder 
Lhej  offer  to  that  I have  loft  the  intereft  of  a Sifter.  Can  you  be  a King  and  have 
leadHip.and  neither  mercy  nor  juftice?  Farewell  3 henceforth  I may  obey  but 
^ -tif.  away.  ne’re  approve  your  afts  — — Hold,  Sortanes  5 Sir,  look  upon  their 

wounds. 
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wounds  ^ ye  gods ! ought  any  thing  that  chance  owns  make  men  fall 
fo  low  that  we  edeem’em  lels  than  beads]?  See,  they  bleed  dill  3 Can 
you  leave  ’em  like  Dogs  to  lick  thefe  wounds,  whole  ev’ry  drop  of 
bloud,  I can  witnefs,  fell  a facrifice  to  honour : O ’tis  a fault,  a fault 
(I  fear)  the  Gods  will  punilh  5 as  if  men  in  mifery  had  no  fouls,  or 
ilaves  did  not  upwards  look. 

King.  Hold,  Sortanes , unbinde’em.  Sider,  they  are  your  Pri- 
foners,  and  as  you  pleale  difpofe  of  ’em,  and  think  not  my  nature 
cruel,  or  that  I frown’d  upon  them,  for  Kings  do  often  fo  upon 
the  fault  when  they  pity  the  man  3 yet  if  I get  the  head  of  this 
Serpent,  Gillippus , he  fhall  finde  our  judice  with  its  full  weight  but 
we’ll  crulh  him. 

Lyf.  Now  I kneel  to  you.  Sir.1 

King.  What  means  my  Sider  ? Rife,  my  occalions  give  me  leave 
onely  to  lay  Farewell  3 this  accident  has  retarded  me  lome  hours 
beyond  my  refolution.  Till  my  return  my  power  I leave  with 
thee,  my  Sider And  Philon , obey  her  as  my  felf. 

Lyf.  The  Gods  guide  and  blefs  the  King. 

King.  Sortanes , command  the  Officers  aboard,  and  give  order 
the  Galleys  be  all  loofe  with  the  next  Tide.  [Exit  Ki  ng . 

Lyjimel.  Colin  Philon , pray  let  your  care  provide  for  thofe 
men.  t [she  looks  bachjK fie  goes  out.  Exit. 

Pauf.  O Hipparchus , I am  loft  ere  I have  found  my  felf,  and  have 
fought  for  bonds3  Come  my  Friend. 

Hip.  That  title  confirms  my  life  3 for  now  I finde  my  rage  did 
not  dedroy  my  felf,  and  through  thy  wounds'  let  out  thy  friend- 
fhip,  with  joy  I live  to  redeem  my  fault. 

rauf..O Hipparchus ! This  be  my  witnefs,  thy  friendfhip grows 
here,  nor  wert  thou  faulty  at  all  to  me,  nor  do  I want  an  Argu-  ^bey 
ment  for  what  I did  3 thou  hadd  Reafon,  and  I had  Love  to  plead  3 
Love  whofe  power  yet  thou  never  felt’d  3 but  when  thoulhalt 
finde  he  is  undifcern’d  got  in,  and  in  thy  bofom  difplays  his  fiery 
wings,  then  like  me  with  all  that  light  thou’lt  finde  thou  art  i’th' 
dark,  and  thus  doop  to  a willing  yoak,  fighing  for  what  thou 
vvouldd  not  part  with.  Thele,  thele,  Hipparchus , are  the  wounds  I 
fear  3 thofe  the  Sword  makes  are  remedies,  and  if  deep  enough 
bring  a certain  Cure. 

Phil.  This  way,  Gentlemen. 

Hip.  We  lhall  follow.  Sir.  [ Exeunt  omnes. 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Eucracia,  Leucanthe,  Dion,  Gillippus,  Cremnofeild, 

and  Zenon. 

Ze#c.*|^TOble  Gillippus , thus  to  venture  your  felf  and  fortunes 
in  our  hazard  is  an  obligation  we  know  not  how  to  pay  3 
for  the  preparation  you  fpeak  of  brings  our  certain  mine,  if  by 
treaty  we  cannot  appeafe  his  fury. 

Gil.  Pray.  Madam,  from  whence  Ipringshis  anger  } 

r.hj 
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Ettc . ’Tis  juft  you  know  the  caufe  of  this  War  that  thus  venture 
your  felf  into  the  dangers  of  it : this  Iiland  bleft  beyond  our 
Neighbours  with  a fruitful  peace  drew  us  into  a confideration 
how  we  came  to  be  fo  happy  3 and  in  the  fearch  we  found  Ambi- 
tion had  no  dwelling  here:  for  our  cuftome  admits  no  one  man 
chief,  which  kept  all  from  that  fin  : our  Government  is  here  in 
the  hand  of  a Prieft  and  Judge,  which  are  chofen  by  lot,  not  facti- 
on 5 and  their  power  remains  to  them  during  life,  if  they  obey  our 
Laws 3 the  breach  of  one  of  which  Laws  has  begot  this  danger  3 
for  when  our  Predeceflors  made  their  vow  to  peace,  a Law  was 
then  enaded  to  prohibit  our  taking  Arms  but  in  our  own  de- 
fence. 

Leuc.  This  Law  the  King  credits  not  3 for  when  we  return’d  it 
as  the  Reafon  that  forbad  us  to  yield  that  aid  to  him  he  then  im- 
plor’d ,s  he  fay  s we  urg’d  it  but  to  hide  our  Treachery,  and  con- 
cludes we  afiifted  his  Enemy  becaufe  we  would  not  fight  for  him  3 
fo  that  now  having  labour’d  through  that  ftorm  that  threatn’d  Si- 
cily his  rage  bends  this  way. 

Dion.  And  at  a time  when  we  have  neither  Arms  nor  Counfel 
to  defend  us:  now.  Madam,  the  punifhments  your  Fathers  have 
call’d  down  purfue  us  baniftfd  for  abufing  the  Oracle  and  truft 
repos’d  in  them.  Theagines  being  chief  Judge  and  Memnon  chief 
Prieft  of  this  Ifland,  their  Counf  el  and  your  Brothers  fwords  were 
aids,  which  we  (hall  beft  finde  when  to  our  defpairs  we  feel  the 
want. 

Cretan . Yet  let  us  not  quit  our  felves  when  we  muft  fall  3 the 
dearer  wc  fell  our  lives  the  greater  fame  will  wait  us  3 nor  have 
our  men  forgot  to  fight,  though  we  have  left  to  invade.  . 

Gil.  Spoke  like  a Souldier:  How  is  the  Town  fortifi’d  towards 
the  Harbour  ? for  there  your  danger  will  begin. 

Cremn.  ’Tis  no  regular  Fortification,  yet ’tis  in  defence. 

Gil.  Madam,  I beleech  you  remove  your  fears,  they  are  ill  omens 
here  : Speak,  Courage,  you  know  not  what  Miracles  we  may  ad  5 
the  night  comes  on  apace,  pray  retire  to  your  reft,  while  Cremno - 
feld , Dion  and  my  felf,  go  fet  the  Watch  ,and  provide  for  the  enter* 
tainment  of  thefe  (dangers  that  come  fo  rudely  without  in- 
viting. 

Enc.  We’ll  go  and  joyn  our  ftrength  of  prayer  with  our  Arms, 
which  I hope  will  proted  us,though  they  fail  to  conquer  them. 

Gil.  I’ll  but  order  my  Galleys  to  joyn  with  yours,  and  be  ready 
in  the  Harbour  to  board  ’em  as  they  come  ftragling  in,  then  I’ll 
meet  you  upon  the  Guard. 

Dion.  Eucratia  is  the  Word  to  night.  Farewell.  [ Ex. all  but  Gil. 

Gil.  Farewell,  (hallow  Fools.  Think  ye  Gillippus  will  fell  his 
bloud  for  airy  honour  ? No,  ’tis  Revenge  or  the  fatisfying  fome 
other  Luft  engages3me  therefore, 1*11  to  my  Galley,  and  while  this 
dark  proteds  us  command  Zenon  to  lanch  from  the  Harbour, and  in 
a little  Creek  ly  loofe  and  undifcover’d  with  his  Galley,  ’tis  wif- 
dom  to  fecure  a Retreat  3 nor  will  I again  put  my  happincls  in  the 
power  of  Slaves,  whofe  Treachery  wrack'd  my  foul,  and  depriv’d 
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me  of  the  pleafures  I had  promis’d  to  my  felf,  in  the  embraces  of 
the  fair  LyfimeUa  : but  thefe  faces  have  remov’d  that  pain  5 for  he 
that  like  me  loves  beauty,where  e’re  he  meets  it  lows  his  Love,  and 
when  he  enjoys  it  reaps  his  Miftrefs. 

A C T.  II.  S C E N.  III. 

Enter  Lylimella,  <*»^Philon. 

Lyf.  T T 7 As  the  Fleet  within  fight  of  Land  this  morning? 

Phil.  V V Yes,  Madam,  they  hung  about  the  Ifle  of  Afinara 
thefe  four  days,  kept  back  by  contrary  Windes. 

Lyf.  When  returns  the  Galley  that  came  from  my  Brother? 

Phil.  This  Tide  (he  puts  off. 

Lyf.  This  opportunity  then  will  advance  my  Defign.  Have  you 
fitted  thofe  Prifoners  with  a Difguife  ? 

Phil.  Yes,  Madam. 

Lyf.  Hark,  what’s  that,  a Lute  ? Are  they  mufical  ? 

Phil.  One  of  ’em  plays  and  fings. 

Lyf  Prithee,  let’s  hear. 

A Song. 

FOnd  Paufanes,  let  not  thy  Love  afire 
To  a.  hope  of  corning  higher  : 

Brit  let  thy  faith  grow  under  a Cloud 
Of  being  not  allow'd. 

And fill  purfue  thy  Love  till  Jhe  like  well 
7o  know  it , but  then  not  tell  : 

Next  thy  care  mull  be^fie  not  perceive 
Thou  believ’fi  fi’has  given  leave  : 

Thy  love  and  fuffrings  thus  being  humbly  told , 

And  not  ajigh  too  bold , 

Nor  with  a look.fi  eal^,  or  let  a fear  be  proud 
To  be  difeernd , left  thou  love  too  loud. 

While  ft  fairly  thus  thou  do' ft  thy  love  purfue , 

Pretending  nothing  due  : 

Who  knows  but  that  in  time  her  heart  may  grow 
To  wifh  thee  well  whether  fie  will  or  no  .<? 

B)  fuch  foftfieps  as  thefe  and  fow  degrees > 

And  ever  on  his  knees -, 

Paufanes  fill  fiall  approach  his  blifs0 
But  not  come  necr  enough  to  mifs  : 

. . But  at  a diftauce  look^and  love  , 

And  fee  Lyfimella/kr  above  : 

Tet  not  wifi  her  defending  to  my Jenfe}] 

Or  hope  of  meeting  but  by  influence , 
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Exit  Philon.  Lyfimel.  Call  him  hither. Now,  Lyflmellat.  arm  thyfelf  with 

refolution,  that  thy  Tex  may  not  ft  ill  be  call’d  weak,  nor  thou 
yield  to  thy  paflion,  left  this  god  in  a cloud  deceive  thee,  and  force 
thee  with  his  yieldings } he  fings  his  a&ions,  and  afts  his  opinions, 
which  makes  him  a dangerous  friend  here  5 he’s  one  that  bold- 
ly dares , yet  humbly  loves  3 he  ftruck  his  Mafter  , and  bow’d 
to  me  5 and  when  his  rage  had  fill’d  his  eyes  with  fire,  he  fighing 
turn’d,  and  looking  this  way  , in  languifhing  ftreams  quench’d 
their  riling  flames. Oh  power  of  honour  ! that  makes  this  gal- 

lant in  him,  and  honour  in  me  not  to  return  his  love  5 it  ftartsme 
to  find  honour  pleas’d  ftill  to  confound  our  Reafon  5 and  impole 
upon  us  an  obedience  to  her  Laws,,  when  Nature  and  Reafon  plead 
againft  it  j but  fee,  they  come. 

ACT.  II.  SCEN.  I V.-rr-’ 

Enter  Philon,  with  Hipparchus  and  Paulanes,  like 
common  Souldiers. 

r e ' * ■>. 

He  fees  Lyfi-  ?aHf  FA0  thou  fpeak,  while  I colled  my  felf  y yet  do  not,  why 
mella  and  m.J  fhould  I refufe  by  mydiforder  to  fpeak  her  power  ? if 
her  woman.  {fie  deferve  my  love,  I’me  certain  (he  may  command  my  fears  5 nor 
is  it  a difhonour  to  (hake  here,  ’tis  not,  I tell  thee,  Hipparchus , it  is 
not y thefe  are  valiant  fears,  and  I’ll  fpeak  to  her  even  what  my 
heart  fends  out  5 for  by  my  life,  all  that  I refolvedkif  I have  quite 
forgot. 

Hippar.  But  do  not  rafhly  tempt  her  to  a fcorn. 

Pattf.  Scorn ! Oh  no,  Hipparchus  ! if  ever  her.loftnefs  hath  felt 
Loves- power  fhe  knows  his  proper  language  is  free  proij^and 
their  diftradions  wrap  the  powerfull’ft  truth}  confin’d  Veiw tells 
us  they  are  too  much  themfelves,  nor  is  he  afflided  who  can  com- 
pofe  his  fufierings. -See  where  fhe  ftands.  [7 hey  kneel. 

Lyfimel.  Rile,  your  freedom  is  the  bounty  of  another,  and  the 
thanks  not  due  to  me  5 I fent  for  you  to  tell  you  my  Brother  is 
now  upon  adelign.for  Sardinia^  but  has  been  ftaid  by  crofs  winds, 
fo  that  you  may  o’retake  him  ere  he  lands,  in  a Galley  which  this 
morning  is  bound  for  him,  and  in  this  dilguife  ftriking  on  his  party 
unknown , pay  his  bounty. 

Hippar.  Arm  us.  Madam,  and  you  lhall  hear  how  deep  we’ll 
plow,  how  thick  we’ll  low  their  wounds  too  , but  we’ll  reap  the 
honour,  my  miftake  has  loft  me  in  ftriking  againft  your  virtue  j 
and  now  we  are  friends  fo  that  Paufanes  and  Hipparchus  undivided 
draw,  I think  we  lhall  not  eafily  be  o'recome,  for  give  me  leave 
to  fay  we  are  not  often  conquered  but  by  our  felves  : and  then 
though  Paufanes  bev.idor,  Hipparchus  triumphs. 

Pauf  We  can  be  grateful,  Madam,  though  not  fortunate. 

LyJ.  That’s  my  Q^pray,  let  me  be  thankful  too,  left  you  think  l 
iZibhe  3Cjml Can  onty  coun^^  it: within  this  Cabinet  I believe  is  in  value  as  much 
•tferTit  to  as  my  Per^on  would  have  yielded  at  a Mart, if  it  be  left,  ’tis  the  mo- 
Hipparchus,  deft  option  I ought  to  have  of  mine  own  worth  makes  me  faulty 
\ in 
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in  the  fnm  $ for  any  other  consideration  take  this  too.  She  gives 

Hippar.  ’Tis  juft,  Madam,  that  you  throw  this  fcorn  on  me  } fo?  him  a chain* 
I confefs  the  fault  look’d  as  if  I had  fought  for  money  : which  opi- 
nion my  refufal  now  I hope  will  remove. 

Lyf.  Pray  take  it } why  Should  you  receive  wounds  for  me? 

Hippar.  I do  not  let  my  felf  out  to  dangers,  nor  is  it  my  trade  to 
fight  : wounds  and  blood  are  neither  my  daily  labour  nor  the 
fweat  of  my  brow } they  are  honours  and  pay  themfelves  : if  I have 
courage,  Visa  gift  the  gods  Sent  me  freely,  and  as  their  bleffing 
freely  I’ll  difpenSe  it. 

Lyf.  Your  pardon.  Sir,  I meant  no  injurious  upbraiding,  for 
by  my  life  I do  not  think  you  faulty  : if  you  will  not  be  rewarded, 
yet  give  me  leave  to  fupply  your  wants. 

Hippar.  I kifs  your  charity. 

Lyf.  What  to  give  him  I know  not  5 Oh  unequal  Law,  that 
binds  us  women,  and  forces  me  to  let  him  perifh,  becaufe  I know 
how  to  fave  him  ! I mutt:  not  Stay,  I know  y’are  friends,  and  what 
the  one  has  is  but  the  others  Shore,  I wiSh  ye  may  be  fortunate. 

My  laSh  words,  e’re  I knew  what  you  were. 

Fauf.  O Shay  ! unbind  me  ere  you  go  5 and  hear  my  foul  labour’d 
with  admiration  of  your  beauties  5 but  Since  I was  bleft  with  know- 
ledge of  your  diviner  part,  all  your  adhs  from  honour  fprung  have 
collected  thofefparkes  your  eyes  kindled  5 and  th 'are  blown  to  a 
flame  here,  here  it  burns,  and  though  this  Altar  (divineft)be  built 
upon  the  meaneft  earth,  fcorn  it  not } for  my  offering  Shall  be.  of 
the  pureSt  love  j and  my  Sighs  Shall  conShant  incense  breathe. 

Lyf.  What  thou  might’Sh  have  done  I know  not  f,  but  Line  fure 
thou  canSh  not  now,  thou  haft  faid  too  much  : Go  fight,  fight,  for 
thou  know'ft  not  how  to  love.  Oh  woman,  woman,  woman 
Still  ! [_Speaks  afide. 

Fauf.  Not  love ! what  Stranger  then  is  this  that’s  got  in  here, 
and  wanders  fo  to  feck  $ not  love  ! ’tis  he  or  cowardize  crept  in, 
no  third  caufe  can  beget  the  fears,  the  tremblings  I labour  with  5 
Oh  ! teach  me  how  to  know  him. 

Lyf.  That  Stranger  when  thou  meet’ft  him  at  the  eye  thou  wilt 
find  he  is  conceiv’d  in  fire,  and  in  an  inftant  grows  to  perfect  form  5 
thence  in  fullnefs  of  time  he  takes  his  birth  into  the  heart  which  is 
his  world  5 there  if  he  prove  a healthy  love  he  lives  in  Silence, 
the  tongue  has  no  part  ’ith  birth  of  gallant  loves  5 nor  are  they  long 
liv’d  that  make  their  Exits  that  way  -7  the  true  births  of  love  know 
no  delivery.  But  where  they  took  their  life  through  the  eye,  this 
is  love : thine  a Short-liv’d  paSSion,  I fear.  (I fear  fpoke  afide. 

Fauf.  My  paflions  are  no  faults , Madam  , when  I matter  ’em  5 
when  we  do  not  ferve  them  we  command  admiration  } or  Should  I 
yield  to’em,  could  any  paffion  be  unbecoming  that  has  fo  beauti- 
ful a cauSe  as  the  fair  llyjimella^ who(I  fear)has  been  us’d  to  fuch  He- 
catombs of  hearts,  that  my  Single  one  being  but  a Slaves  might  well 
be  fcorn’d  at  your  Shrine  ^ yet  if  you  be  that  power  that  my 
thoughts  have  worfhip’d,you  mutt  confefs  he  that  offers  all,  though 
a beggar,  facrifices  equal  to  a King.  O turn  not  from  me,  but  be  She  turns 

like  an'aJ’ 
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like  thofe  gods  you  bow  to,  which  though  they  give  and  guard 
our  flocks,  yet  accept  a Lamb. 

Lyf.  Plead  no  more,  if  thou  lov’ft  thou  wilt  prefer  me  5 Imuft 
not,  dare  not  underlfand,  I am  too  much  a party  to  hear  him 
plead. 

Pauf.  O do  not  ihew  the  feveral  ways  you  have  to  wound  : may 
the  fire  for  ever  inhabite  in  thofe  eyes,  but  do  not  in  frowns  dart  it 
this  way. 

Lyf.  Begone  then.  And  confider  what  thou  fueft  for,  a (lave 
by  his  paffion  crowned,  and  a Princefs  by  her  inthron’d. 

Pauf.  Do  but  believe  I love,  ’tis  all  I beg  5 ftrike  me  heayen,  if 
I havefb  faulty  a wifh  as  to  attempt  the  unfhrining  fuch  a power, 
or  would  live  to  fee  your  beauty  fall  from  this  vaft  national  ador’d 
condition,  to  make  them  my  petty  houfhold  god.  O fay  f do 
you  believe  I love  ? 

Lyf.  Yes,  yes  > I believe  and  fear. 

Tauf.  O continue  that  friendly  faith  5 I’ll  at  a diftance  kneel,  for 
’tis  a wealth  I’ll  pray  for,  fight  to  keep,  and  weep  to  part  with  : 

’ and  if  that  way  of  obtaining,  that  way  of  keeping,  and  this  fenfe  of 
lofs  ask’d  with  a whole  heart,  and  with  a whole  heart  defended, 
but  parted  from  with  a broken  one,  can  confirm  it,  all  joys. 

[ fheinpajfion  interrupts  him , and  in  difdain 
fpeaky,  and  leaves  him. 

Lyf.  Peace,  be  gone*  Lyfmella  colled  thy  felf,  for  thou  art  loft* 
O ye  gods,  would  ye  had  given  more,  or  that  I had  known  lefs  of 
honour.  . [Yauhnesjtarts  again. 

Pauf.  Hipparchus , my  friend,  I find  my  mifery,  and  conjure  thee 
that  if  thou  out-live  us,  fteal  fome  of  my  afhes  into  her  Urne,  that 
in  our  earth  being  become  equal  we  may  become  one.  [Exit. 

Hippar.  This  is  ftrange,  yet  ’tis  the  beft  kind  of  anger } and  the 
(form  is  to  friend,  if  I can  judge  a woman.  [Exit. 


ACT.  III.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  the  King,  4»^Eumenes,  Sortanes,  Paufanes  and  Hippar- 
chus, with  their  frvords  drawn. 

Alarm.  King.Tf  Vmencs , now  theSouldiers  are  landed  let  ’em  be  drawn 
|_  j into  Battalia } we’ll  charge  this  inftant,  and  not  give  ’em 
leave  at  land  to  colled  their  lofs  at  lea. 

Eum.  They  were  G H/spp  vs’ sGaUies  that  boarded  us } yeti  faw 
not  the  Pluto  there  ^ her  brazen  Prow  had  wont  with  the  earlieft  to 
bathe  in  blood  her  Proferpine. 

King.  That  injury  hath  brought  fome  fuel  to  my  rage,  to  fee 
they  have  given  harbour  to  that  traytor,  that  twice  has  attempted 
the  rape  of  my  Sifter  5 and  in  advowance  of  his  fault,  in  his  Prow 
he  wears  the  hellifh  prefident  for  that  black  deed. 

Eum.  Lofe  no  timekthen,  but  while  th’are  fcatter’d  with  their 
, dangers. 


7 be  Pr  if  oners.  63 

dangers,  and  their  fears  ftrike  for  us,  let  us  bring  that  juftice  their 
treacheries  have  call’d  down. 

King.  Away,  every  man  to  his  charge. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Hipparchus  and  Paufanes. 

Pauf  Oh  Hipparchus,  the  joy  to  find  Gillippus  here  has  difpers’d 
all  my  fad  thoughts.  Ye  powers  that  rule  our  fates ! if  Panfanes 
have  any  of  you  to  friend,  give  me  Gillippus , this  day,  within  my 
fwords  reach.  [ Alarm . 

Hippar.  So,  now  my  friend  fpeaks  likehimfelf^  and  when  thou 
ftrik’ft  not  at  thy  felf , thou  ftand’ft  fafe 3 but  hark^,  we  muft  Alar^i  /liti, 
away.  [Exeunt. 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  Gillippus,  Eucratia,  Leucanthe,  Dion^ 
and  Cremnofield. 

Gillipf T^His  is  no  time  to  talk  now  > they  have  begirt  the  Town, 

X and  will  inftantly  attempt  toftorm  it,  the  immediate 
danger  calls  for  refiftance,  not  counfel  3 Dion , go  you  to  the  gate 
that’s  next  the  harbour  5 and,  Cremnofield , take  you  the  charge  of 
the  Princefs's  perfons  5 I’ll  to  that  Port  againft  which  the  Rings 
Standard  is  advanc’d  3 if  we  muft  fall,  let  us  not  go  out  faintly. 

Eucratia  and  Leucanthe . The  gods  protect  us.  [ Exeunt  omnes , 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  III. 

Enter  Paufanes  and  Hipparchus,  Paufanes  wounded . 

P^’TWas  Gillippus  } he  fled,  and  left  me  to  the  multitude  § 

X Oh  Hipparchus, urfue  the  chafe,  and  if  thou  overtak’ft 
him,  thou’lt  find  the  coward  imbofs’d  with  running  from  me  $ if 
thou  canft  fet  him  up.  Bay  him  till  I come  3 and  as  thou  lov’ft  me, 
let  me  not  lofe  the  honour  of  his  fall. 

Hippar.  Are  you  fure  he’s  this  way  ? 1 , ■ 

Pauf.  Yes,  yes  3 I’me  certain ’twas  he.  [Exeunt. 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  IV. 

\ 

Enter  Gillippus  alone . 

Gimp/  | 'Hey  have  forc’d  the  Town,  and  there’s  no  hope  of 
X fafety,  unlefs  I can  recover  my  Galley,  S’death  3 1 am 

accurs’d  of  late  3 I hunt  nothing  but  unprofitable  wounds. Enter  ^£u" 

Ha ! Leucanthe , the  Princefs ! as  I could  wifh  3 yet  if  fortune  ” 

would  frnile , here  were  a prize  would  heal  all  my  unlucky 
wounds. 

Leucan.  Oh  Gillippus , ware  loft , our  lives , our  honours  and 
our  gods,  fubjeft  to  the  rage  of  the  common  Souldier. 

Gillip * 
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Giliq.  Will  you  venture  then  to  follow  me>  if  we  can  gain  the. 
Port  I have  a Galley  may  fecure  you.  / 

leucan.  Oh  guide  me  5 which  way,  noble  Gillippus  .<? 

Gil/ip.  Come  Xenon,  follow,  for  there’s  no  abiding  here  j^ell 
I think  fights  on  their  fide,  for  ’twas  nothing  lefs  then  a devil  that 
forc’d,  and  then  purfu’d  me  through  our  Guard  s-i  Bylfay  it  felf, 
he  ftruck  as  fure  as  if  he  had  been  the  fate  he  brought 3 my  flight 
could  fcarce  out-ftrip^his  conqueft.  [A  noife  within, follow, follow. 
Xenon.  They  purfue  us  ftill  } away,  lofe  no  time.  [ Ex.omnes . 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  V. 

Enter  King,  and  Eumenes. 


King. '"■  “'His  way,  this  way,  Eumenes,  the  gallant  Reapers  went  > 
J fure  by  this  their  fickles  are  dull’d,  and  their  hands 
weary  with  griping  fuch  full  vidory  5 when  the  word  was  given 
they  charg’d  through  their  fellows  , and  like  lightning  fcal’d  and 
leap’d  the  wall,  where  once  entred,  cowards  lofe  not  fafter  then 
they  gain’d  ground  5 I was  amaz’d  to  fee  their  charge,  'twas  as  if 
they  had  flown,  not  fought  for  conqueft. 

Eum.  They  are  not  cloath’d  proper  for  the  Parts  they  Ad  3 ei- 
ther their  honour  or  condition  is  mifplac’d. 

King.  If  they  furvive,  this  day,  inquire ’em  out,  and  then, 
when  we  can  reward  we’ll  admire,  now  we’ll  aflift  the  work. 

[ As  the  King  and  Eumenes^o  off,  they  meet  Leucanthe, 
Gillippus,  and  Zenon. 

Gillip.  Ha  ! the  King  ! fly  Madam,  hafte  to  my  Galley  and  fave 
your  felf.  [The  King  and  Gillippus/gTtf , and  Eumenes  and 

Zenon,  Gillippus  wounded,  Zenon  quits  the 
Stage,  Gillippus  throws  hisfword  at  the  King, 
and\counterfeiting  falls,  the  Ring  leaves  him , 
and  purfue  s Leucanthe. 

King.  Thou  (halt  not  long  impeach  my  ftay  3 do  you  ftare  ? 

Gillip.  Hell  take  thee.  [Exit  the  King. 

Enter  Eumenes  and  Zenon. 


Zenon  dif. 
covers  hvm~ 
felf. 


Eum.  What  have  you,  at  length,  found  daring  to  look  upon  the 
dangers  ? is  the  dead-doing  Xenon,  (o  fam’d  for  his  bold  deeds  ? 

Xenon.  Yes  Eucmenes,  Pelius  dares,  though  Xenon  durft  not 3 
do’s  the  name  of  Pelius  ftart  thee  ? know,  falfe  man,  all  thy  dar- 
ings cannot  proted  thee  from  the  juftice  this  brings , for  the  inju- 
ries thou  didft  me  during  the  Treaty  here,  when  thou  fought’ft  aid 
for  thy  ambitious  Mafter. 

Eum.  What  ad  of  mine  during  that  time  were  you  con- 
cern’d in. 

Xenon.  Haft  thou  forgot  the  fair  Xenonia  ? methinks  the  half  l 
borrow,  for  my  dilguife,  from  that  name,  Ihould  prompt  thy  foul 
to  a remembrance  of  the  vows,  the  falfe  vows  thou  mad’ft  her. 

Eum. 
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, Ennt.  Falfe  vows  > 

1 Ztnon . Yes,  boafting  her  the  conqueft  of  thy  vanity  5 when 
with  thy  perjur’d  breath  thou  begg’ft  for  that  thou  valu’dfl  not* 
meerly  to  affront  my  pafiion  which  purfu’d  her  with  all  thole 
truths  of  love,  thou  feignedft  $ yet  never  reap’d  a harveft  for  all 
my  pains.  But  this  is  not  the  injury  that  wakes  my  anger  5 ’tis  thy 
(corn,  not  thy  love  of  her  engages  me  to  think  it  Ihould  be  in  any 
mortals  power  to  fcorn  that  deity  which  I facrifice  to. 

Ennt.  How  do  you  know  I fcorn  her  ? 

Xenon.  Say  thou  dolt  not  $ fay  thou  wilt  return  and  pay  thole 
vows  of  love,  and  by  all  our  gods  I’ll  kneel  to  thee  i for  if  thou’lt 
love  again  (although  my  Rival)  her  love  lhall  guard  thee,  and 
from  henceforth  thou  (halt  be  my  friend  $ but  if  thou  proceed  thus 
to  triumph  in  her  miferies  (whole  pains  I feel,  though  Ihe  be  infen- 
ble  of  mine)  thou  (halt  find,  though  I cannot  intreat  her  love,  yet 
I can  force  Revenge  from  her  darkeft  Caves. 

Eum,.  What  do’s  Felius  lee  about  Eumenes , that  he  Ihould  take 
him  fora  fool  or  coward  $ thus  to  think  I would  trull  a Rival,  or 
fear  an  enemy  ? and  now  I know  the  reafon  of  thy  hate,  if  thou 
ftiouldft  fwear  thou  art  my  friend,  I'de  tell  thee  thou  lielt  5 if  mine 
enemy,  why,  I do  not  care. 

Xenon.  Do  you  Height  my  profer’d  friendlhip  ? do  you  believe 
this  language  ? [They  fight. 

Eum.  Yes,  I underlland  it,  and  you  lhall  find  it  by  the  anfwer 
I’ll  make.  T Eumenes  wounded  falls. 

Xenon.  This  ring  washers,  and  lhall  witnefslhave  punilh’d  his 
fallhood. Gillippus  wounded  ! [ Enter  Gillippus. 

Gillip.  Yes,  Xenon , but  not  llain,  and  yet  the  King  llruck 
home  5 I found  ’twas  folly  to  refill  his  force,  unlels  I could  have 
conquer’d  his  whole  Army  $ and  therefore  wifely  I preferv’d  my 
felf  for  better  days. —Saw’ll  thou  the  Princels  Leucanthe  lince  ? 

Xenon.  Yes,  file’s  fled  toward  the  Well-port, 

Gillip.  Who’s  this?  Eumenes  fain!  well,  purlii  eLeucanthe,  gen- 
tle Xenon  $ and  if  thou  findll  her  tell  her  of  my  efcape,  fay  thou 
left’ll  me  aboard  the  Galley  5 and  if  Ihe  know  not  where  her  Siller 
Eucratia  is,  tell  her  file’s  with  me,  who  negligent  of  her  own  dan- 
ger impatiently  experts  her  coming  to  the  Galley,  where  I'll  go 
and  wait  your  coming.  [Exit. 

Xenon.  Yes,  I’ll  go,  but  not  to  aflill  thy  treachery,  yet  I’ll  bring 
her  if  I can  , file  has  an  intereft  in  Xenonia  > and  if  I can  thus  bring 
her  into  dangers,  my  protection  of  her  hopour  will  endear  me  to 
her  > and  lb  engage  her  to  be  my /friend  toZf  nonia0  the  thoughts 
of  whom  my  foul  will  ever  labour  with.  [Exit, 

ACT.  III.  SCEN.  VI. 

Enter  Paufanes  and  Procles,  having  both  hold  on  Eucratia. 

v j 

Pauf.T  TNhandher. 

Frocks.  She's  my  priloner,  and  I will  not  lofe  her. 

Li] 
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Tauf.  Dar’ft  thou  be  a Souldier  and  fpeak  that  fahhood  > 

Troc . I firft  feiz’d  her,  and  I’ll  keep  her. 

Tauf  Had  thine  age  been  able  to  have  kept  flight  with  me,  thou 
fhouldft  have  feen  me  hunt  her  through  the  ftreights  of  a thou- 
fand  wounds,  and  mow  down  all  the  weeds  that  grew  about  her  5 
yet  then,  then  this  Laurel  protected  by  her  own  virtue  flood  fafe 
in  the  midft  of  all  that  Lightning } and  let  me  tell  thee,  the  fame 
caufe  that  kept  me  from  laying  violent  hands  upon  her  makes  me 
fpare  thee  3 ’tis  a reverence  that  in  fome  meafure  thy  filver  hair? 
command. 

Troc.  Idefiethee  and  thy  naked  Chin,  Talker  3 this  plead  for 
me,  nor  fltalt  thou  flnde  a gray  Coward  here  3 Binde  her,  and  then 
we’ll  dilpute  whofe  (he  is. 

Tauf.  Binde  her  ! Look  upon  her,  and  then  tell  me  on  which 
part  of  that  divine  form  thou  dar’ft  hang  a Chain. 

Troc.  I’ll  difpute  no  more,  unhand  her,  (he’s  my  Prifoner  or  but 
Earth.  [He  offers  to Jlab  her. 

Tauf.  Remove  from  her  breaft  that  threatn’d  danger,  or  by  our 
Cods  thou  art  Earth. 

Troc.  Think’ft  thou  Procles  will  quit  his  aged  Honours  for  fear 
of  a Boy  proud  in  his  firft  wounds  ? • 

Tauf.  Boy,  nay  then  defend  thee.  [They  fight. 

Euc.  I know  not  too  which  is  guiltieft,  but  I can  ill  preferve 
.mine.  own.  * QfxztEuc. 

Tauf  She’s  gone,  there’s  fomething  whifpers  to  me,  Protedt  her  3 
I’ll  follovv  her— — There,  take  thy  Sword,  I will  not  rob  thy  age  in 
thy  fall.  . S ;-<v.  1 Syr  >■,-  ■ [Exit  PauC 

Troc.  I thank  thee,  and  may  thine  be  no  lefs  fortunate  than  this 
ha§  beeafand  thou  buy  thy  Honours  at  a cheaper  rate.  [Dies. 


' c . Enter  Paufanes  hanging  about  Hipparchus  nec^ 

mounded  and  fainting. 


Enter  Zen. 
and  Leuc, 


Tauf  Had.  i liv’d  to  have  finifh’fl  my  Revenge  on  that  Traitor 
Gil/ippusi,  and  from  his  bofom  torn  the  knowledge  of  our  felves, 
which  iu  a golden  Relick  the  Tyrant  \years  about  his  neck,  and 
ftill  with  threatn’d  lofs  would  awe  us  to  our  faith, then  ^Hipparchus, 
I.  could  have  dy’d  in  peaee. 

, Hip.  W hither  did  you  go  to  finde  thefe  wounds } 

, Tauf  Inpujfuit  of  the  ^ue  Eucratia^  f follow’d  hyr  through  all 
her  iiuferies^but  not  with  intent  to,  adAto  thetn,  but  to  guard  her 
from  the  raging  luft  of  the  commpn  jSftvfldier,.  till  at  length  fome 
of  her  party  met  us,  and  to  them  I owq  the-fe  wounds. 

Hip.  This  diforderly  poflefiing  the  Town  will  mine  usf  the 
wounds  we  receivd  fince  the  Conqaefl  are  more  than  we  got  in 
the  Attempt}  the  Cowards  fears  have  in  their  defpair  ftruck  deeper 
wounds  than-  their  courage  knew  how  to  deal.  t 

Zenon.  This  way,  Madam. 

Leuc.  O Zenon , Hafte,  I know  not  which  I fly  to  wjth  greatefi 
zeal,  my  Sifter  or  my -fafety  y Is  it  far  ^ 

Zenon. 
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Xenon.  If  you  can  pafs  the  Port  y’are  fafe.  Ha ! 

Hip.  Stand,the  Word  ? 

Xenon . The  Word  ! Death,if  thou  refufe  us  paffage. 

Leuc.  Or  a Virgin’s  thine  for  ever,  if  thou  dar’ft  letmyinno- 
cence  efcape  this  ruine.  O fpeak,  Death  and  Difhonour  pu'rfue  us 
clofe.  O fpeak.  Sir  3 Shall  I pafs  ? 

QHip.  is  furprizld  with  Leucanthes  beauty,  dndjlands  amaz'd* 

Hip.  Pafs ! Yes,  fair  one,  I dare  let  you  pafs,  and  through  all  ha- 
zards ferve  you  3 O Faufanes , live  to  counfel  me  3 fomething  like 
thy  defeription  I feel  here.  [Speaks  afide  to  Paufanes, 

Xenon.  Shall  we  pafs,  or  no  ? 

Hip.  Smooth  your  brow,  your  frowns  will  make  no  way  here. 

Xenon.  My  Sword  fhall  then. 

Hip.  No,  Z eno,n,  thou  know’ff  it  never  could  when  Hipparchus 
deny’d  thee  paffage. 

Xenon.  Ha  ! Hipparchus  ! 

Hip.  Yes,  Xenon , Hipparchus 3 who  to  let  this  Lady  fee  how  much 
be  dares  do  in  her  caufe,  he  will  not  onely  give  her  a paffage,  but 
with  it  all  his  peace  of  minde,  and  do  thou  thank  her  for  this  San- 
ctuary 3 for  were  it  not  that  thou  hadft  taken  hold  on  that  Altar 
the  Murder  of  Eumenes  here  I would  have  punifh’d  5 but  fuch  is 
the  power  of  that  Deity  that  I can  defer  my  hate,  nay,  forgive 
thee,  if  fhellconfefs  thy  Sword  or  Faith  hath  facrific'd  ought  to 
her  deliverance.  ' 

Leuc.  He  has,  he  has,  and  he  onely  can  guide  me  to  a hope  of 
fafety.  Gentle  youth,  the  Gods  reward  thee — Hark,  I am  purfu5d? 
if  thou  half  power  divert  their  rage.  [jVithin  Follow,  follow. 

Hip.  Your  name,  leave  but  that  to  call  upon  in  my  danger,  and 
then  1*11  plant  my  felf  here  an  Enemy  to  all  that  dare  purlue  your 
foftnefs.  O do  not  hide  your  name  from  me,  nor  leave  me  to  bow 
to  a Power  I know  not. 

Leuc.  My  name’s  Leucanthe , the  unfortunate  Leucanthe  3 gen- 
tle youth,  May  all  thy  wifhes  fall  upon  thy  head.  Away  Ze- 
non.  [Exeunt  Leuc.  and  Zen. 

Pauf.  Now,  Hipparchus , had  I Reafon  once  ? 

Hip.  Leucanthe, the  Princefs Leucanthe js  it  not? 

King.  Yes,  Souldier,  Leucanthe,  the  Princefs  Leucanthe,  Which 
way  went  fhe  ? 

Hip.  This  way  fhe  went.  Sir  3 but  I muff  beg  you’ll  not  pur- 
fue  her. 

King.  Thefe  are  the  Souldiers  I fo  much  admir’d.  Is  it  your 
ignorance,  or  do  you  wilfully  ft rike  out  the  reward  your  daring 
youth  has  this  day  merited  ? 

Hip.  If  we  are  faulty  ’tis  wilful  i but  this  att  (we  hope)ovvns  no 

guilt. 

King.  Is  it  not  a fault  thus  to  blot  the  Conqueff,  whole  greateff 
beauties  are  gifts  of  your  own  hands  ? 

Hip.  My  foul  has  vow’d,  and  I fee  it  written  yonder,  not  to  fuf- 
fer  any  one  to  pafs  this  way  whileff  my  Sword  and  I can  impeach 
their  ffay.  FPauf.  offers  to  rife,  but  cannof. 

[i  2]  Pauf 
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Pauf.  And  I,  though  weak  in  body,  am  ftrong  in  friendfhipk  my 
Friends  vows  (hall  ever  be  my  caufe. 

Hip.  You  fee  our  refolution,  Sirjand  we  dare  dy. 

King.  And  I dare  fight,  and  thus  force  my  paffage. 

Hip.  O!  hold.  Sir,  and  hear  me  fpeak.  ”* 

King.  Shall  I pafs  ? 

Hip.  Yourfelf  can  witnefswhat  faith  I brought  to  your  caufe  j 
my  charge  ulher’d  pale  death  about  the  field  ^ and  when  I found 
him  lazy  and  waiting  upon  Fate  Heap'd  from  his  lean  fide,  and 
with  my  Sword  dealt  more  deaths  than  he. 

King.  Purfuethataft  ftill,  and  let  me  hunt  thisfcornful  Lady 
till  with  miferies  I have  made  her  wild  heart  tame,  the  Conqueft 
will  be  perfeft  then. 

Hip.  All’s  done  already  $ I fought  to  Conqueft,  and  Cowards 
onely  ftrike  afterwards.  A Foe  that  flies  is  your  Slave, and  no  long- 
er deferves  the  name  of  Enemy. 

King.  Shall  I pafs  ? 

Hip.  Tis  ffaughter  you  purfue,  and  will  ftain  all  thofe  honour’d 
wounds  your  Conqueft  gave  5 but  for  this  Princefs,w hole  virtue  I 
bow  to,  O,  Sir,  can  you  be  lo  blinded  with  your  rage  as  to  avow  a 
War  with  her  ? 

King.  Leave  counfel  and  obey  5 Mercy  and  Juftice  are  fpeci- 
ous  (hews,  but  to  obey  is  your  beft  Sacrifice,  which  if  thou  offer’ft 
not,  by  mine  anger  I’ll  offer  thee. 

Hip.  Obey ! Yes  5 the  Gods  I’ll  obey,  and  ftrike  againft  all  that 
ftrike  at  them  > Know,  you  command  a Free-man,  one  that  chofe 
your  party,  and  none  of  that  number  that  was  born  under  you  5 
And  yet  I befeech  you.  Sir,  attempt  not  your  paffage  here  $ for  I 
muft  not  betray  her  fafety  as  to  defend  her  caufe  weakly. 

King.  Are  you  fo  refolute  ? [They  fight. 

Pauf.  O Hipparchus  ! hold  5 Remember  ’tis  the  King,  lift  not 
thy  hand  againft  him  , this  Victory  will  be  full  of  Curfes.  O for 
ftrength  enough  to  part  them! 

£Euc.  purfud  by  the  Kings  party  lays  bold  on  the  Kings  Sword , 
and  yields  her  felf  Prifoner , who  amazd  in  pajfion  Jfeakj. 
Euc . This  by  his  habit  (hould  be  a Commander  to  him,  (fince  l 
muft  feel  the  mifery  of  bonds)  I’ll  yield  my  felf.  Defend  me.  Sir, 
I am  your  Prifoner,  my  name’s  Eucratia. 

King.  Hold  your  Swords  5 he  that  adds  another  ftroke  to  War 
(hall  feel  the  weight  of  this. 

Hip.  Bleft  chance. 

I King.  Eucratia  ! Are  you  Eucratia  .<? 

Euc.  Yes,  and  a Princels,  till  thy  ambitions  (King)  hunted  me 
to  my  ruine. 

King.  O Eucratia  ! Soul  of  fweetneft,  that  wretched  King  fee 
proftrate  at  thy  feet  5 and  if  thou  canft  not  pardon,  tread  upon  ‘my 
neck,  and  let  thy  virtues  fink  me  to  my  Grave : there’s  iomething 
divine  about  thee  which  in  an  inftant  has  from  my  temples  torn  the 
Laurel  reward  of  all  my  bleeding  wounds, and  from  a conquering 
King  made  me  all  thy  Slave- — Command  mefomething. 

Enter 
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Enter  d Stkldier , 

Sould . Help,  Sir,  to  favc  the  Princefs  Leucantbe  that’s  loft,  fold 
to  luftand  rape,  if  you  redeem  her  not  fud deni y, 

Euc.  Unfortunate  Leucanthe , I forefaw  this  danger,  lad  Fate  \ O 
my  Sifter ! \ 

Hip.  Leucantbe ! Which  way  went  the  Ravllher  ? O Sir,  your 
pardon. 

Sould.  I faw  Gillippus , i’th*  Pluto  ^ bear  her  from  the  (hoar. 

King.  Gillippus  ! *tis  falfc,  pray  (Madam)  remove  your  fears,  my 
lei f (lew  him  in  the  battel. 

Hip . OSir,  he  has  abus’d  you  bylbmewilc  j for  on  my  life  I 
faw  him  fince  your  encounter. 

Sould.  Let  me  dy,  if  this  be  falfe. 

Euc.  O Sir ! now  1 claim  your  offer,  and  beg,  not  Command, 
you  will  not  complete  your  Conqueft,  and  pufue  this  Ravilher. 

King.  Souldier,  thy  faith  in  her  caulc  has  been  already  try'd. 
Do  thou  provide  one  of  the  (wifteft  Galleys  for  this  Expedition. 
Come,  Madam,  we‘ll  all  go  to  (ave  this  Innocent : Some  one  help 
this  wounded  Youth  aboard,  and  fee  he  want  for  no  care*  fuch 
virtue  (bines  not  every  where. 

Euc.  Sir,  his  courage  has  oblig'd  me,  and  he  (hall  be  my  care  5 
he  found  me  when  I was  fall'n  into  the  rage  of  the  common 
people. 

Pauf.  I kifi  your  hands.  Madam  $ and  *tis  happinels  enough 
that  I have  liv’d  to  ferve  fuch  a virue  as  is  feated  in  the  fair  £#« 
gratia. 

King.  Command  a Ceffation  of  Arms,  and  let  all  Afts  of  War 
ceafe  here  j for  the  fair  Eucrvtia  is  now  the  Conquerour. 


ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Ly  fimella,  and  Philon  } Ly fimella  in  toys  habit. 

Ly  fimella.  T TRrge  not  his  condition , I muft  not  Co  miftruft 
the  Juftice  of  thole  Powers  I bow  to  as  to  fear 
they  would  leave  me  to  fuch  a fcorn , a common  Slave  ? No, 

Philon , if  there  were  not  chance  in  his  condition,  their  tongues 
would  have  doubl’d  under  fuch  a Load,  as  Love.  A Slave’s  heart 
would  have  had  too  many  hungry  wants  upon  it  to  have  found  lei- 
fure  to  have  bcgg’d  for  Love. 

Phil.  This,  under  favour,  is  no  Argument  ■,  and  though  I fear  a 
want  in  their  bloud,  yet  I believe  they  have  wit  enough,  and  their 
•raft  perhaps  took  hold  of  Ibme  pity  which  yourHighnefs  (hew  d’mj 
for  under  favour,  Madam,  your  mercies  were  even  toweaknefs, 
and  but  that  I fear  to  difpleafe  you,  l could  fay,  he  but  returns 
fovc.-This  will  move  her?  and  as  my  faith  and  duty  thus  low  bows  He  kneels. 

fo 
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fo  my  honour  bids  me  defend  you,  efpecially  when  you  have  fo 
dangerous  an  enemy  as  your  paffion  to  engage  my  faith  againft  : 
look  but  upon  your  habit,  examine  the  nature  of  this  ad,  and  you 
fhall  find  you  walk  blinded  to  your  honours  ruine  > have  you  not 
thrown  off  your  fex,  the  honour  of  a Queen  , and  now  appeal 
cloatlfd  in  blufhes,  and  difguis’d  with  faults  ? but  this  were  no- 
thing if  my  fears  Were  falfe,  which  tell  me,  this  habit  is  lin’d  with 
as  faulty  refblutions^  nor  can  you  condemn  thofe  that  know  you 
not,  if  they  conclude  you  have,  with  your  fex,  thrown  off  your 
modefty  too. 

Lyf.  Oh!  lam  loft  for  ever. 

, Phil.  No  Madam,  if  you  ftay,  y’arefafer  for  this  attempt,  by 
having  found  your  errour  5 I confefs,  to  this  journey  I carry  no- 
thing but  obedience  5 had  you  fled  to  meet  a plighted  faith, 
through  darkeft  hazards  I would  have  waited  on  you  , but  when 
you  flie  to  follow  one  you  know  not,  a Have  foo,  that  perhaps  flies 
from  you.  Nay  grant  him  a Prince,  can  your  honour  be  fafe 
when  you  purfue  ? Oh,  Madam,  when  you  were  your  felf,  and 
from  your  Reafon  colleded  truth,  and  from  that  rock  would  in 
Arguments  give  law  to  Love , I have  heard  your  powerful  Rea- 
fons  conclude,  that  a Queen  is  fafer  that  is  purfu’d  by  aflave,  if  he 
keep  the  path  of  love  , then  the  greateft  Monarch  of  the  earth 
could  be,  flaould  (he  purfue  a god  5 and  now  upon  my  knees  L 
beg  you  would  not  at  this  rate  reward  the  ambition  of  a wretch. 

Lyf.  Oh  Philon , Philon , thou  art  cruelly  faithful,  and  unfenfible 
of  my  fufferings , canft  prefcribe  an  abftinence ! but  had  ft  thou  my 
Fever  upon  thee  thou  would’ft  drink  (ambition)  why  ? fay  he  has 
that  Gyant  fault  > yet ’tis  a glorious  fin,  and  without  it  not  one 
among  all  the  Synod  of  the  gods  had  fill’d  his  feat,  and  ’twas  their 
fears  that  made  it  fin  in  us  5 yet,  in  Loves  Religion  ’tis  meritorious 
dill  to  afpire  to  a Miftrifs  5 and  that  love  that  gives,  but  will  take 
no  Laws,  has  call’d  it  gentlenefs,  not  favage  Nature,  for  a fervant 
to  leap  even  at  the  heart  of  his  Miftrifs  : yet  thus  much  I’ll  fatisfie 
thy  faith  > by  the  honour  of  my  mothers  afhes,  he  woo’d  firft,  and 
in  fuch  words  as  my  refolution  only  could  deny  , and  for  his  na- 
ture, how  flout,  how  gentle,  how  full  of  honour,  judge  you  that 
were  Witnefs  of  his  actions. 

Phil.  Madam,  I feeybu  arerefolv’d,  and  then  I know  you  will 
not  want  an  argument  5 and  how  I know  not  whether  ’twere  a blef- 
fing,or  ho,  their  proteft ion  brought,  fince  you  believe  they  love. 

Lyf.  If  thou’lt  turn  away  I’ll  blufh,  and  tell  thee  why  I believe 
he  loves  i thou  faw’fthis  friendfhip  could  not  divide  him  from  me  3 
it  made  his  vertues  faulty  paffions,fearchi‘ng  with  blufhing  wounds 
an  enemy  in  his  friends  breaft.  Oh  my  Cozen  ! when  I think  on 
this,  and  call  to  mind  how  for  my  freedom  he  flood  as  if  h’ad 
been  imrriortal,  and  intending  only  that , let  the  falfe  Gil/ippus 
wound  his  flout  breaft,  which  when  he  will  defend,  none,  lave 
the  thunderer,  or  a; friend  can  hit  j oh  Philon , Philon , when  I confi- 
der  fhefe  jniracles,  why  fhould  I be  fo. wicked  as  to  conclude  him- 
lefs  then  agda  that  ads 'em  ? andnovv  take  a fecret  from  me  (for 

I will 
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I will  fatisfie  thee  even  with  a faulty  ad)  which  may  look  like  va- 
nity } but  turn  thy  face,  and  hear  me  5 I know  my  Cozen  is  full 
of  honour^  and  I know,  with  all  that  honour  } he  loves  me,  .this 
confellion  I would  have  dy’d  with  e’re  it  fhould  have  been  forc’d 
from  me,  but  to  confute  thee,  for  it  makes  thee  a party  here,  and 
thy  love  as  unfit  to  give  counfel,  as  mine  uncapable  to  take  it } and 
now  I conjure  thee  follow  and  obey  me,  that  will  obey  my  fate} 
nor  fhall  the  winds  that  now  begin  in  dorms  to  plead  againd  me, 
prevail } I am  refolv’d } and  this  night  I’ll  to  fea,  and  in  her  greated  The  ftorm  be- 
depths  dive  to  find  this  rich  Pearl,  which  the  wile  value  not  the  lefs  gins  in  the 
for  having  a rugged  {hell.  Scene. 

Phil.  Oh  Madam,  to  be  born  your  Kinfman  was  one  bleffing, 
but  to  find  I have  a friends  place  in  your  thoughts,  two  5 and  that 
you  know  I love,  and  not  I tell  it,  is  a joy  beyond  all  but  what 
your  love  brings } forgive  me,  and  henceforth  I’ll  obey  not  coun- 
fel. Your  Galley  fhallindantly  be  ready}  thus  I have  gain’d  all 
my  ends  in  love,  by  having  no  unworthy  ends  upon  her  I love. 

: ; . £ Exit, 

Lyf.  OLove,  do  thou  profper  my  intent,  and  a Virgin  fhall  thy 
Pried  become}  and  thefo  great  truths  in  all  thy  Temples  fhall  be 
fung  how  in  thy  infant  hand  thou  grip’d  a bow  larger  then  Joves } 
fo  that,  when  thou  thy  darts  let’d  fly  immortality  is  no  guard,  for 
oft  they  have  through  his  lightning  (hot  and  druck  the  thun- 
derer : thy  Religion’s  eafie,  thy  Law  light } for  thy  Tables  hold 
but  one  act,one  Commandment}  obey, and  we  cannot  mifs  the  way} 
let  none  then  fay  this  youthful  god  or  cruel  is,  or  blind,  fince  from 
difobedience  grows*  all  the  drange  erodes  and  dangers  that  we 
find.  [Exit. 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  II. 

Enter  a Hermit  and  his  Son,  with  the  body  of  an  old  Man. 

Herm.f^  Ently  Son } lay  him  down,  and  bow  him  forward  } more  Storm. 

Vj  of  thofe  waters,  he  dirs  } fo,  fo,  chafe  him  dill  while 
I dry  his  fnowy  hair  which  the  fea  could  not  melt,  ’tis  he,  drange 
accident ! but  I’ll  not  be  difcover’d  yet. 

- Son.  He  fighs,  there’s  fome  comfort  in  that. 
i Herm.  Sad  cgndition  for  his  age,  when  ’tis  a joy  to  hear  him  figh. 

Son.  Good  heaven  I what  do’s  age  abroad  at  this  time  of 
his  life? 

Herm.  Sure  he  has  wandred  far  that  has  mifs’d  a reding  place 
in  his  evening } and  to  be  piti’d  when  he’s  forc’d  to  feek  his  Inn  thus 
late  at  night. 

Son.  Sure  he  was  of  fome  Religious  Order,  by  his  habit. 

Herm.  No  matter  for  his  habit,  pull  it  off,  and  fetch  him  my 
gray  Coat}  dry  now  is  better  then  rich. 

Son.  Which  opinion  if  he  had  held, perhaps  his  had  been  dry  now.  Stem  blows 

Herm.  Good  heaven,  what  a night’s  here  ! this  evening  pro* 
mis’d  dangers,  but  not  like,  this } fure  this  Barque  .was  one  of  that 
v v Fleet 
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Fleet  that  we  faw  off  the  Point  laft  night,  if  we  can  recall  life,  he 
may  tnform  us  who  they  were.  • [ He ftirs. 

Son.  He  ftirs,  and  fighs  ftill. 

judge.  Wretched,  wretched  Theagines  $ what  mercy  is  this  at 
length  has  found  thee  ? was  my  felf  only  fav’d  of  all  this  wrack  ^ 

Herm.  All  elfe  perifh’d. 

Judge.  Oh  ! that  I had  mifs’d  this  charity  too  ! my  friend,  aged 
Perfeus,  my  Brother , brave  Memnon , and  my  Son,  the  hopeful 
Panfanes  ^ all  thefe  my  former  Ioffes  have  robb’d  me  of  my  griefs, 
which  elfe  thefe  poor  men  would  have  requir’d  of  me  j O equal 
heaven ! thy  abus’d  Oracle,  and  breach  of  vows,  thou  now  but  be- 
ginffft  to  punifh.  Father,  by  thy  habit  thou  art  vow’d  unto  the 
gods  5 if  then  like  me  thou’lt  not  be  punifh’d  for  perjury,  again  de- 
liver me  to  the  doom  they  appointed,  and  in  the  watry  womb  of 
the  Sea  intomb  me. 

Herm.  Oh,  Sir  j defpair  not  5 they  appoint  us  better  then  we  can 
cnufe,  and  in  our  greateft  fears  furprize  us  with  their  mercies. 

Judge.  Hear  but  what  I am,  and  thou’lt  be  afraid  to  harbour 
me  } for  where  ere  I go,  there  vengeance  purfues  mej  my  name’s 
"Theagines  ^ once  Judge  of  Sardinia , and  bleft  with  all  that  men  call 
happinefs  5 Children,  Wealth,  and  power  to  fave  or  deftroy  where 
I liv’d, and  though  our  State  forbad  Kings, all  but  that  name  I poffeft; 
my  Brother  too,  whom  they  have  punifh’d,  reign’d  chief  Prieft 
when  I rul’d  as  Judge,  equal  in  our  births,  equal  in  our  bleflings, 
in  our  power  equal , and  in  our  faults  too  alike  guilty,  but  not 
alike  punifh’d  $ for  he  I fear  is  loft  for  ever  5 but  the  fault  which 
now  they  are  bufie  in  punifhing,  is  this  $ ’twas  enjoyn’d  by  our 
Predeceftors,  as  a grateful  offering  to  peace,  under  whofe  prote&i* 
on  we  found  ftich  benefits  as  all  our  neighbouring  Countries  want- 
ed } that  it  fhould  not  be  lawful  for  any  to  take  up  arms  but  in  their 
own  defence,  nor  upon  pain  of  perpetual  banilhment  fend  their 
Sons  abroad,  left  they  might  bring  home  the  dangerous  cuftoms  of 
other  Countries , this  law  was  made,  and  with  it  vows  of  the 
ftri&eft  ties  $ this  vow  we  vowed,  and  to  this  Law  with  oaths  were 
bound. 

Herm.  What  danger  could  that  bring  you  ? 

Judge.  O Father,  this  Law  we  broken  and  the  curfe  of  this 
vow  purfues  us  > for  know,  we  had  each  of  us  a Son  and  Daugh- 
ter j which  bleflings  made  us  covetous  to  have  our  Sons  fucceed  us 
in  our  honours  $ and  therefore  thought  to  breed  them  abroad, 
where  they  might  learn  to  rule  : thus  by  ambition  blinded  we 
abus’d  the  Oracle,  and  told  the  people  ’twas  the  will  of  the  gods 
our  Sons  fhould  be  fent  abroad  j and  I affirm’d  if  they  command- 
ed, the  Law  aflented.  Then  to  the  charge  of  a faithful  friend 
we  gave  our  children,  who  were  fo  young  they  knew  not  them- 
felves  what  they  were,  with  a command  to  breed  ’em  fit  to  be 
Princes  j but  neither  to  the  world  nor  themfelves  difcover  that 
they  were  fb.  Long  this  fault  lay  not  hid,  for  the  abus’d  Oracle 
unask’d  complains  , and  to  the  incenfed  people  tells  our  falfhood  } 
by  them  we  were  banifh’d,  never  to  return  till  we  had  found  our 

Sens, 
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Sons,  which  was  fome  mercy  5 but  alas!  Fate  was  jufter  then  the 
people  } for  our  Sons  are  loft,  my  friend  dead,  and  my  Brother  in 
our  Pilgrimage  by  a ftrange  accident  divided  from  me.  Now 
ought  I to  hope  for  mercy,  or  wifh  to  out-live  thefe  lofles  ? 

Hern/.  As  yet  you  are  not  fecur’d  that  thefe  are  lofles  $ nor  has 
any  aflur’d  you  they  are  dead  5 therefore  defer  this  fadnefs,  and  let 
me  lead  you  into  my  Cabin. 

Judge.  Oh  let  me  lean  upon  thy  aged  fhoulder  5 for  I have  a 
load  will  link  me. 

Herm.  Do,  do } fad  time  when  I can  be  a flay  to  a Prince ! Son  Son 
make  a lire  upon  the  fhoar,  that  if  any  wretch  unfortunate  be  calf  mahs  a fire 
upon  this  loan  place,  they  may  fee  it  and  repair  hither  > ’twill  be  on  Sta&e* 
fome  comfort  to  find  we  have  charity. 

ACT.  IV.  SCE'N.  III. 

. 1 • ■ ■ r-r.y 

. . Enter  three  Slaves;  < >' 

Slav.  ’“T“'He  gods proteft  us, and  recall  this  judgment,  [Ent.C il.  Storm . 

GjI.  Hence,  ye  dogs,  leave  your  howling  } S’death, 
have  we  liv’d  as  if  we  hop’d  for  mercy,  or  expe&ed  proteftion  from 
our  prayers?  begone,  and  endeavour  5 every  wife  man  rules  his 
liars,  and  may  defer  that  fate  which  prayer  cannot  alter,  lee  if  I 
have  not  loll  my  power?  why  flay  ye?  who  plies  the  Pump 
now,  file’ll  founder  through  the  Haves  negligence. 

Slave  .Why  fhould  we  labour  againft  heaven  that  has  decreed  our 
ruine  ? there’s  no  hope,  we  are  all  loft,  the  lea  already  is  our  grave. 

Gil.  Villain,  thou  (halt  not  dye  by  water.  I’ll  be  thy  fate. — 

And  yours  if  you  flay.  [ He  Jiahs  one , and  the  other  Jlavesgo  off'. 

Enter  Zenon  ^WLeucanthe. 

Zeno?/.  See  if  the  ftorm  has  not  wrought  in  her  Element  of  wa- 
ter too,  and  blown  it  in  tears  from  her  eyes. 

Gil.  Would  it  had  blown  the  fire  thence  too,  the  earthy  part 
would  not  wound  me  , my  danger  and  their  beauty  in  thofe  aclive 
Elements  lye  5 for  in  her  living  Jeat  the  fire  bears  fway. 

Zenon.  I know  his  refolution,  but  I’ll  watch  him.  [Steps  ajide . 

Gil.  We  are  alone?  I muft  not  lofe  this  opportunity  j will  you 
yet  grant  my  fuit,  and  yield  me  love  ? or  mull  I follow  the  exam- 
ples of  the  gods,  and  in  a ftorm  compafs  my  will  ? fay,  will  you 
give,  or  {hall  I force  ? 

Leuc.  Is  this  a time  for  love,  when  the  raging  ftorm  drowns  thy 
words?  Oh  thou  abus’d  power  ! who  thus  enrag’d  purfuesus  even 
to  thelaftof  all  our  name  5 and  for  abus’d  facrifice  will  the  Prieft 
in  judgement  offer  ? if  thou  haft  decreed  my  fall,  take  it  while  I am 
fit  for  facrifice,  while  I am  pure,  and  my  virgin  fnow  unfoil’d.  Pro-Quj* 
ted  me  from  this  ravifher,  whofe  impious  heat  burns  his  hated  lays  held  on 
breaft,  even  in  the  bolbm  of  the  lea.  herandpntls 

Gil.  Ceafe  to  call,  and  yield  me  love } thou  fee’ft  all  the  fhip  is  her. 
bufie  with  apprehenfion  of  our  danger,which  my  love  will  not  give 
leave  to  fear  } thoughts  of  thee  fo  take  up  all  the  room  here,  that 
care  ofmyfelf  cannot  get  in. 
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Leuc.  Away,  unhand  me  5 confider  the  dangers  and  mifery  thou 
art  in. 

Gil.  Dangers ! 5tis  but  noife  only  > and  tome  no  new  thing  to 
fee  the  Elements  thus  at  war,  and  ftrive  to  run  again  to  their  firft 
Chaos.  Thoufands  of  times  have  I naked  ftood  their  rage, when  the 
element  of  fire  has  (hot  his  angry  flame  into  the  yielding  main,  as  if 
he  had  meant  to  wound  her  god  with  his  forked  lightning  j this  I 
have  feen,  and  felt  the  mifchiefs  the  unruly  winds  beget  when  they 
break  prifon,  and  force  from  the  entrails  of  the  earth  a dangerous 
birth , and  (fill  their  dangers  were  but  noife. 

Leuc.  O impious  man!  haft  thou  feen  their  power,  and  felt  a 
mercy  above  it,  and  doft  thou  Height  it  ? 

Gil.  Sleight  it  ? no,  nor  fear  it  5 nor  would  you  apprehend  it 
were  you  acquainted  with  the  uncertainty  of  this  element , and 
with  me  had  feen  thefe  dangers  grow  from  nothing.  A thoufand 
times  I have  look’d  upon  her  fmootheft  brow,  and  heard  thefalfe 
winds  whifper  to  her,  till  their  flatteries  have  wrought  into  her  bo- 
fome , and  there  fill’d  with  ambition  the  covetous  element  that 
would  afpire  at  heaven,  being  thus  feduc’d,  difcovering  even  to  the 
eyes  of  men  the  fecrets  of  her  womb  5 this  I have  feen  too,  and 
wrought  through  thefe  dangers } nor  will  I believe  any  thing  can 
fave  me  when  I cannot  fave  my  felf : will  you  yield  ? or  you’ll  find 
other  dangers. 

He  fulls  her.  Leuc.  Oh  ftrange  daring  ! O heaven  ! quench  his  faucy  flames,oc 
add  your  fires  to  ’em,  and  hide  your  lightning  in  hisluftful  breaft  : 
fool  and  villain  I never  met  before  , though  wife  and  wicked  iel- 
dom  joyn^  doft  tempt  me  now  with  all  my  fears  about  me  ? if  I were 
a common  proftitute  acquainted  with  fin  I durft  not, when  thunder 
fpeaks,  liften  to  thy  wickednefs  5 it  (hakes  even  my  Reafbn  5 rather 
fall  upon  thy  knees,  and  no  longer  tempt  the  gods  thus  to  our  de- 
ftru&ion. 

Gil.  Away,  I’medeaf. 

Leuc.  Villain,  wilt  thou  fin  while  their  Plagues  hang  over  thee  5 
Still  be  pulls  and  add  to  thy  faults  while  they  are  punifhing  ? Oh  ye  winds,  take 
her , and fbe  my  tears  upon  your  wings , and  through  this  ftorm  convey  ’em  to 
nfi(ts.  that  youth  whofe  honour  took  me  even  in  the  midd’ft  of  my  dan- 
gers } and  tell  him  his  faith  unfortunately  has  betray’d  me  to  this 
mifery.  Hipparchus  ^ unknown  name  of  honour,  guilty  by  chance,by 
, rjir  fate  only  faulty  5 oh ! that  thy  fword  were  here  to  defend  us  both. 
~ er  ■ ...  Gil.  Ha!  is  there  another  that  you  love?  nay  then  the  earth 

fhall  not  fave  you.  [ Enter  Zenon. 

Zenon.  But  it  (hall,  veer  more  fheat,  hale,  tack  aboard , who’s  at 
helm  } Mafter,  fet  a yare  man  to  the  helm,  fteer  thus,  thus. 
Helm-man.  Done  ’tis. 

Zenon.  Peace. 

Gil.  Hell  take  thee  for  thy  interruption.  [ Exit  Lencanthe. 
Zenon . Low’re  your  main-fail,  ’twas  your  fault  we  laod  our  bon- 
net to  $ full,  full. 

Helm-man.  Done  ’tis.  Enter  Mafter. 

Maft.  Strike  her  fore-fail,  here’s  a guft  will  bear  our  Maft  by  the 
board  elfe.  Gil. 


in  bis  arms 
sad  fets  her 
tlnwn  aqain. 

Enter  Ze- 
non. 
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Gil.  How  now,  Matter,  is  fhe  tight ? 

Adajt.  No,  a pox  on  her  for  a Whore,  (he  leaks,  but  we  have 
girt  her : port,  port  hard. 

Helm-man.  Done  ’tis. 

Majl.  What  Gallies  are  thofe  that  chafe  us  ? the  Admiral’s  one. 

Zen. I believe  the  Ring’s  aboard, the  has  ftood  with  us  all  this  day. 

Gil.  No  matter  what  they  are  5 would  we  had  no  worfe  enemies 
to  deal  with } who  keeps  the  lead  there  ? 

Within.O  dem  a deep,  fifteen  fathom  and  a half,  oh  ! [Within. 

Gil.  What  ground  ha’  you  ? 

Within.  Corral.  [ Within . 

Gil.  Corral , hell  and  confufion  } we  are  upon  the  Rocks  of  Af- 
mara , luff,  luff-hard,  and  veer,  tack  , hale  your  fheat  aboard  5 
Boatfwain,  brace  your  fore-fail,  bring  her  i’th  wind,  be  yare  Mates, 
clap  the  helm  a lee,  bring  her  upon  her  ftays,  w’are  loft  elfe. 

Zenon.  Keep  the  lead  going.  [Exeunt  Tenon  and  Matter. 

Gil.  Th’are  howling  already,  what’s  my  fate’s  my  fate,  and  it 
may  conquer  5 but  I’ll  never  yield  to  it,  nor  fink  while  thefe  oars  7(V cr) 
can  bear  me  through.  [Exit. tvitlnn' 

ACT.  IV.  SCEN.  IV. 

Enter  Hipparchus  and  Paufanes. 


Hip.  T Oofe  the  flaves,  we  v/ant  men  to  trim  our  fails. 

L,  pauf.  O Hipparchus , that  we  had  but  the  Pluto  here  to 
buttle  with  this  ftorm  ^ this  is  a painted  whore,  her  back’s  too  weak 
to  bear  her  burthen. 

Hip.  Look  out,  Paufanes , the  Galley  that  we  chas’d  is  finking. 

Pauf.  The  gods  protect  the  Princefs  5 fee,  fee,  fhe  has  leaped  that 
guft,  and  now  they  bear  up  with  the  land. 

Hip.  Let  us  fteer  with  ’em,  we  may  fave  fome  ^ port,  port  hard. 

Helm-man.  Dcnc ’tis,  [Enter  i’oatfwain. 

Boatf.  Who’s  at  the  helm?  flaves,  we’ll  bring  our  fails  into  the 
wind , veer  more  fheat  there  3 for  heavens  fake,  Gentlemen,  to 
your  Cabins  and  pray. 

Hip.  We  have  chang’d  our  courfe  to  bear  up  with  the  Galley 
that’s  in  diftrefs. 

Boatf.  Is  the  Princefs  in  that  Galley  ? 

Hip.  I,  {lie’s  there,  and  her  virtue  interceding  a fafety  againft  all 
t heir  hopes  or  merits. 

Boatf.  In  With  the  lead  there  : Ho,  thecunnery,  due  weft,  weft,  Enter  the 
fteer  due  weft  5 w’are  fo  far  upon  the  Lee-fhoar  we  fhall  never  k‘ng  an^ 
weather  the  Land,  if  we  fall  to  the  fouthward  w’are  loft,  the  weft-  uciac‘a* 
ward  has  a fafe  bay}Courage,Madam,we  a tight  fhip,and  a ftout  ging. 

Pauf.  Mates,  clear  an  anchor  to  drop,  ere  fhe  ftrikes  5 heave  out 
the  long-boat  there.  [ Exeunt  all  but  the  King  and  Eucratia. 

King.  O ignorance  of  man  ! ’tis  beft  feen  in  divers  ways  that 
knowledge  runs  in  5 this  their  art  and  wife  directions  is  to  me  db 
ftraCtions.  O Madam  ! let  me  add  to  thefe  dangerous  multitude 
of  waters  my  tears,  that  my  repentance  may  wafh  off  this  ftain. 

‘Tis  not  the  Sea  I fink  under,  but  my  faults  to  you.  Can  you  for- 

f k 2 ] give 
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give  my  blindnefs  that  have  led  you  into  thefe  dangers  ? Accurfed 
be  that  Traitor  Villain  that  brought  ’em  into  this  extremity.  That 
on  land  1 could  have  redeem'd  3 but  this  all  thefe  waters  cannot  ex- 
- piate. 

Euc.  They  are  not  dangers  fright  me,  though  yours  be  jovn’d 
to  them,  for  which  Heaven  knows  I have  a pain  } you  have  prov’d 
finch  a friendly  Enemy,  my  griefs  concern  not  my  felf  now  for  I 
am  onely  in  the  power  of  Heaven,  and  the  Gods  are  no  lei's  ftrong 
at  Sea  than  Land  $ for  though  their  wonders  dwell  in  the  deep, 
yet  their  mercies  wait  there  too. 

King.  O divine  Eucratia  ! let  me  kneel  to  thee,  and  in  this  frorm 
call  upon  thy  name  to  five  me. 

Euc  Tempt  notthofe  Powers  which  muftprotedt  us,  butjoyn 
with  me  for  my  loft  Sifter,  poor  Leucanthe , who  is  not  onely  fubjed 
to  this  ftorm,  but  the  dangers  too  with  which  a Traitors  luft  be- 
girtsher.  OSir!  I know  to  dy  fpotlefs  is  now  her  Prayer  and  all 
her  wifhes  but  what  we  pray  againft,  a wrack. 

King.  *Twas  her  Galley  that  we  chac’d,  the  Villain  was  forc’d  to 
run  afhoar}  nor  will  we  fail  with  our  endeavours  to  feek  her  fifety : 
but  O ! fhe  ftrikes : O ! w’are  loft,  (he  ftrikes : O ! 

Pduf.  Man  the  Long-boat,  not  a man  enter  till  the  King  and 
Queen  be  in  : Sir,  defcend,  the  Ship  ftrikes,  but  we  are  near, the 
fhoar,  the  Long-boat  now  is  all  our  hopes. 


A C T.  V.  SCEN.  I. 

Enter  Gillippus  jri/A  Leucanthe  tied  at  his  bac 4,  and  the 
knot  in  his  mouth . 


Gil.  ^ | ' 'He  fire  of  luft,  and  warmth  which  that  heat  lent  gave  me 
S ftrength  to  refift  the  cold nels  of  the  water,  and  to  my 
appetite  and  longings  the  Powers  that  lav’d  me  : If  I can  call  back 
her  life  I’ll  facrifice  this  Lamb  3 I made  Zenon  binde  her,  that  fhe 
might  not  have  her  will  ere  I had  mine}  the  knot  in  my  teeth  I 
held  that  when  I could  keep  her  no  longer  fhe  might  llip}  for  my 
love  ’tis  vow’d  to  the  living  not  to  the  dead  } and  when  I cannot 
what  I would  I will  what  I can } to  yonder  fire  which  guided  me 
to  thisfafety  1*11  bear  my  load,  when  fhe  begins  to  live  I’ll  feem 
tody*  and  fo  I’ll*  handle  the  chance,  and  in  oyly  words  cloath 
this  l'ervice,  faintly  pleading  Pardon  for  my  paft  faults.,  as  if  I had 
onely  life  enough  to  tell  her'the  obligation  fhe  owes  me : then  if  I 
finde  her  melt,  by  degrees  I’ll  let  her  charity  prevail,  ancfflowly 
feem  to  recover  : but  if  fhe  feem  to  rejoyce  in  my  fall,  and 
prayers  fail,  by  all  the  Gods  hers  then  fhall  not  prevail. 

A C T.  V.  S C E N.  1 1. 

Enter  the  King^  Eucratia,  Hipparchus,  an dVzuhnes^  all  above. 

King.ryi  He  ftorm  begins  to  ceafe,  and  this  our  miraculous  deli* 
JL  verance  calls  for  a hearty  and  fpeedy  facrifice}  Let  the 
Long-boat  immediately  fearch  the  wrack  for  the  Princefs  Leu- 
canthe. Hsp. 


my 
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Hip.  What  other  Veflel’s  that?  Some  of  the  wrack  fwims  ftill. 

King.  Tis  a Sicilian  Galley  by  her  Flag. 

Euc.  O Sir  ! look,  they  fvv-im  ftill  in  charity  as  a Sacrifice  for  our 
deliverance,  if't  be  poflible  fave  ’em  j the  Youth  ftr ikes  the  Wa- 
ters with  unfkilful  Oars : O fave,  fave  the  Innocent. 

Fan/.  Be  at  peace.  Madam,  if  it  be  in  man  I’ll  five  ’em. 

Hip.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Pauf.  To  leap  in- 

Hip.  Tis  defperate. 

Pauf.  Tis  honell’,  nay  his  honourable } and  when  can  a young 
man  dy  better,  or  hope  to  have  his  end  waited  on  with  braver 
Mourners  ? Jhou  feeft  I have  hunted  from  danger  to  danger  all 
my  life  but  to  finde  a name?  or  one  to  own  me,  and  cannot  compafs 
it  3 therefore  to  chufeTll  leap  into  this  danger  'y  for  from  this  glo- 
rious end  1 may  in  ftory  force  oney  and  therefore  leave  to  counfel, 
and  leap  in  with  me i and  let  us  through  thkas.a  thoufand  other 
dangers  together  labour  y then  if  I faint,  Hjpp#rchv?  mtfy  .be by  j 
and  if  Hipparchus*  faint,  Am  not  I there?  Farewell,  if  thou  wilt 
not  follow.  Farewell  for  ever.  . _ [ He  leaps  in. 

Hip.  He’s  gone,  Taufanes , Friend,  fteer  thy  Courfe  to  yonder 
fire,  there  I’ll  meet  thee,  and  if ’t  be  poflible,  aflift  thy.hrave  refo- 
lution.  : .'[Exit} 

King.  Ye  Gods ! What  ftrange  kinde  of  men  are  thefe  ? 

A C T.  V.  S C E N,  HI. 


Enter  GiUippus  with  Leucanthe  z«  his  arms. 

. ' . . 4 c ) To  . . ihi  . T 

Gil.  c O,  here  I’ll  reft  my  Burden  , fhe  begins  to  recover  her  Heaniesher 
i ■ ftrength,  and  Reafon  works  apace  3 Are  call’d  for  help,  but,/0  the  fire . 
nam’d  no  body,  but  at  large.  Gentle  Souldierhelp. 

Leuc.  O fave  me,  fave  me.  Gentle jYouth,  I am  betray’d. 

Gil.  Hark!  again.  j.,.  , . 

Leuc.  Ha  ! Where  am  I ? What  place  is  this  ? 

Gil.  Now  GiUippus , hide  thy  Snares  cunningly,  and  then  thou 
maift  catch  this  Bird.  | Gil  .counterfeits  himfetf  dead^anclhes  hy  her. 

Leuc.  Ha  ! wet  ? Good  Heaven  ! now  my  fears  return  with 

my  Reafon,  and  I remember  the  danger  I was  in  by  a ftorm  at  Sea. 

— —Ha  ! What’s  this  ? A man  laid  by  my  fide  ? Sleeps  he,  or  is  he 
dead  ? Good  Heaven  proted  me,  How  came  I here  ? — Who’s  this ? 

Gillippus  1 Bids  me  ! he’s  fo  wicked,  Merthinks  his  Afhes  fhould 
be  dangerous.  Hark  ! he  groans.  O ! . that  faithful  ftranger,  little 
docs  his  foul  fear  what  miferies  his  bounty  has  brought  me.  Hip- 
parchus the  T raitor  call’d  him,  or  my  bufie  minde  deceiv’d  me. 

Hip.  Yonder’s  the  fire  which  my  Friend  will  fteer  hisdefp’rate 
Courfe  to.  Ha!  What  do  I fee?  Leucanthe0 and  GiUippus  dead  by  her?  nti)  ‘P* 
Gil.  Who’s  that  nam’d  GiUippus , Z enqn  ? 

Leuc.  What,  alive  ? QGil .feeing  Hip .rifes. 

Gil.  Hipparchus  ! Nay,  then  I fee  my  fate  purf  u es  me. 

Flip.  Artalive? Ye  Gods,  take  this  in  fac  ifice  while  I offer 

that [Kneels  and  kjjjes  her  hand3  then  points  to  Gil. 

Leuc% 


The  Pr  if  offers. 

Leuc.  ’Tis  he, ’tis  the  Youth  that  fav’d  me O Sir,  prote&  me 

from  this  Ravilher. 

Hip.  If  he  fcape  me  now  I’m  ftrangely  curs’d  $ Do  you  ftare. 
Sir  ? [They  fight. 

Gil.  I bleed  apace.  . 

Hip.  I’m  wounded. 

Gtl.  Nay,  it  has  a mouth,  would  it  had  this  tongue  in’t. 

Hip.  You  can  fall  when  you  are  not  dead  5 if  thou  jeft  now  take 
that  in  earneft.  [Gil.  falls. 

Gil.  Hold,  I’m  unfit  for  fuch  a hidden  Exit  5 O (he’s  loft,  (he’s 
loft,  for  ever  loft. 

Lena  O Sir ! Spare  him  a little  time  to  throw  off  that  load  that 
finks  him. 

Hip.  O Madam ! to  what  danger  has  my  miftake  of  lervice 
brought  you  ? Are  you  not  at  war  with  all  our  Sex  for  the  Trea- 
cheries of  this  Villain?  [Hip.  as  he  Jpeal{s  faints. 

Leuc.  How.  do  you,  Sir  ? Alas,  he  faints ! 

Hip.  I bleed  apace,and  I fear  my  wounds  are  deeper  than  I ap- 
prehended 5 for  I feel  a darknels  now  begin  to  clofe  mine  eyes.  O 
Madam  ! Madam  ! [He  falls. 

Leuc.  O-!  I fear  he’s  loft , Good  Gods,  fend  fome  aid  and  coun- 
fel  to  a wretched  Maid  whom  ye  have  purfu’d  with  change  of  cruel 
fates.  O that  I had  dy’d  ere  I had  feen  this  Youth  j unfortunate 
Leucanthe , to  fee  thy  Love  thus  in  the  Cradle  bloudy,  born  onely 
to  add  another  caufe  of  grief.  [Enter  Judge, 

Judge.  This  way  I heard  fome  body  cry  for  help,  and  ’twas  min- 
gled with  the  noife  of  Swords  y What’s  here,  a man  wet  and 
wounded  ? Good  Heaven ! laft  night  thou  little  expe&ed’ft  fuch  a 
land  fate : More  mifery  1 Whence  are  they  ? A woman  too  ? ’Tis 
fome  Murder  fure.  1*11  take  my  Sword,  thofe  that  could  lo  deftroy 
their  youth] will  not  fpare  my  age. 

Leuc.  What  art  thou,  .Father,  that  pitieft  our  fad  fates  ? Come 
hither  and  I’ll  teach  thee  how  to  mourn. 

Judge.  Is  he  dead  thou  mourn’ft  thus  ? Let  me  fee  his  wounds, 
Hold  up’s  head,  he' breaths.  Bow  him  forward  while  I fetch  a Bal- 
fam,  whole  fovereign  power  (if  the  vital  parts  benotperifh’d)  will 
reftore  his  health.  [Exit  Judge. 

Leuc.  Run,  run  $ O my  Joy  ! if  thou  dy’ft,  upon  thy  Tomb  I’ll 
lay  Marble  rough  as  thy  fortune,  and  on  it  fet  fix’d  a living  ftatue 
till  with  my  tears  I have  pollilh’d  it.  [Enter  Judge. 

Judge.  So,  pour’this  Balfam  into  his  wounds,  and  binde  them 
up,  and  (lay  his  head  while  I go  finde  the  Hermit’s  Son,  he  (hall 
help  to  bear  him  to  my  Cabin.  [Exit  Judge. 

Enter  King , Eucratia,  Sortanes,  Hermit  and  his  Sonyvith 
the  Bodies  of  Lyfimella  and  Paufanes. 

King.  Bring  ’em  to  yonder  fire  5 and  while  Eucratia  applies  her 
charity  to  the  fouth  1*11  aflift  Paufanes. 

Judge.  Eucratia  ! Who  nam’d  Eucratia  ? 

Lenc.  Why,do’ft  thou  know  Eucratia ? 
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Judge*  Know  her  ! Yes,  Leucanthe . 

Leuc.  Father ! 

Judge.  Tis  Ihe. 

Leuc.  O ye  Gods!  your  hands  are  vifible  through  all  this  change. 

King.  Who  are  thofe  about  the  fire  } 

Luc.  Leucanthe  and  Theagines.  O Sir ! w’are  bleft  beyond  our  ^uc*  £0£S  t0 
hopes.  ' the  fire  ani 

Judge.  Eucratia  here  too ! O remove  my  doubts,  by  what  fate  ^0IV>  tjirn' 
are  we  met  thus  ftrangely  ? 

King.  ’Twill  afk  a longer  time.  Sir,  than  her  charity  now  can 
(pare  to  tell.  this  time 

Son.  Father,  they  are  all  acquainted,  and  yet  in  my  confidence  the  Hermit  is 
they  never  appointed  this  meeting.  bufie  “bout 

Hermit.  What’s  here  ?A  womans  bread  in  a Doublet  ? Ladies,  Lyfimella. 
fiome  of  your  hands  will  be  more  proper  here,  this  habit  belongs 
not  to  the  Sex  it  cloaths. 

Euc.  A woman  ! 

Hermit.  Yes. 

King.  Sortanes,  have  you  never  fieen  that  face  ? ‘Ihe  King 

Sor.  Yes,  on  my  life.  tyows  her . 

King.  ’Tis  Lyftmella. 

Lyj.  Here,  O here ! Who  call’d  wretched  Lyfimella.  .<? 

King.  Madam,  your  charity  has  found  my  Sifter,  my  Friend,  all 
that  I call  dear  5 and  fee  if  a crofis  fate  has  not  attempted  to  fnatch 
her  hence : O perfift  in  your  charity,  and  a little  difpenfe  with 
your  joy,  and  try  to  fiave  her. 

Euc.  If  my  bloud  could  fiave  her,  to  every  vein  I would  a paT 
fage  give,  and  through  thofe  thoufiand  ftreams  purfue  her  fafety. 

Hermit.  More  of  that  Strong-water,  and  give  him  leave  to 
breathe.  [ Hermit  bnfie  to  fave  Paufi 

Euc.  Here,  put  on  this  loofie  Roll,  and  hide  her  Difiguife. 

Gil.  Some  charitable  hand  convey  me  to  Hipparchus , that  from  yhey  turn  to 
my  dying  lips  I may  breathe  him  comfort.  About  my  neck  you’ll  Gillippus. 
finde  two  golden  Medals  which  I took  from  him  and  Taufianes  bo- 
fome,in  which  (I  heard  on e Perfeus  tell,  who  that  day  fell  in  bat- 
tle) was  writ  in  Characters  their  Names  and  Countrey,  which  yet 
they  know  not. 

Judge.  Perfeus  ! Who  can  tell  tidings  of  the  aged  Perfeus  .<? 

Gil.  That  can  I At  the  fiack  of  Tunis  he  fell  by  my  hands, 

when  I took  thofe  youths  Prifioners,  they  call’d  him  Father 

O ! I feel  I’m  finking,  but  whither,  O whither,  Mercy,  Mercy, 

Heaven.  [_He  dyes . 

Judge.  I am  wrapp’d  in  amazement  at.  thefe  things  i thefe  are  He 
the  Medals  we  hung  about  our  Childrens  necks , Which  of  thefe  Medals  from 
t'wowasca.M'dPaufanesf  < Gil  .bofome. 

Euc.  This. 

Judge.  On  thee  then  fall  a blefling  ^ but  on  thee  my  Son  a thou-  iprns  tg 
fiand,  thoufiand  bleflings  5 all  that  a weeping  Father  can  with  peni-  Hip. 
tent  tears  call  down  fill  thy  days. 

Hermit , afide.  What  have  I liv’d  to  fee  ? 


So 


Tuts  off  bis 
difguij'e. 
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Judge.  Oh,  Leucanthe  and  Eucratia , fee  your  long  lofc  Brothers. 

King.  Though  my  part  be  ftrange  $ yet  thefe  wonders  make  it 
feem  nothings  there’s  iuch  providence  i’th  chances  5 how  fares  my 
Lyfiniella  ? 

Lyf.  Oh  Brother,  can  you  forgive  this  fault  ? I heard  fome  body 
name  Fanfanes^  where  is  he  ? 

King.  Here.  . 

Lyf  There ! and  not  come  to  Lyfiniella  $ oh  1 my  fears. will  end 
this  wrack,  fpeak}  by  all  the  honours  of  thy  youth,  I conjure  thee, 
is  he  dead,  or  no  ? : . c i.  . 

King.  No,  upon  my  life,  he  lives  and  is  found  a Prince. 

Lyf.  A Prince ! and  will  not  my  Brother  then- 

King.  Why  doft  thou  hide  thy  blufhes  in  my  bofom,  think’ft 
thou  I can  be  cruel  to  Lyfiniella  .<?  no,  no  5.  fince  I faw  thee  I have 
felt  thy  pain,  and  now  can  love  too,  but  dare  not  promife  I fhallbe 
fortunate.  ...h, 

Euc.  Can  I add  to  your  joys?  if  I can.  Sir,  let  this  Prieft  witnels 
my  vows  to  the  King.  ...  . 

Hern 1.  Will  it  pleafe  the  King  to  retire  to  my  homely  Cell,  3tis 
free  from  ftorms,  unlcfs  you  bring  ’em  with  you  > I have  liv’d  long 
there, but  never  felt  any  fave  what  my  fins  brought.  Some  skill  too 
I have  in  herbs,  and  fortunate  ( I thank  the  gods)  I have  been  in 
my  attempts  in  Surgery  $ and  hope  they’ll  fmile  upon  thefe  Pati- 
ents too,  I find  no  danger  of  death  amongft  ’em  : and  when  I have 
my  Salvatory  laid  by,  then  I’ll  take  up  my  Beads } for  the  Prieft, 
I fee,  muft  compleat  the  joys  of  thefe  happy  pairs,  my  intereft  in 
which  I’ll  no  longer  hide. — Oh  fpeak  Eucratia^  think’ft  thou  the 
gods  will  accept  an  offering  from  aged  Jlleninons  hand  again,  that 
once  abus’d  their  altars  by  giving  falfe  Oracles,  which  thus  they 
have  reveng’d  ? if  thou  think’ft  they  will,  here  I throw  off  my  dift 
guife,  and  from  a Father  and  Prieft,  Sir,  receive  her. 

Euc.  My  Father  ! 

Judge.  Mentnon , my  Brother  ! oh  welcome  ! 

King.  Let  me  interrupt  your  joys,  left  their  excefs  prove  danger- 
ous 5 and  to  the  gods  that  have  wrought  this  blelfing,  let  us  pals 
on  to  facrifice. 

Herns.  Lead  on,  Lhcagines , while  we  thefe  young  men  bear  off, 
on  each  of  which  a Virgin  fhall  like  their  good  genius  wait , the 
ftory,  how  we  came  to  be  thus  happy,  we  ll  defer  to  a fitter  time, 
when  health  and  Hymen  (hall  wait  on  thefe  Princes,  to  fet  their 
Prifoners  free,  and  prove  Loves  Fetters  Liberty.  [ Exeunt  0 nines. 
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